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THE WIND IN THE WILLOWS 








Illustrated by Paul Bransom 


This famous children’s novel first appeared in 1908 and concerns the 
adventures of four anthropomorphised animals in a pastoral 
interpretation of England. Notable for its mixture of mysticism, morality 
and camaraderie, The Wind in the Willows is celebrated for its evocation 
of the nature of the Thames valley. 

In 1908, Grahame had retired from his position as secretary of the 
Bank of England and moved with his wife and son back to Berkshire, 
where he had lived as a child. In his youth he had stayed in a spacious, if 
dilapidated, home, “The Mount”, by the River Thames, and he was 
introduced to the riverside and boating by his uncle, David Ingles, curate 
at Cookham Dean Church. On his return to the area, aged forty-nine, 
Grahame spent his time by the Thames doing much as the animal 
characters in his famous book do, “simply messing about in boats” — 
while expanding the bedtime stories he had earlier told his son Alistair 
into a manuscript for the novel. 

The Wind in the Willows opens with the arrival of spring and fine 
weather, as the good-natured Mole loses patience with spring cleaning. 
He flees his underground home and ends up by the river, which he has 
never seen before. Here he meets Rat (a water vole), who at this time of 
year spends his days close by the water. Rat takes Mole for a ride in his 
rowing boat. They get along well and spend many more days boating, 
with Rat teaching Mole the ways of the river. 

One summer day, Rat and Mole disembark near the grand Toad Hall 
and pay a visit to Toad, who is rich, jovial, friendly and kind-hearted, but 
aimless and conceited. Toad regularly becomes obsessed with current 
fads, only to abandon them as quickly as he took them up. Having 
recently given up boating, Toad’s current craze is his horse-drawn 
caravan. He persuades the reluctant Rat and willing Mole to join him on 
a trip. Toad soon tires of the realities of camp life and shirks his chores. 
Later that day, a passing motorcar scares the horse, causing the caravan 
to overturn into a ditch. Rat threatens to have the law on the motorcar 
drivers while Mole calms the horse, but Toad’s craze for caravan travel is 
immediately replaced by a motorcar obsession. 


In addition to the main narrative, the book contains several 
independent short stories, featuring Rat and Mole. These appear for the 
most part between the chapters chronicling Toad’s adventures and are 
often omitted from abridgements and dramatisations of the novel. The 
chapter “Dulce Domum” describes Mole’s return to his home, 
accompanied by Rat, in which, despite finding it in a terrible mess after 
his abortive spring clean, he rediscovers, with Rat’s help, a familiar 
comfort. “The Piper at the Gates of Dawn” tells how Mole and Rat 
search for Otter’s missing son Portly, whom they find in the care of the 
god Pan. (Pan removes their memories of this meeting “lest the awful 
remembrance should remain and grow, and overshadow mirth and 
pleasure”.) Finally in “Wayfarers All”, Ratty shows a restless side to his 
character when he is sorely tempted to join a Sea Rat on his travelling 
adventures. 

The novel was originally published in plain text, followed by many 
illustrated, comic and annotated editions over the ensuing years. Notable 
illustrators include Paul Bransom (1913), Ernest H. Shepard (1933), 
Arthur Rackham (1940), Tasha Tudor (1966), Michael Hague (1980), 
Scott McKowen (2005) and Robert Ingpen (2007). 

At first, a number of publishers rejected the manuscript and it was not 
until October 1908, after some campaigning by President Theodore 
Roosevelt that the book was finally published by Methuen and Co. The 
critics, who were hoping for a third volume in the style of Graham’s 
earlier works, The Golden Age and Dream Days, generally gave negative 
reviews. However, with the general public the novel was a commercial 
success and within a few years it sold in such numbers that many reprints 
were required. In 1909, Roosevelt, wrote to Grahame to tell him that he 
had “read it and reread it, and have come to accept the characters as old 
friends”. 
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I. THE RIVER BANK 


THE Mole had been working very hard all the morning, spring-cleaning 
his little home. First with brooms, then with dusters; then on ladders and 
steps and chairs, with a brush and a pail of whitewash; till he had dust in 
his throat and eyes, and splashes of whitewash all over his black fur, and 
an aching back and weary arms. Spring was moving in the air above and 
in the earth below and around him, penetrating even his dark and lowly 
little house with its spirit of divine discontent and longing. It was small 
wonder, then, that he suddenly flung down his brush on the floor, said, 
“Bother!” and “O blow!” and also “Hang spring-cleaning!” and bolted 
out of the house without even waiting to put on his coat. Something up 
above was calling him imperiously, and he made for the steep little 
tunnel which answered in his case to the gravelled carriage-drive owned 
by animals whose residences are nearer to the sun and air. So he scraped 
and scratched and scrabbled and scrooged, and then he scrooged again 
and scrabbled and scratched and scraped, working busily with his little 
paws and muttering to himself, “Up we go! Up we go!” till at last, pop! 
his snout came out into the sunlight and he found himself rolling in the 
warm grass of a great meadow. 

“This is fine!” he said to himself. “This is better than whitewashing!” 
The sunshine struck hot on his fur, soft breezes caressed his heated brow, 
and after the seclusion of the cellarage he had lived in so long the carol 
of happy birds fell on his dulled hearing almost like a shout. Jumping off 
all his four legs at once, in the joy of living and the delight of spring 
without its cleaning, he pursued his way across the meadow till he 
reached the hedge on the further side. 

“Hold up!” said an elderly rabbit at the gap. “Sixpence for the 
privilege of passing by the private road!” He was bowled over in an 
instant by the impatient and contemptuous Mole, who trotted along the 
side of the hedge chaffing the other rabbits as they peeped hurriedly from 
their holes to see what the row was about. “Onion-sauce! Onion-sauce!” 
he remarked jeeringly, and was gone before they could think of a 
thoroughly satisfactory reply. Then they all started grumbling at each 
other. “How stupid you are! Why didn’t you tell him—” “Well, why 
didn’t you say—” “You might have reminded him—” and so on, in the 
usual way; but, of course, it was then much too late, as is always the 
case. 


It all seemed too good to be true. Hither and thither through the 
meadows he rambled busily, along the hedgerows, across the copses, 
finding everywhere birds building, flowers budding, leaves thrusting 
everything happy, and progressive, and occupied. And instead of having 
an uneasy conscience pricking him and whispering “whitewash!” he 
somehow could only feel how jolly it was to be the only idle dog among 
all these busy citizens. After all, the best part of a holiday is perhaps not 
so much to be resting yourself, as to see all the other fellows busy 
working. 

He thought his happiness was complete when, as he meandered 
aimlessly along, suddenly he stood by the edge of a full-fed river. Never 
in his life had he seen a river before — this sleek, sinuous, full-bodied 
animal, chasing and chuckling, gripping things with a gurgle and leaving 
them with a laugh, to fling itself on fresh playmates that shook 
themselves free, and were caught and held again. All was a-shake and a- 
shiver — glints and gleams and sparkles, rustle and swirl, chatter and 
bubble. The Mole was bewitched, entranced, fascinated. By the side of 
the river he trotted as one trots, when very small, by the side of a man 
who holds one spellbound by exciting stories; and when tired at last, he 
sat on the bank, while the river still chattered on to him, a babbling 
procession of the best stories in the world, sent from the heart of the 
earth to be told at last to the insatiable sea. 

As he sat on the grass and looked across the river, a dark hole in the 
bank opposite, just above the water’s edge, caught his eye, and dreamily 
he fell to considering what a nice, snug dwelling-place it would make for 
an animal with few wants and fond of a bijou riverside residence, above 
flood level and remote from noise and dust. As he gazed, something 
bright and small seemed to twinkle down in the heart of it, vanished, 
then twinkled once more like a tiny star. But it could hardly be a star in 
such an unlikely situation; and it was too glittering and small for a glow- 
worm. Then, as he looked, it winked at him, and so declared itself to be 
an eye; and a small face began gradually to grow up round it, like a 
frame round a picture. 

A brown little face, with whiskers. 

A grave round face, with the same twinkle in its eye that had first 
attracted his notice. 

Small neat ears and thick silky hair. 

It was the Water Rat! 

Then the two animals stood and regarded each other cautiously. 

“Hullo, Mole!” said the Water Rat. 





“Hullo, Rat!” said the Mole. 

“Would you like to come over?” enquired the Rat presently. 

“Oh, it’s all very well to talk,” said the Mole rather pettishly, he being 
new to a river and riverside life and its ways. 

The Rat said nothing, but stooped and unfastened a rope and hauled 
on it; then lightly stepped into a little boat which the Mole had not 
observed. It was painted blue outside and white within, and was just the 
size for two animals; and the Mole’s whole heart went out to it at once, 
even though he did not yet fully understand its uses. 

The Rat sculled smartly across and made fast. Then he held up his 
fore-paw as the Mole stepped gingerly down. “Lean on that!” he said. 
“Now then, step lively!” and the Mole to his surprise and rapture found 
himself actually seated in the stern of a real boat. 

“This has been a wonderful day!” said he, as the Rat shoved off and 
took to the sculls again. “Do you know, I’ve never been in a boat before 
in all my life.” 





It was the Water Rat 


“What?” cried the Rat, open-mouthed: “Never been in a — you never 
— well I — what have you been doing, then?” 

“Is it so nice as all that?” asked the Mole shyly, though he was quite 
prepared to believe it as he leant back in his seat and surveyed the 
cushions, the oars, the rowlocks, and all the fascinating fittings, and felt 
the boat sway lightly under him. 

“Nice? It’s the only thing,” said the Water Rat solemnly as he leant 
forward for his stroke. “Believe me, my young friend, there is nothing — 
absolute nothing — half so much worth doing as simply messing about 
in boats. Simply messing,” he went on dreamily: “messing — about — 
in — boats; messing—” 

“Look ahead, Rat!” cried the Mole suddenly. 

It was too late. The boat struck the bank full tilt. The dreamer, the 
joyous oarsman, lay on his back at the bottom of the boat, his heels in the 
air. 

“ —_ about in boats — or with boats,” the Rat went on composedly, 
picking himself up with a pleasant laugh. “In or out of ‘em, it doesn’t 
matter. Nothing seems really to matter, that’s the charm of it. Whether 
you get away, or whether you don’t; whether you arrive at your 
destination or whether you reach somewhere else, or whether you never 
get anywhere at all, you’re always busy, and you never do anything in 
particular; and when you’ve done it there’s always something else to do, 
and you can do it if you like, but you’d much better not. Look here! If 
you’ve really nothing else on hand this moming, supposing we drop 
down the river together, and have a long day of it?” 

The Mole waggled his toes from sheer happiness, spread his chest 
with a sigh of full contentment, and leant back blissfully into the soft 
cushions. “What a day I’m having!” he said. “Let us start at once!” 

“Hold hard a minute, then!” said the Rat. He looped the painter 
through a ring in his landing-stage, climbed up into his hole above, and 
after a short interval reappeared staggering under a fat wicker luncheon- 
basket. 

“Shove that under your feet,” he observed to the Mole, as he passed it 
down into the boat. Then he untied the painter and took the sculls again. 

“What’s inside it?” asked the Mole, wriggling with curiosity. 





“There’s cold chicken inside it,” replied the Rat briefly: 
“coldtonguecoldhamcoldbeefpickledgherkinssaladfrenchrolls— 
cresssandwichespottedmeatgingerbeerlemonadesodawater—” 


“O stop, stop!” cried the Mole in ecstasies. “This is too much!” 

“Do you really think so?” enquired the Rat seriously. “It’s only what I 
always take on these little excursions; and the other animals are always 
telling me that I’m a mean beast and cut it very fine!” 

The Mole never heard a word he was saying. Absorbed in the new life 
he was entering upon, intoxicated with the sparkle, the ripple, the scents 
and the sounds and the sunlight, he trailed a paw in the water and 
dreamed long waking dreams. The Water Rat, like the good little fellow 
he was, sculled steadily on and forbore to disturb him. 

“T like your clothes awfully, old chap,” he remarked after some half an 
hour or so had passed. “I’m going to get a black velvet smoking-suit 
myself some day, as soon as I can afford it.” 

“I beg your pardon,” said the Mole, pulling himself together with an 
effort. “You must think me very rude; but all this is so new to me. So — 
this — is — a — River!” 

“The River,” corrected the Rat. 

“And you really live by the river? What a jolly life!” 

“By it and with it and on it and in it,” said the Rat. “It’s brother and 
sister to me, and aunts, and company, and food and drink, and (naturally) 
washing. It’s my world, and I don’t want any other. What it hasn’t got is 
not worth having, and what it doesn’t know is not worth knowing. Lord! 
the times we’ve had together! Whether in winter or summer, spring or 
autumn, it’s always got its fun and its excitements. When the floods are 
on in February, and my cellars and basement are brimming with drink 
that’s no good to me, and the brown water runs by my best bedroom 
window; or again when it all drops away and shows patches of mud that 
smells like plum-cake, and the rushes and weed clog the channels, and I 
can potter about dry shod over most of the bed of it and find fresh food 
to eat, and things careless people have dropped out of boats!” 

“But isn’t it a bit dull at times?” the Mole ventured to ask. “Just you 
and the river, and no one else to pass a word with?” 

“No one else to — well, I mustn’t be hard on you,” said the Rat with 
forbearance. “You’re new to it, and of course you don’t know. The bank 
is so crowded nowadays that many people are moving away altogether. 
O no, it isn’t what it used to be, at all. Otters, king-fishers, dabchicks, 
moorhens, all of them about all day long and always wanting you to do 
something — as if a fellow had no business of his own to attend to!” 

“What lies over there?” asked the Mole, waving a paw towards a 
background of woodland that darkly framed the water-meadows on one 
side of the river. 


“That? O, that’s just the Wild Wood,” said the Rat shortly. “We don’t 
go there very much, we river-bankers.” 

“Aren’t they — aren’t they very nice people in there?” said the Mole a 
trifle nervously. 

“W-e-ll,” replied the Rat, “let me see. The squirrels are all right. And 
the rabbits — some of ‘em, but rabbits are a mixed lot. And then there’s 
Badger, of course. He lives right in the heart of it; wouldn’t live 
anywhere else, either, if you paid him to do it. Dear old Badger! Nobody 
interferes with him. They’d better not,” he added significantly. 

“Why, who should interfere with him?” asked the Mole. 

“Well, of course — there — are others,” explained the Rat in a 
hesitating sort of way. “Weasels — and stoats — and foxes — and so on. 
They’re all right in a way — I’m very good friends with them — pass 
the time of day when we meet, and all that — but they break out 
sometimes, there’s no denying it, and then — well, you can’t really trust 
them, and that’s the fact.” 

The Mole knew well that it is quite against animal-etiquette to dwell 
on possible trouble ahead, or even to allude to it; so he dropped the 
subject. 

“And beyond the Wild Wood again?” he asked; “where it’s all blue 
and dim, and one sees what may be hills or perhaps they mayn’t, and 
something like the smoke of towns, or is it only cloud-drift>?” 

“Beyond the Wild Wood comes the Wide World,” said the Rat. “And 
that’s something that doesn’t matter, either to you or me. I’ve never been 
there, and I’m never going, nor you either, if you’ve got any sense at all. 
Don’t ever refer to it again, please. Now then! Here’s our backwater at 
last, where we’re going to lunch.” 

Leaving the main stream, they now passed into what seemed at first 
sight like a little landlocked lake. Green turf sloped down to either edge, 
brown snaky tree-roots gleamed below the surface of the quiet water, 
while ahead of them the silvery shoulder and foamy tumble of a weir, 
arm-in-arm with a restless dripping mill-wheel, that held up in its tum a 
grey-gabled mill-house, filled the air with a soothing murmur of sound, 
dull and smothery, yet with little clear voices speaking up cheerfully out 
of it at intervals. It was so very beautiful that the Mole could only hold 
up both fore-paws and gasp: “O my! O my! O my!” 

The Rat brought the boat alongside the bank, made her fast, helped 
the still awkward Mole safely ashore, and swung out the luncheon- 
basket. The Mole begged as a favour to be allowed to unpack it all by 
himself; and the Rat was very pleased to indulge him, and to sprawl at 


full length on the grass and rest, while his excited friend shook out the 
table-cloth and spread it, took out all the mysterious packets one by one 
and arranged their contents in due order, still gasping: “O my! O my!” at 
each fresh revelation. When all was ready, the Rat said, “Now, pitch in, 
old fellow!” and the Mole was indeed very glad to obey, for he had 
started his spring-cleaning at a very early hour that morning, as people 
will do, and had not paused for bite or sup; and he had been through a 
very great deal since that distant time which now seemed so many days 
ago. 

“What are you looking at?” said the Rat presently, when the edge of 
their hunger was somewhat dulled, and the Mole’s eyes were able to 
wander off the table-cloth a little. 

“I am looking,” said the Mole, “at a streak of bubbles that I see 
travelling along the surface of the water. That is a thing that strikes me as 
funny.” 

“Bubbles? Oho!” said the Rat, and chirruped cheerily in an inviting 
sort of way. 

A broad glistening muzzle showed itself above the edge of the bank, 
and the Otter hauled himself out and shook the water from his coat. 

“Greedy beggars!” he observed, making for the provender. “Why 
didn’t you invite me, Ratty?” 

“This was an impromptu affair,” explained the Rat. “By the way — 
my friend Mr. Mole.” 

“Proud, I’m sure,” said the Otter, and the two animals were friends 
forthwith. 

“Such a rumpus everywhere!” continued the Otter. “All the world 
seems out on the river to-day. I came up this backwater to try and get a 
moment’s peace, and then stumble upon you fellows! — At least — I 
beg pardon — I don’t exactly mean that, you know.” 

There was a rustle behind them, proceeding from a hedge wherein last 
year’s leaves still clung thick, and a stripy head, with high shoulders 
behind it, peered forth on them. 

“Come on, old Badger!” shouted the Rat. 

The Badger trotted forward a pace or two, then grunted, “H’m! 
Company,” and turned his back and disappeared from view. 

“That’s just the sort of fellow he is!” observed the disappointed Rat. 
“Simply hates Society! Now we shan’t see any more of him to-day. Well, 
tell us, who’s out on the river?” 

“Toad’s out, for one,” replied the Otter. “In his brand-new wager-boat; 
new togs, new everything!” 


The two animals looked at each other and laughed. 

“Once, it was nothing but sailing,” said the Rat. “Then he tired of that 
and took to punting. Nothing would please him but to punt all day and 
every day, and a nice mess he made of it. Last year it was house-boating, 
and we all had to go and stay with him in his house-boat, and pretend we 
liked it. He was going to spend the rest of his life in a house-boat. It’s all 
the same, whatever he takes up; he gets tired of it, and starts on 
something fresh.” 

“Such a good fellow, too,” remarked the Otter reflectively; “but no 
stability — especially in a boat!” 

From where they sat they could get a glimpse of the main stream 
across the island that separated them; and just then a wager-boat flashed 
into view, the rower — a short, stout figure — splashing badly and 
rolling a good deal, but working his hardest. The Rat stood up and hailed 
him, but Toad — for it was he — shook his head and settled sternly to 
his work. 

“He’ll be out of the boat in a minute if he rolls like that,” said the Rat, 
sitting down again. 

“Of course he will,” chuckled the Otter. “Did I ever tell you that good 
story about Toad and the lock-keeper? It happened this way. Toad....” 

An errant May-fly swerved unsteadily athwart the current in the 
intoxicated fashion affected by young bloods of May-flies seeing life. A 
swirl of water and a “cloop!” and the May-fly was visible no more. 

Neither was the Otter. 

The Mole looked down. The voice was still in his ears, but the turf 
whereon he had sprawled was clearly vacant. Not an Otter to be seen, as 
far as the distant horizon. 

But again there was a streak of bubbles on the surface of the river. 

The Rat hummed a tune, and the Mole recollected that animal- 
etiquette forbade any sort of comment on the sudden disappearance of 
one’s friends at any moment, for any reason or no reason whatever. 

“Well, well,” said the Rat, “I suppose we ought to be moving. I 
wonder which of us had better pack the luncheon-basket?” He did not 
speak as if he was frightfully eager for the treat. 

“O, please let me,” said the Mole. So, of course, the Rat let him. 

Packing the basket was not quite such pleasant work as unpacking the 
basket. It never is. But the Mole was bent on enjoying everything, and 
although just when he had got the basket packed and strapped up tightly 
he saw a plate staring up at him from the grass, and when the job had 
been done again the Rat pointed out a fork which anybody ought to have 


seen, and last of all, behold! the mustard pot, which he had been sitting 
on without knowing it — still, somehow, the thing got finished at last, 
without much loss of temper. 

The afternoon sun was getting low as the Rat sculled gently 
homewards in a dreamy mood, murmuring poetry-things over to himself, 
and not paying much attention to Mole. But the Mole was very full of 
lunch, and self-satisfaction, and pride, and already quite at home in a 
boat (so he thought), and was getting a bit restless besides: and presently 
he said, “Ratty! Please, I want to row, now!” 

The Rat shook his head with a smile. “Not yet, my young friend,” he 
said; “wait till you’ve had a few lessons. It’s not so easy as it looks.” 

The Mole was quiet for a minute or two. But he began to feel more 
and more jealous of Rat, sculling so strongly and so easily along, and his 
pride began to whisper that he could do it every bit as well. He jumped 
up and seized the sculls so suddenly that the Rat, who was gazing out 
over the water and saying more poetry-things to himself, was taken by 
surprise and fell backwards off his seat with his legs in the air for the 
second time, while the triumphant Mole took his place and grabbed the 
sculls with entire confidence. 

“Stop it, you silly ass!” cried the Rat, from the bottom of the boat. 
“You can’t do it! You’ll have us over!” 

The Mole flung his sculls back with a flourish, and made a great dig 
at the water. He missed the surface altogether, his legs flew up above his 
head, and he found himself lying on the top of the prostrate Rat. Greatly 
alarmed, he made a grab at the side of the boat, and the next moment — 
Sploosh! 

Over went the boat, and he found himself struggling in the river. 

O my, how cold the water was, and O, how very wet it felt! How it 
sang in his ears as he went down, down, down! How bright and welcome 
the sun looked as he rose to the surface coughing and spluttering! How 
black was his despair when he felt himself sinking again! Then a firm 
paw gripped him by the back of his neck. It was the Rat, and he was 
evidently laughing — the Mole could feel him laughing, right down his 
arm and through his paw, and so into his — the Mole’s — neck. 

The Rat got hold of a scull and shoved it under the Mole’s arm; then 
he did the same by the other side of him and, swimming behind, 
propelled the helpless animal to shore, hauled him out, and set him down 
on the bank, a squashy, pulpy lump of misery. 

When the Rat had rubbed him down a bit, and wrung some of the wet 
out of him, he said, “Now then, old fellow! Trot up and down the 


towing-path as hard as you can, till you’re warm and dry again, while I 
dive for the luncheon-basket.” 

So the dismal Mole, wet without and ashamed within, trotted about 
till he was fairly dry, while the Rat plunged into the water again, 
recovered the boat, righted her and made her fast, fetched his floating 
property to shore by degrees, and finally dived successfully for the 
luncheon-basket and struggled to land with it. 

When all was ready for a start once more, the Mole, limp and 
dejected, took his seat in the stern of the boat; and as they set off, he said 
in a low voice, broken with emotion, “Ratty, my generous friend! I am 
very sorry indeed for my foolish and ungrateful conduct. My heart quite 
fails me when I think how I might have lost that beautiful luncheon- 
basket. Indeed, I have been a complete ass, and I know it. Will you 
overlook it this once and forgive me, and let things go on as before?” 

“That’s all right, bless you!” responded the Rat cheerily. “What’s a 
little wet to a Water Rat? I’m more in the water than out of it most days. 
Don’t you think any more about it; and look here! I really think you had 
better come and stop with me for a little time. It’s very plain and rough, 
you know — not like Toad’s house at all — but you haven’t seen that 
yet; still, I can make you comfortable. And I’ll teach you to row and to 
swim, and yov’ll soon be as handy on the water as any of us.” 

The Mole was so touched by his kind manner of speaking that he 
could find no voice to answer him; and he had to brush away a tear or 
two with the back of his paw. But the Rat kindly looked in another 
direction, and presently the Mole’s spirits revived again, and he was even 
able to give some straight back-talk to a couple of moorhens who were 
sniggering to each other about his bedraggled appearance. 

When they got home, the Rat made a bright fire in the parlour, and 
planted the Mole in an arm-chair in front of it, having fetched down a 
dressing-gown and slippers for him, and told him river stories till supper- 
time. Very thrilling stories they were, too, to an earth-dwelling animal 
like Mole. Stories about weirs, and sudden floods, and leaping pike, and 
steamers that flung hard bottles — at least bottles were certainly flung, 
and from steamers, so presumably by them; and about herons, and how 
particular they were whom they spoke to; and about adventures down 
drains, and night-fishings with Otter, or excursions far a-field with 
Badger. Supper was a most cheerful meal; but very shortly afterwards a 
terribly sleepy Mole had to be escorted upstairs by his considerate host, 
to the best bedroom, where he soon laid his head on his pillow in great 


peace and contentment, knowing that his new-found friend, the River, 
was lapping the sill of his window. 

This day was only the first of many similar ones for the emancipated 
Mole, each of them longer and full of interest as the ripening summer 
moved onward. He learnt to swim and to row, and entered into the joy of 
running water; and with his ear to the reed-stems he caught, at intervals, 
something of what the wind went whispering so constantly among them. 


ll. THE OPEN ROAD 


“RATTY,” said the Mole suddenly, one bright summer morning, “if you 
please, I want to ask you a favour.” 

The Rat was sitting on the river bank, singing a little song. He had 
just composed it himself, so he was very taken up with it, and would not 
pay proper attention to Mole or anything else. Since early morning he 
had been swimming in the river, in company with his friends, the ducks. 
And when the ducks stood on their heads suddenly, as ducks will, he 
would dive down and tickle their necks, just under where their chins 
would be if ducks had chins, till they were forced to come to the surface 
again in a hurry, spluttering and angry and shaking their feathers at him, 
for it is impossible to say quite all you feel when your head is under 
water. At last they implored him to go away and attend to his own affairs 
and leave them to mind theirs. So the Rat went away, and sat on the river 
bank in the sun, and made up a song about them, which he called: 

“DUCKS’ DITTY.” 

All along the backwater, Through the rushes tall, Ducks are a- 
dabbling, Up tails all! 

Ducks’ tails, drakes’ tails, Yellow feet a-quiver, Yellow bills all out of 
sight Busy in the river! 

Slushy green undergrowth Where the roach swim — Here we keep 
our larder, Cool and full and dim. 

Everyone for what he likes! We like to be Heads down, tails up, 
Dabbling free! 

High in the blue above Swifts whirl and call — We are down a- 
dabbling Up tails all! 

“I don’t know that I think so very much of that little song, Rat,” 
observed the Mole cautiously. He was no poet himself and didn’t care 
who knew it; and he had a candid nature. 

“Nor don’t the ducks neither,” replied the Rat cheerfully. “They say, 
‘Why can’t fellows be allowed to do what they like when they like and as 
they like, instead of other fellows sitting on banks and watching them all 
the time and making remarks and poetry and things about them? What 
nonsense it all is!’ That’s what the ducks say.” 

“So it is, so it is,” said the Mole, with great heartiness. 

“No, it isn’t!” cried the Rat indignantly. 

“Well then, it isn’t, it isn’t,” replied the Mole soothingly. “But what I 
wanted to ask you was, won’t you take me to call on Mr. Toad? I’ve 


heard so much about him, and I do so want to make his acquaintance.” 

“Why, certainly,” said the good-natured Rat, jumping to his feet and 
dismissing poetry from his mind for the day. “Get the boat out, and we’ |l 
paddle up there at once. It’s never the wrong time to call on Toad. Early 
or late, he’s always the same fellow. Always good-tempered, always glad 
to see you, always sorry when you go!” 

“He must be a very nice animal,” observed the Mole, as he got into 
the boat and took the sculls, while the Rat settled himself comfortably in 
the stern. 

“He is indeed the best of animals,” replied Rat. “So simple, so good- 
natured, and so affectionate. Perhaps he’s not very clever — we can’t all 
be geniuses; and it may be that he is both boastful and conceited. But he 
has got some great qualities, has Toady.” 

Rounding a bend in the river, they came in sight of a handsome, 
dignified old house of mellowed red brick, with well-kept lawns reaching 
down to the water’s edge. 

“There’s Toad Hall,” said the Rat; “and that creek on the left, where 
the notice-board says, ‘Private. No landing allowed,’ leads to his boat- 
house, where we’ ll leave the boat. The stables are over there to the right. 
That’s the banqueting-hall you’re looking at now — very old, that is. 
Toad is rather rich, you know, and this is really one of the nicest houses 
in these parts, though we never admit as much to Toad.” 

They glided up the creek, and the Mole shipped his sculls as they 
passed into the shadow of a large boat-house. Here they saw many 
handsome boats, slung from the cross-beams or hauled up on a slip, but 
none in the water; and the place had an unused and a deserted air. 

The Rat looked around him. “I understand,” said he. “Boating is 
played out. He’s tired of it, and done with it. I wonder what new fad he 
has taken up now? Come along and let’s look him up. We shall hear all 
about it quite soon enough.” 

They disembarked, and strolled across the gay flower-decked lawns in 
search of Toad, whom they presently happened upon resting in a wicker 
garden-chair, with a pre-occupied expression of face, and a large map 
spread out on his knees. 

“Hooray!” he cried, jumping up on seeing them, “this is splendid!” He 
shook the paws of both of them warmly, never waiting for an 
introduction to the Mole. “How kind of you!” he went on, dancing round 
them. “I was just going to send a boat down the river for you, Ratty, with 
strict orders that you were to be fetched up here at once, whatever you 
were doing. I want you badly — both of you. Now what will you take? 


Come inside and have something! You don’t know how lucky it is, your 
turning up just now!” 

“Let’s sit quiet a bit, Toady!” said the Rat, throwing himself into an 
easy chair, while the Mole took another by the side of him and made 
some civil remark about Toad’s “delightful residence.” 

“Finest house on the whole river,” cried Toad boisterously. “Or 
anywhere else, for that matter,” he could not help adding. 

Here the Rat nudged the Mole. Unfortunately the Toad saw him do it, 
and turned very red. There was a moment’s painful silence. Then Toad 
burst out laughing. “All right, Ratty,” he said. “It’s only my way, you 
know. And it’s not such a very bad house, is it? You know, you rather 
like it yourself. Now, look here. Let’s be sensible. You are the very 
animals I wanted. You’ve got to help me. It’s most important!” 

“Tt’s about your rowing, I suppose,” said the Rat, with an innocent air. 
“You’re getting on fairly well, though you splash a good bit still. With a 
great deal of patience and any quantity of coaching, you may—” 

“O, pooh! boating!” interrupted the Toad, in great disgust. “Silly 
boyish amusement. I’ve given that up long ago. Sheer waste of time, 
that’s what it is. It makes me downright sorry to see you fellows, who 
ought to know better, spending all your energies in that aimless manner. 
No, I’ve discovered the real thing, the only genuine occupation for a 
lifetime. I propose to devote the remainder of mine to it, and can only 
regret the wasted years that lie behind me, squandered in trivialities. 
Come with me, dear Ratty, and your amiable friend also, if he will be so 
very good, just as far as the stable-yard, and you shall see what you shall 
see!” 

He led the way to the stable-yard accordingly, the Rat following with 
a most mistrustful expression; and there, drawn out of the coach-house 
into the open, they saw a gipsy caravan, shining with newness, painted a 
canary-yellow picked out with green, and red wheels. 

“There you are!” cried the Toad, straddling and expanding himself. 
“There’s real life for you, embodied in that little cart. The open road, the 
dusty highway, the heath, the common, the hedgerows, the rolling 
downs! Camps, villages, towns, cities! Here to-day, up and off to 
somewhere else to-morrow! Travel, change, interest, excitement! The 
whole world before you, and a horizon that’s always changing! And 
mind! this is the very finest cart of its sort that was ever built, without 
any exception. Come inside and look at the arrangements. Planned ‘em 
all myself, I did!” 


The Mole was tremendously interested and excited, and followed him 
eagerly up the steps and into the interior of the caravan. The Rat only 
snorted and thrust his hands deep into his pockets, remaining where he 
was. 

It was indeed very compact and comfortable. Little sleeping bunks — 
a little table that folded up against the wall — a cooking-stove, lockers, 
book-shelves, a bird-cage with a bird in it; and pots, pans, jugs, and 
kettles of every size and variety. 

“All complete!” said the Toad triumphantly, pulling open a locker. 


“You see — biscuits, potted lobster, sardines — everything you can 
possibly want. Soda-water here — baccy there — letter-paper, bacon, 
jam, cards, and dominoes — you’ll find,” he continued, as they 


descended the steps again, “you’ll find that nothing whatever has been 
forgotten, when we make our start this afternoon.” 

“I beg your pardon,” said the Rat slowly, as he chewed a straw, “but 
did I overhear you say something about ‘we,’ and ‘start,’ and ‘this 
afternoon’ ?” 

“Now, you dear good old Ratty,” said Toad imploringly, “don’t begin 
talking in that stiff and sniffy sort of way, because you know you’ve got 
to come. I can’t possibly manage without you, so please consider it 
settled, and don’t argue — it’s the one thing I can’t stand. You surely 
don’t mean to stick to your dull fusty old river all your life, and just live 
in a hole in a bank, and boat? I want to show you the world! I’m going to 
make an animal of you, my boy!” 

“T don’t care,” said the Rat doggedly. “I’m not coming, and that’s flat. 
And I am going to stick to my old river, and live in a hole, and boat, as 
I’ve always done. And what’s more, Mole’s going to stick to me and do 
as I do, aren’t you, Mole?” 

“Of course I am,” said the Mole, loyally. “I’ll always stick to you, 
Rat, and what you say is to be — has got to be. All the same, it sounds as 
if it might have been — well, rather fun, you know!” he added wistfully. 
Poor Mole! The Life Adventurous was so new a thing to him, and so 
thrilling; and this fresh aspect of it was so tempting; and he had fallen in 
love at first sight with the canary-coloured cart and all its little fitments. 

The Rat saw what was passing in his mind, and wavered. He hated 
disappointing people, and he was fond of the Mole, and would do almost 
anything to oblige him. Toad was watching both of them closely. 

“Come along in, and have some lunch,” he said, diplomatically, “and 
we'll talk it over. We needn’t decide anything in a hurry. Of course, I 


don’t really care. I only want to give pleasure to you fellows. ‘Live for 
others!’ That’s my motto in life.” 

During luncheon — which was excellent, of course, as everything at 
Toad Hall always was — the Toad simply let himself go. Disregarding 
the Rat, he proceeded to play upon the inexperienced Mole as on a harp. 
Naturally a voluble animal, and always mastered by his imagination, he 
painted the prospects of the trip and the joys of the open life and the 
roadside in such glowing colours that the Mole could hardly sit in his 
chair for excitement. Somehow, it soon seemed taken for granted by all 
three of them that the trip was a settled thing; and the Rat, though still 
unconvinced in his mind, allowed his good-nature to over-ride his 
personal objections. He could not bear to disappoint his two friends, who 
were already deep in schemes and anticipations, planning out each day’s 
separate occupation for several weeks ahead. 

When they were quite ready, the now triumphant Toad led his 
companions to the paddock and set them to capture the old grey horse, 
who, without having been consulted, and to his own extreme annoyance, 
had been told off by Toad for the dustiest job in this dusty expedition. He 
frankly preferred the paddock, and took a deal of catching. Meantime 
Toad packed the lockers still tighter with necessaries, and hung nose- 
bags, nets of onions, bundles of hay, and baskets from the bottom of the 
cart. At last the horse was caught and harnessed, and they set off, all 
talking at once, each animal either trudging by the side of the cart or 
sitting on the shaft, as the humour took him. It was a golden afternoon. 
The smell of the dust they kicked up was rich and satisfying; out of thick 
orchards on either side the road, birds called and whistled to them 
cheerily; good-natured wayfarers, passing them, gave them “Good day,” 
or stopped to say nice things about their beautiful cart; and rabbits, 
sitting at their front doors in the hedgerows, held up their fore-paws, and 
said, “O my! O my! O my!” 

Late in the evening, tired and happy and miles from home, they drew 
up on a remote common far from habitations, turned the horse loose to 
graze, and ate their simple supper sitting on the grass by the side of the 
cart. Toad talked big about all he was going to do in the days to come, 
while stars grew fuller and larger all around them, and a yellow moon, 
appearing suddenly and silently from nowhere in particular, came to 
keep them company and listen to their talk. At last they turned in to their 
little bunks in the cart; and Toad, kicking out his legs, sleepily said, 
“Well, good night, you fellows! This is the real life for a gentleman! Talk 
about your old river!” 


“I dont talk about my river,” replied the patient Rat. “You know I 
don’t, Toad. But I think about it,” he added pathetically, in a lower tone: 
“I think about it — all the time!” 

The Mole reached out from under his blanket, felt for the Rat’s paw in 
the darkness, and gave it a squeeze. “Pll do whatever you like, Ratty,” he 
whispered. “Shall we run away to-morrow morning, quite early — very 
early — and go back to our dear old hole on the river?” 

“No, no, we’ll see it out,” whispered back the Rat. “Thanks awfully, 
but I ought to stick by Toad till this trip is ended. It wouldn’t be safe for 
him to be left to himself. It won’t take very long. His fads never do. 
Good night!” 

The end was indeed nearer than even the Rat suspected. 

After so much open air and excitement the Toad slept very soundly, 
and no amount of shaking could rouse him out of bed next morning. So 
the Mole and Rat turned to, quietly and manfully, and while the Rat saw 
to the horse, and lit a fire, and cleaned last night’s cups and platters, and 
got things ready for breakfast, the Mole trudged off to the nearest village, 
a long way off, for milk and eggs and various necessaries the Toad had, 
of course, forgotten to provide. The hard work had all been done, and the 
two animals were resting, thoroughly exhausted, by the time Toad 
appeared on the scene, fresh and gay, remarking what a pleasant, easy 
life it was they were all leading now, after the cares and worries and 
fatigues of housekeeping at home. 

They had a pleasant ramble that day over grassy downs and along 
narrow by-lanes, and camped, as before, on a common, only this time the 
two guests took care that Toad should do his fair share of work. In 
consequence, when the time came for starting next morning, Toad was 
by no means so rapturous about the simplicity of the primitive life, and 
indeed attempted to resume his place in his bunk, whence he was hauled 
by force. Their way lay, as before, across country by narrow lanes, and it 
was not till the afternoon that they came out on the high-road, their first 
high-road; and there disaster, fleet and unforeseen, sprang out on them 
— disaster momentous indeed to their expedition, but simply 
overwhelming in its effect on the after career of Toad. 

They were strolling along the high-road easily, the Mole by the 
horse’s head, talking to him, since the horse had complained that he was 
being frightfully left out of it, and nobody considered him in the least; 
the Toad and the Water Rat walking behind the cart talking together — at 
least Toad was talking, and Rat was saying at intervals, “Yes, precisely; 
and what did you say to him?” — and thinking all the time of something 


very different, when far behind them they heard a faint warning hum, 
like the drone of a distant bee. Glancing back, they saw a small cloud of 
dust, with a dark centre of energy, advancing on them at incredible 
speed, while from out the dust a faint “Poop-poop!” wailed like an 
uneasy animal in pain. Hardly regarding it, they turned to resume their 
conversation, when in an instant (as it seemed) the peaceful scene was 
changed, and with a blast of wind and a whirl of sound that made them 
jump for the nearest ditch. It was on them! The “Poop-poop” rang with a 
brazen shout in their ears, they had a moment’s glimpse of an interior of 
glittering plate-glass and rich morocco, and the magnificent motor-car, 
immense, breath-snatching, passionate, with its pilot tense and hugging 
his wheel, possessed all earth and air for the fraction of a second, flung 
an enveloping cloud of dust that blinded and enwrapped them utterly, 
and then dwindled to a speck in the far distance, changed back into a 
droning bee once more. 

The old grey horse, dreaming, as he plodded along, of his quiet 
paddock, in a new raw situation such as this, simply abandoned himself 
to his natural emotions. Rearing, plunging, backing steadily, in spite of 
all the Mole’s efforts at his head, and all the Mole’s lively language 
directed at his better feelings, he drove the cart backward towards the 
deep ditch at the side of the road. It wavered an instant — then there was 
a heart-rending crash — and the canary-coloured cart, their pride and 
their joy, lay on its side in the ditch, an irredeemable wreck. 

The Rat danced up and down in the road, simply transported with 
passion. “You villains!” he shouted, shaking both fists. “You scoundrels, 
you highwaymen, you — you — road-hogs! — Pll have the law of you! 
Pll report you! Pll take you through all the Courts!” His home-sickness 
had quite slipped away from him, and for the moment he was the skipper 
of the canary-coloured vessel driven on a shoal by the reckless jockeying 
of rival mariners, and he was trying to recollect all the fine and biting 
things he used to say to masters of steam-launches when their wash, as 
they drove too near the bank, used to flood his parlour-carpet at home. 

Toad sat straight down in the middle of the dusty road, his legs 
stretched out before him, and stared fixedly in the direction of the 
disappearing motor-car. He breathed short, his face wore a placid, 
satisfied expression, and at intervals he faintly murmured “Poop-poop!” 

The Mole was busy trying to quiet the horse, which he succeeded in 
doing after a time. Then he went to look at the cart, on its side in the 
ditch. It was indeed a sorry sight. Panels and windows smashed, axles 
hopelessly bent, one wheel off, sardine-tins scattered over the wide 


world, and the bird in the bird-cage sobbing pitifully and calling to be let 
out. 

The Rat came to help him, but their united efforts were not sufficient 
to right the cart. “Hi! Toad!” they cried. “Come and bear a hand, can’t 
you!” 

The Toad never answered a word, or budged from his seat in the road; 
so they went to see what was the matter with him. They found him in a 
sort of a trance, a happy smile on his face, his eyes still fixed on the 
dusty wake of their destroyer. At intervals he was still heard to murmur 
“Poop-poop!” 

The Rat shook him by the shoulder. “Are you coming to help us, 
Toad?” he demanded sternly. 

“Glorious, stirring sight!” murmured Toad, never offering to move. 
“The poetry of motion! The real way to travel! The only way to travel! 
Here to-day — in next week to-morrow! Villages skipped, towns and 
cities jumped — always somebody else’s horizon! O bliss! O poop-poop! 
O my! O my!” 

“O stop being an ass, Toad!” cried the Mole despairingly. 

“And to think I never knew!” went on the Toad in a dreamy 
monotone. “All those wasted years that lie behind me, I never knew, 
never even dreamt! But now — but now that I know, now that I fully 
realise! O what a flowery track lies spread before me, henceforth! What 
dust-clouds shall spring up behind me as I speed on my reckless way! 
What carts I shall fling carelessly into the ditch in the wake of my 
magnificent onset! Horrid little carts — common carts — canary- 
coloured carts!” 

“What are we to do with him?” asked the Mole of the Water Rat. 

“Nothing at all,” replied the Rat firmly. “Because there is really 
nothing to be done. You see, I know him from of old. He is now 
possessed. He has got a new craze, and it always takes him that way, in 
its first stage. He’ll continue like that for days now, like an animal 
walking in a happy dream, quite useless for all practical purposes. Never 
mind him. Let’s go and see what there is to be done about the cart.” 

A careful inspection showed them that, even if they succeeded in 
righting it by themselves, the cart would travel no longer. The axles were 
in a hopeless state, and the missing wheel was shattered into pieces. 

The Rat knotted the horse’s reins over his back and took him by the 
head, carrying the bird-cage and its hysterical occupant in the other hand. 
“Come on!” he said grimly to the Mole. “It’s five or six miles to the 


nearest town, and we shall just have to walk it. The sooner we make a 
start the better.” 

“But what about Toad?” asked the Mole anxiously, as they set off 
together. “We can’t leave him here, sitting in the middle of the road by 
himself, in the distracted state he’s in! It’s not safe. Supposing another 
Thing were to come along?” 

“O, bother Toad,” said the Rat savagely; “I’ve done with him.” 

They had not proceeded very far on their way, however, when there 
was a pattering of feet behind them, and Toad caught them up and thrust 
a paw inside the elbow of each of them; still breathing short and staring 
into vacancy. 

“Now, look here, Toad!” said the Rat sharply: “as soon as we get to 
the town, you’ll have to go straight to the police-station and see if they 
know anything about that motor-car and who it belongs to, and lodge a 
complaint against it. And then you’ll have to go to a blacksmith’s or a 
wheelwright’s and arrange for the cart to be fetched and mended and put 
to rights. It’ll take time, but it’s not quite a hopeless smash. Meanwhile, 
the Mole and I will go to an inn and find comfortable rooms where we 
can stay till the cart’s ready, and till your nerves have recovered their 
shock.” 

“Police-station! Complaint!” murmured Toad dreamily. “Me complain 
of that beautiful, that heavenly vision that has been vouchsafed me! 
Mend the cart! I’ve done with carts for ever. I never want to see the cart, 
or to hear of it, again. O Ratty! You can’t think how obliged I am to you 
for consenting to come on this trip! I wouldn’t have gone without you, 
and then I might never have seen that — that swan, that sunbeam, that 
thunderbolt! I might never have heard that entrancing sound, or smelt 
that bewitching smell! I owe it all to you, my best of friends!” 





“Come on!” he said. “We shall just have to walk it” 


The Rat turned from him in despair. “You see what it is?” he said to 
the Mole, addressing him across Toad’s head: “He’s quite hopeless. I 
give it up — when we get to the town we’ll go to the railway station, and 
with luck we may pick up a train there that’ll get us back to river bank 
to-night. And if ever you catch me going a-pleasuring with this 
provoking animal again!” — He snorted, and during the rest of that 
weary trudge addressed his remarks exclusively to Mole. 

On reaching the town they went straight to the station and deposited 
Toad in the second-class waiting-room, giving a porter twopence to keep 
a strict eye on him. They then left the horse at an inn stable, and gave 
what directions they could about the cart and its contents. Eventually, a 
slow train having landed them at a station not very far from Toad Hall, 
they escorted the spellbound, sleep-walking Toad to his door, put him 
inside it, and instructed his housekeeper to feed him, undress him, and 
put him to bed. Then they got out their boat from the boat-house, sculled 


down the river home, and at a very late hour sat down to supper in their 
own cosy riverside parlour, to the Rat’s great joy and contentment. 

The following evening the Mole, who had risen late and taken things 
very easy all day, was sitting on the bank fishing, when the Rat, who had 
been looking up his friends and gossiping, came strolling along to find 
him. “Heard the news?” he said. “There’s nothing else being talked 
about, all along the river bank. Toad went up to Town by an early train 
this morning. And he has ordered a large and very expensive motor-car.” 


lil. THE WILD WOOD 


THE Mole had long wanted to make the acquaintance of the Badger. He 
seemed, by all accounts, to be such an important personage and, though 
rarely visible, to make his unseen influence felt by everybody about the 
place. But whenever the Mole mentioned his wish to the Water Rat, he 
always found himself put off. “It’s all right,” the Rat would say. 
“Badger’ll turn up some day or other — he’s always turning up — and 
then Pll introduce you. The best of fellows! But you must not only take 
him as you find him, but when you find him.” 

“Couldn’t you ask him here — dinner or something?” said the Mole. 

“He wouldn’t come,” replied the Rat simply. “Badger hates Society, 
and invitations, and dinner, and all that sort of thing.” 

“Well, then, supposing we go and call on him?” suggested the Mole. 

“O, I’m sure he wouldn’t like that at all,” said the Rat, quite alarmed. 
“He’s so very shy, he’d be sure to be offended. I’ve never even ventured 
to call on him at his own home myself, though I know him so well. 
Besides, we can’t. It’s quite out of the question, because he lives in the 
very middle of the Wild Wood.” 

“Well, supposing he does,” said the Mole. “You told me the Wild 
Wood was all right, you know.” 

“O, I know, I know, so it is,” replied the Rat evasively. “But I think 
we won’t go there just now. Not just yet. It’s a long way, and he wouldn’t 
be at home at this time of year anyhow, and he’ll be coming along some 
day, if you’ ll wait quietly.” 

The Mole had to be content with this. But the Badger never came 
along, and every day brought its amusements, and it was not till summer 
was long over, and cold and frost and miry ways kept them much 
indoors, and the swollen river raced past outside their windows with a 
speed that mocked at boating of any sort or kind, that he found his 
thoughts dwelling again with much persistence on the solitary grey 
Badger, who lived his own life by himself, in his hole in the middle of 
the Wild Wood. 

In the winter time the Rat slept a great deal, retiring early and rising 
late. During his short day he sometimes scribbled poetry or did other 
small domestic jobs about the house; and, of course, there were always 
animals dropping in for a chat, and consequently there was a good deal 
of story-telling and comparing notes on the past summer and all its 
doings. 


Such a rich chapter it had been, when one came to look back on it all! 
With illustrations so numerous and so very highly-coloured! The pageant 
of the river bank had marched steadily along, unfolding itself in scene- 
pictures that succeeded each other in stately procession. Purple 
loosestrife arrived early, shaking luxuriant tangled locks along the edge 
of the mirror whence its own face laughed back at it. Willow-herb, tender 
and wistful, like a pink sunset cloud, was not slow to follow. Comfrey, 
the purple hand-in-hand with the white, crept forth to take its place in the 
line; and at last one morning the diffident and delaying dog-rose stepped 
delicately on the stage, and one knew, as if string-music had announced 
it in stately chords that strayed into a gavotte, that June at last was here. 
One member of the company was still awaited; the shepherd-boy for the 
nymphs to woo, the knight for whom the ladies waited at the window, the 
prince that was to kiss the sleeping summer back to life and love. But 
when meadow-sweet, debonair and odorous in amber jerkin, moved 
graciously to his place in the group, then the play was ready to begin. 

And what a play it had been! Drowsy animals, snug in their holes 
while wind and rain were battering at their doors, recalled still keen 
mornings, an hour before sunrise, when the white mist, as yet 
undispersed, clung closely along the surface of the water; then the shock 
of the early plunge, the scamper along the bank, and the radiant 
transformation of earth, air, and water, when suddenly the sun was with 
them again, and grey was gold and colour was born and sprang out of the 
earth once more. They recalled the languorous siesta of hot mid-day, 
deep in green undergrowth, the sun striking through in tiny golden shafts 
and spots; the boating and bathing of the afternoon, the rambles along 
dusty lanes and through yellow corm-fields; and the long, cool evening at 
last, when so many threads were gathered up, so many friendships 
rounded, and so many adventures planned for the morrow. There was 
plenty to talk about on those short winter days when the animals found 
themselves round the fire; still, the Mole had a good deal of spare time 
on his hands, and so one afternoon, when the Rat in his arm-chair before 
the blaze was alternately dozing and trying over rhymes that wouldn’t fit, 
he formed the resolution to go out by himself and explore the Wild 
Wood, and perhaps strike up an acquaintance with Mr. Badger. 

It was a cold, still afternoon with a hard, steely sky overhead, when he 
slipped out of the warm parlour into the open air. The country lay bare 
and entirely leafless around him, and he thought that he had never seen 
so far and so intimately into the insides of things as on that winter day 
when Nature was deep in her annual slumber and seemed to have kicked 


the clothes off. Copses, dells, quarries, and all hidden places, which had 
been mysterious mines for exploration in leafy summer, now exposed 
themselves and their secrets pathetically, and seemed to ask him to 
overlook their shabby poverty for a while, till they could riot in rich 
masquerade as before, and trick and entice him with the old deceptions. 
It was pitiful in a way, and yet cheering — even exhilarating. He was 
glad that he liked the country undecorated, hard, and stripped of its 
finery. He had got down to the bare bones of it, and they were fine and 
strong and simple. He did not want the warm clover and the play of 
seeding grasses; the screens of quickset, the billowy drapery of beech 
and elm seemed best away; and with great cheerfulness of spirit he 
pushed on towards the Wild Wood, which lay before him low and 
threatening, like a black reef in some still southern sea. 

There was nothing to alarm him at first entry. Twigs crackled under 
his feet, logs tripped him, funguses on stumps resembled caricatures, and 
startled him for the moment by their likeness to something familiar and 
far away; but that was all fun, and exciting. It led him on, and he 
penetrated to where the light was less, and trees crouched nearer and 
nearer, and holes made ugly mouths at him on either side. 

Everything was very still now. The dusk advanced on him steadily, 
rapidly, gathering in behind and before; and the light seemed to be 
draining away like flood-water. 

Then the faces began. 

It was over his shoulder, and indistinctly, that he first thought he saw a 
face, a little, evil, wedge-shaped face, looking out at him from a hole. 
When he turned and confronted it, the thing had vanished. 

He quickened his pace, telling himself cheerfully not to begin 
imagining things or there would be simply no end to it. He passed 
another hole, and another, and another; and then — yes! — no! — yes! 
certainly a little, narrow face, with hard eyes, had flashed up for an 
instant from a hole, and was gone. He hesitated — braced himself up for 
an effort and strode on. Then suddenly, and as if it had been so all the 
time, every hole, far and near, and there were hundreds of them, seemed 
to possess its face, coming and going rapidly, all fixing on him glances of 
malice and hatred: all hard-eyed and evil and sharp. 

If he could only get away from the holes in the banks, he thought, 
there would be no more faces. He swung off the path and plunged into 
the untrodden places of the wood. 

Then the whistling began. 


Very faint and shrill it was, and far behind him, when first he heard it; 
but somehow it made him hurry forward. Then, still very faint and shrill, 
it sounded far ahead of him, and made him hesitate and want to go back. 
As he halted in indecision it broke out on either side, and seemed to be 
caught up and passed on throughout the whole length of the wood to its 
farthest limit. They were up and alert and ready, evidently, whoever they 
were! And he — he was alone, and unarmed, and far from any help; and 
the night was closing in. 

Then the pattering began. 

He thought it was only falling leaves at first, so slight and delicate 
was the sound of it. Then as it grew it took a regular rhythm, and he 
knew it for nothing else but the pat-pat-pat of little feet still a very long 
way off. Was it in front or behind? It seemed to be first one, and then the 
other, then both. It grew and it multiplied, till from every quarter as he 
listened anxiously, leaning this way and that, it seemed to be closing in 
on him. As he stood still to hearken, a rabbit came running hard towards 
him through the trees. He waited, expecting it to slacken pace or to 
swerve from him into a different course. Instead, the animal almost 
brushed him as it dashed past, his face set and hard, his eyes staring. 
“Get out of this, you fool, get out!” the Mole heard him mutter as he 
swung round a stump and disappeared down a friendly burrow. 

The pattering increased till it sounded like sudden hail on the dry leaf- 
carpet spread around him. The whole wood seemed running now, 
running hard, hunting, chasing, closing in round something or — 
somebody? In panic, he began to run too, aimlessly, he knew not whither. 
He ran up against things, he fell over things and into things, he darted 
under things and dodged round things. At last he took refuge in the deep, 
dark hollow of an old beech tree, which offered shelter, concealment — 
perhaps even safety, but who could tell? Anyhow, he was too tired to run 
any further, and could only snuggle down into the dry leaves which had 
drifted into the hollow and hope he was safe for a time. And as he lay 
there panting and trembling, and listened to the whistlings and the 
patterings outside, he knew it at last, in all its fulness, that dread thing 
which other little dwellers in field and hedgerow had encountered here, 
and known as their darkest moment — that thing which the Rat had 
vainly tried to shield him from — the Terror of the Wild Wood! 





In panic, he began to run 


Meantime the Rat, warm and comfortable, dozed by his fireside. His 
paper of half-finished verses slipped from his knee, his head fell back, 
his mouth opened, and he wandered by the verdant banks of dream- 
rivers. Then a coal slipped, the fire crackled and sent up a spurt of flame, 
and he woke with a start. Remembering what he had been engaged upon, 
he reached down to the floor for his verses, pored over them for a 
minute, and then looked round for the Mole to ask him if he knew a good 
rhyme for something or other. 

But the Mole was not there. 

He listened for a time. The house seemed very quiet. 

Then he called “Moly!” several times, and, receiving no answer, got 
up and went out into the hall. 

The Mole’s cap was missing from its accustomed peg. His goloshes, 
which always lay by the umbrella-stand, were also gone. 


The Rat left the house, and carefully examined the muddy surface of 
the ground outside, hoping to find the Mole’s tracks. There they were, 
sure enough. The goloshes were new, just bought for the winter, and the 
pimples on their soles were fresh and sharp. He could see the imprints of 
them in the mud, running along straight and purposeful, leading direct to 
the Wild Wood. 

The Rat looked very grave, and stood in deep thought for a minute or 
two. Then he re-entered the house, strapped a belt round his waist, 
shoved a brace of pistols into it, took up a stout cudgel that stood in a 
corner of the hall, and set off for the Wild Wood at a smart pace. 

It was already getting towards dusk when he reached the first fringe 
of trees and plunged without hesitation into the wood, looking anxiously 
on either side for any sign of his friend. Here and there wicked little 
faces popped out of holes, but vanished immediately at sight of the 
valorous animal, his pistols, and the great ugly cudgel in his grasp; and 
the whistling and pattering, which he had heard quite plainly on his first 
entry, died away and ceased, and all was very still. He made his way 
manfully through the length of the wood, to its furthest edge; then, 
forsaking all paths, he set himself to traverse it, laboriously working over 
the whole ground, and all the time calling out cheerfully, “Moly, Moly, 
Moly! Where are you? It’s me — it’s old Rat!” 

He had patiently hunted through the wood for an hour or more, when 
at last to his joy he heard a little answering cry. Guiding himself by the 
sound, he made his way through the gathering darkness to the foot of an 
old beech tree, with a hole in it, and from out of the hole came a feeble 
voice, saying “Ratty! Is that really you?” 

The Rat crept into the hollow, and there he found the Mole, exhausted 
and still trembling. “O Rat!” he cried, “I’ve been so frightened, you can’t 
think!” 

“O, I quite understand,” said the Rat soothingly. “You shouldn’t really 
have gone and done it, Mole. I did my best to keep you from it. We river- 
bankers, we hardly ever come here by ourselves. If we have to come, we 
come in couples at least; then we’re generally all right. Besides, there are 
a hundred things one has to know, which we understand all about and 
you don’t, as yet. I mean passwords, and signs, and sayings which have 
power and effect, and plants you carry in your pocket, and verses you 
repeat, and dodges and tricks you practise; all simple enough when you 
know them, but they’ve got to be known if you’re small, or you’ll find 
yourself in trouble. Of course if you were Badger or Otter, it would be 
quite another matter.” 


“Surely the brave Mr. Toad wouldn’t mind coming here by himself, 
would he?” inquired the Mole. 

“Old Toad?” said the Rat, laughing heartily. “He wouldn’t show his 
face here alone, not for a whole hatful of golden guineas, Toad 
wouldn’t.” 

The Mole was greatly cheered by the sound of the Rat’s careless 
laughter, as well as by the sight of his stick and his gleaming pistols, and 
he stopped shivering and began to feel bolder and more himself again. 

“Now then,” said the Rat presently, “we really must pull ourselves 
together and make a start for home while there’s still a little light left. It 
will never do to spend the night here, you understand. Too cold, for one 
thing.” 

“Dear Ratty,” said the poor Mole, “I’m dreadfully sorry, but I’m 
simply dead beat and that’s a solid fact. You must let me rest here a while 
longer, and get my strength back, if I’m to get home at all.” 

“O, all right,” said the good-natured Rat, “rest away. It’s pretty nearly 
pitch dark now, anyhow; and there ought to be a bit of a moon later.” 

So the Mole got well into the dry leaves and stretched himself out, 
and presently dropped off into sleep, though of a broken and troubled 
sort; while the Rat covered himself up, too, as best he might, for warmth, 
and lay patiently waiting, with a pistol in his paw. 

When at last the Mole woke up, much refreshed and in his usual 
spirits, the Rat said, “Now then! Ill just take a look outside and see if 
everything’s quiet, and then we really must be off.” 

He went to the entrance of their retreat and put his head out. Then the 
Mole heard him saying quietly to himself, “Hullo! hullo! here — is — a 
— go!” 

“What’s up, Ratty?” asked the Mole. 

“Snow is up,” replied the Rat briefly; “or rather, down. It’s snowing 
hard.” 

The Mole came and crouched beside him, and, looking out, saw the 
wood that had been so dreadful to him in quite a changed aspect. Holes, 
hollows, pools, pitfalls, and other black menaces to the wayfarer were 
vanishing fast, and a gleaming carpet of faery was springing up 
everywhere, that looked too delicate to be trodden upon by rough feet. A 
fine powder filled the air and caressed the cheek with a tingle in its 
touch, and the black boles of the trees showed up in a light that seemed 
to come from below. 

“Well, well, it can’t be helped,” said the Rat, after pondering. “We 
must make a start, and take our chance, I suppose. The worst of it is, I 


don’t exactly know where we are. And now this snow makes everything 
look so very different.” 

It did indeed. The Mole would not have known that it was the same 
wood. However, they set out bravely, and took the line that seemed most 
promising, holding on to each other and pretending with invincible 
cheerfulness that they recognised an old friend in every fresh tree that 
grimly and silently greeted them, or saw openings, gaps, or paths with a 
familiar turn in them, in the monotony of white space and black tree- 
trunks that refused to vary. 

An hour or two later — they had lost all count of time — they pulled 
up, dispirited, weary, and hopelessly at sea, and sat down on a fallen tree- 
trunk to recover their breath and consider what was to be done. They 
were aching with fatigue and bruised with tumbles; they had fallen into 
several holes and got wet through; the snow was getting so deep that 
they could hardly drag their little legs through it, and the trees were 
thicker and more like each other than ever. There seemed to be no end to 
this wood, and no beginning, and no difference in it, and, worst of all, no 
way out. 

“We can’t sit here very long,” said the Rat. “We shall have to make 
another push for it, and do something or other. The cold is too awful for 
anything, and the snow will soon be too deep for us to wade through.” 
He peered about him and considered. “Look here,” he went on, “this is 
what occurs to me. There’s a sort of dell down here in front of us, where 
the ground seems all hilly and humpy and hummocky. We’ll make our 
way down into that, and try and find some sort of shelter, a cave or hole 
with a dry floor to it, out of the snow and the wind, and there we’ll have 
a good rest before we try again, for we’re both of us pretty dead beat. 
Besides, the snow may leave off, or something may turn up.” 

So once more they got on their feet, and struggled down into the dell, 
where they hunted about for a cave or some corner that was dry and a 
protection from the keen wind and the whirling snow. They were 
investigating one of the hummocky bits the Rat had spoken of, when 
suddenly the Mole tripped up and fell forward on his face with a squeal. 

“O my leg!” he cried. “O my poor shin!” and he sat up on the snow 
and nursed his leg in both his front paws. 

“Poor old Mole!” said the Rat kindly. “You don’t seem to be having 
much luck to-day, do you? Let’s have a look at the leg. Yes,” he went on, 
going down on his knees to look, “you’ve cut your shin, sure enough. 
Wait till I get at my handkerchief, and Pl tie it up for you.” 


“I must have tripped over a hidden branch or a stump,” said the Mole 
miserably. “O, my! O, my!” 

“Tt’s a very clean cut,” said the Rat, examining it again attentively. 
“That was never done by a branch or a stump. Looks as if it was made by 
a sharp edge of something in metal. Funny!” He pondered awhile, and 
examined the humps and slopes that surrounded them. 

“Well, never mind what done it,” said the Mole, forgetting his 
grammar in his pain. “It hurts just the same, whatever done it.” 

But the Rat, after carefully tying up the leg with his handkerchief, had 
left him and was busy scraping in the snow. He scratched and shovelled 
and explored, all four legs working busily, while the Mole waited 
impatiently, remarking at intervals, “O, come on, Rat!” 

Suddenly the Rat cried “Hooray!” and then “Hooray-0o-ray-o00-ray- 
oo-ray!” and fell to executing a feeble jig in the snow. 

“What have you found, Ratty?” asked the Mole, still nursing his leg. 

“Come and see!” said the delighted Rat, as he jigged on. 

The Mole hobbled up to the spot and had a good look. 

“Well,” he said at last, slowly, “I see it right enough. Seen the same 
sort of thing before, lots of times. Familiar object, I call it. A door- 
scraper! Well, what of it? Why dance jigs around a door-scraper?” 

“But don’t you see what it means, you — you dull-witted animal?” 
cried the Rat impatiently. 

“Of course I see what it means,” replied the Mole. “It simply means 
that some very careless and forgetful person has left his door-scraper 
lying about in the middle of the Wild Wood, just where it’s sure to trip 
everybody up. Very thoughtless of him, I call it. When I get home I shall 
go and complain about it to — to somebody or other, see if I don’t!” 

“O, dear! O, dear!” cried the Rat, in despair at his obtuseness. “Here, 
stop arguing and come and scrape!” And he set to work again and made 
the snow fly in all directions around him. 

After some further toil his efforts were rewarded, and a very shabby 
door-mat lay exposed to view. 

“There, what did I tell you?” exclaimed the Rat in great triumph. 

“Absolutely nothing whatever,” replied the Mole, with perfect 
truthfulness. “Well, now,” he went on, “you seem to have found another 
piece of domestic litter, done for and thrown away, and I suppose you’re 
perfectly happy. Better go ahead and dance your jig round that if you’ve 
got to, and get it over, and then perhaps we can go on and not waste any 
more time over rubbish-heaps. Can we eat a door-mat? Or sleep under a 


door-mat? Or sit on a door-mat and sledge home over the snow on it, you 
exasperating rodent?” 

“Do — you — mean — to — say,” cried the excited Rat, “that this 
door-mat doesn’t tell you anything?” 

“Really, Rat,” said the Mole, quite pettishly, “I think we’ve had 
enough of this folly. Who ever heard of a door-mat telling any one 
anything? They simply don’t do it. They are not that sort at all. Door- 
mats know their place.” 

“Now look here, you — you thick-headed beast,” replied the Rat, 
really angry, “this must stop. Not another word, but scrape — scrape and 
scratch and dig and hunt round, especially on the sides of the hummocks, 
if you want to sleep dry and warm to-night, for it’s our last chance!” 

The Rat attacked a snow-bank beside them with ardour, probing with 
his cudgel everywhere and then digging with fury; and the Mole scraped 
busily too, more to oblige the Rat than for any other reason, for his 
opinion was that his friend was getting light-headed. 

Some ten minutes’ hard work, and the point of the Rat’s cudgel struck 
something that sounded hollow. He worked till he could get a paw 
through and feel; then called the Mole to come and help him. Hard at it 
went the two animals, till at last the result of their labours stood full in 
view of the astonished and hitherto incredulous Mole. 

In the side of what had seemed to be a snow-bank stood a solid- 
looking little door, painted a dark green. An iron bell-pull hung by the 
side, and below it, on a small brass plate, neatly engraved in square 
capital letters, they could read by the aid of moonlight 

MR. BADGER. 

The Mole fell backwards on the snow from sheer surprise and delight. 
“Rat!” he cried in penitence, “you’re a wonder! A real wonder, that’s 
what you are. I see it all now! You argued it out, step by step, in that wise 
head of yours, from the very moment that I fell and cut my shin, and you 
looked at the cut, and at once your majestic mind said to itself, ‘Door- 
scraper!’ And then you turned to and found the very door-scraper that 
done it! Did you stop there? No. Some people would have been quite 
satisfied; but not you. Your intellect went on working. ‘Let me only just 
find a door-mat,’ says you to yourself, ‘and my theory is proved!’ And of 
course you found your door-mat. You’re so clever, I believe you could 
find anything you liked. ‘Now,’ says you, ‘that door exists, as plain as if 
I saw it. There’s nothing else remains to be done but to find it!’ Well, 
I’ve read about that sort of thing in books, but I’ve never come across it 
before in real life. You ought to go where yov’ll be properly appreciated. 


You’re simply wasted here, among us fellows. If I only had your head, 
Ratty—” 

“But as you haven’t,” interrupted the Rat, rather unkindly, “I suppose 
you’re going to sit on the snow all night and talk? Get up at once and 
hang on to that bell-pull you see there, and ring hard, as hard as you can, 
while I hammer!” 

While the Rat attacked the door with his stick, the Mole sprang up at 
the bell-pull, clutched it and swung there, both feet well off the ground, 
and from quite a long way off they could faintly hear a deep-toned bell 
respond. 


IV. MR. BADGER 


THEY waited patiently for what seemed a very long time, stamping in 
the snow to keep their feet warm. At last they heard the sound of slow 
shuffling footsteps approaching the door from the inside. It seemed, as 
the Mole remarked to the Rat, like some one walking in carpet slippers 
that were too large for him and down at heel; which was intelligent of 
Mole, because that was exactly what it was. 

There was the noise of a bolt shot back, and the door opened a few 
inches, enough to show a long snout and a pair of sleepy blinking eyes. 

“Now, the very next time this happens,” said a gruff and suspicious 
voice, “I shall be exceedingly angry. Who is it this time, disturbing 
people on such a night? Speak up!” 

“Oh, Badger,” cried the Rat, “let us in, please. It’s me, Rat, and my 
friend Mole, and we’ve lost our way in the snow.” 

“What, Ratty, my dear little man!” exclaimed the Badger, in quite a 
different voice. “Come along in, both of you, at once. Why, you must be 
perished. Well, I never! Lost in the snow! And in the Wild Wood, too, 
and at this time of night! But come in with you.” 

The two animals tumbled over each other in their eagerness to get 
inside, and heard the door shut behind them with great joy and relief. 

The Badger, who wore a long dressing-gown, and whose slippers 
were indeed very down at heel, carried a flat candlestick in his paw and 
had probably been on his way to bed when their summons sounded. He 
looked kindly down on them and patted both their heads. “This is not the 
sort of night for small animals to be out,” he said paternally. “I’m afraid 
you’ve been up to some of your pranks again, Ratty. But come along; 
come into the kitchen. There’s a first-rate fire there, and supper and 
everything.” 

He shuffled on in front of them, carrying the light, and they followed 
him, nudging each other in an anticipating sort of way, down a long, 
gloomy, and, to tell the truth, decidedly shabby passage, into a sort of a 
central hall, out of which they could dimly see other long tunnel-like 
passages branching, passages mysterious and without apparent end. But 
there were doors in the hall as well — stout oaken, comfortable-looking 
doors. One of these the Badger flung open, and at once they found 
themselves in all the glow and warmth of a large fire-lit kitchen. 

The floor was well-worn red brick, and on the wide hearth burnt a fire 
of logs, between two attractive chimney-comers tucked away in the wall, 


well out of any suspicion of draught. A couple of high-backed settles, 
facing each other on either side of the fire, gave further sitting 
accommodations for the sociably disposed. In the middle of the room 
stood a long table of plain boards placed on trestles, with benches down 
each side. At one end of it, where an arm-chair stood pushed back, were 
spread the remains of the Badger’s plain but ample supper. Rows of 
spotless plates winked from the shelves of the dresser at the far end of 
the room, and from the rafters overhead hung hams, bundles of dried 
herbs, nets of onions, and baskets of eggs. It seemed a place where 
heroes could fitly feast after victory, where weary harvesters could line 
up in scores along the table and keep their Harvest Home with mirth and 
song, or where two or three friends of simple tastes could sit about as 
they pleased and eat and smoke and talk in comfort and contentment. 
The ruddy brick floor smiled up at the smoky ceiling; the oaken settles, 
shiny with long wear, exchanged cheerful glances with each other; plates 
on the dresser grinned at pots on the shelf, and the merry firelight 
flickered and played over everything without distinction. 

The kindly Badger thrust them down on a settle to toast themselves at 
the fire, and bade them remove their wet coats and boots. Then he 
fetched them dressing-gowns and slippers, and himself bathed the Mole’s 
shin with warm water and mended the cut with sticking-plaster, till the 
whole thing was just as good as new, if not better. In the embracing light 
and warmth, warm and dry at last, with weary legs propped up in front of 
them, and a suggestive clink of plates being arranged on the table behind, 
it seemed to the storm-driven animals, now in safe anchorage, that the 
cold and trackless Wild Wood just left outside was miles and miles away, 
and all that they had suffered in it a half-forgotten dream. 

When at last they were thoroughly toasted, the Badger summoned 
them to the table, where he had been busy laying a repast. They had felt 
pretty hungry before, but when they actually saw at last the supper that 
was spread for them, really it seemed only a question of what they 
should attack first where all was so attractive, and whether the other 
things would obligingly wait for them till they had time to give them 
attention. Conversation was impossible for a long time; and when it was 
slowly resumed, it was that regrettable sort of conversation that results 
from talking with your mouth full. The Badger did not mind that sort of 
thing at all, nor did he take any notice of elbows on the table, or 
everybody speaking at once. As he did not go into Society himself, he 
had got an idea that these things belonged to the things that didn’t really 
matter. (We know of course that he was wrong, and took too narrow a 


view; because they do matter very much, though it would take too long 
to explain why.) He sat in his arm-chair at the head of the table, and 
nodded gravely at intervals as the animals told their story; and he did not 
seem surprised or shocked at anything, and he never said, “I told you 
so,” or, “Just what I always said,” or remarked that they ought to have 
done so-and-so, or ought not to have done something else. The Mole 
began to feel very friendly towards him. 

When supper was really finished at last, and each animal felt that his 
skin was now as tight as was decently safe, and that by this time he 
didn’t care a hang for anybody or anything, they gathered round the 
glowing embers of the great wood fire, and thought how jolly it was to 
be sitting up so late, and so independent, and so full; and after they had 
chatted for a time about things in general, the Badger said heartily, “Now 
then! tell us the news from your part of the world. How’s old Toad going 
on?” 

“Oh, from bad to worse,” said the Rat gravely, while the Mole, cocked 
up on a settle and basking in the firelight, his heels higher than his head, 
tried to look properly mournful. “Another smash-up only last week, and 
a bad one. You see, he will insist on driving himself, and he’s hopelessly 
incapable. If he’d only employ a decent, steady, well-trained animal, pay 
him good wages, and leave everything to him, he’d get on all right. But 
no; he’s convinced he’s a heaven-born driver, and nobody can teach him 
anything; and all the rest follows.” 

“How many has he had?” inquired the Badger gloomily. 

“Smashes, or machines?” asked the Rat. “Oh, well, after all, it’s the 
same thing — with Toad. This is the seventh. As for the others — you 
know that coach-house of his? Well, it’s piled up — literally piled up to 
the roof — with fragments of motor-cars, none of them bigger than your 
hat! That accounts for the other six — so far as they can be accounted 
for.” 

“He’s been in hospital three times,” put in the Mole; “and as for the 
fines he’s had to pay, it’s simply awful to think of.” 

“Yes, and that’s part of the trouble,” continued the Rat. “Toad’s rich, 
we all know; but he’s not a millionaire. And he’s a hopelessly bad driver, 
and quite regardless of law and order. Killed or ruined — it’s got to be 
one of the two things, sooner or later. Badger! we’re his friends — 
oughtn’t we to do something?” 

The Badger went through a bit of hard thinking. “Now look here!” he 
said at last, rather severely; “of course you know I can’t do anything 
now?” 





His two friends assented, quite understanding his point. No animal, 
according to the rules of animal etiquette, is ever expected to do anything 
strenuous, or heroic, or even moderately active during the off-season of 
winter. All are sleepy — some actually asleep. All are weather-bound, 
more or less; and all are resting from arduous days and nights, during 
which every muscle in them has been severely tested, and every energy 
kept at full stretch. 

“Very well then!” continued the Badger. “But, when once the year has 
really turned, and the nights are shorter, and half-way through them one 
rouses and feels fidgety and wanting to be up and doing by sunrise, if not 
before — you know!—” 

Both animals nodded gravely. They knew! 

“Well, then,” went on the Badger, “we — that is, you and me and our 
friend the Mole here — we’ll take Toad seriously in hand. We’ll stand no 
nonsense whatever. We’ll bring him back to reason, by force if need be. 
We’ll make him be a sensible Toad. We’ll — you’re asleep, Rat!” 

“Not me!” said the Rat, waking up with a jerk. 

“He’s been asleep two or three times since supper,” said the Mole, 
laughing. He himself was feeling quite wakeful and even lively, though 
he didn’t know why. The reason was, of course, that he being naturally 
an underground animal by birth and breeding, the situation of Badger’s 
house exactly suited him and made him feel at home; while the Rat, who 
slept every night in a bedroom the windows of which opened on a breezy 
river, naturally felt the atmosphere still and oppressive. 

“Well, it’s time we were all in bed,” said the Badger, getting up and 
fetching flat candlesticks. “Come along, you two, and I’ll show you your 
quarters. And take your time to-morrow morning — breakfast at any 
hour you please!” 

He conducted the two animals to a long room that seemed half 
bedchamber and half loft. The Badger’s winter stores, which indeed were 
visible everywhere, took up half the room — piles of apples, turnips, and 
potatoes, baskets full of nuts, and jars of honey; but the two little white 
beds on the remainder of the floor looked soft and inviting, and the linen 
on them, though coarse, was clean and smelt beautifully of lavender; and 
the Mole and the Water Rat, shaking off their garments in some thirty 
seconds, tumbled in between the sheets in great joy and contentment. 

In accordance with the kindly Badger’s injunctions, the two tired 
animals came down to breakfast very late next morning, and found a 
bright fire burning in the kitchen, and two young hedgehogs sitting on a 
bench at the table, eating oatmeal porridge out of wooden bowls. The 


hedgehogs dropped their spoons, rose to their feet, and ducked their 
heads respectfully as the two entered. 

“There, sit down, sit down,” said the Rat pleasantly, “and go on with 
your porridge. Where have you youngsters come from? Lost your way in 
the snow, I suppose?” 

“Yes, please, sir,” said the elder of the two hedgehogs respectfully. 
“Me and little Billy here, we was trying to find our way to school — 
mother would have us go, was the weather ever so — and of course we 
lost ourselves, sir, and Billy he got frightened and took and cried, being 
young and faint-hearted. And at last we happened up against Mr. 
Badger’s back door, and made so bold as to knock, sir, for Mr. Badger 
he’s a kind-hearted gentleman, as every one knows—” 

“T understand,” said the Rat, cutting himself some rashers from a side 
of bacon, while the Mole dropped some eggs into a saucepan. “And 
what’s the weather like outside? You needn’t ‘sir’ me quite so much,” he 
added. 

“O, terrible bad, sir, terrible deep the snow is,” said the hedgehog. 
“No getting out for the likes of you gentlemen to-day.” 

“Where’s Mr. Badger?” inquired the Mole as he warmed the coffee- 
pot before the fire. 

“The master’s gone into his study, sir,” replied the hedgehog, “and he 
said as how he was going to be particular busy this morning, and on no 
account was he to be disturbed.” 

This explanation, of course, was thoroughly understood by every one 
present. The fact is, as already set forth, when you live a life of intense 
activity for six months in the year, and of comparative or actual 
somnolence for the other six, during the latter period you cannot be 
continually pleading sleepiness when there are people about or things to 
be done. The excuse gets monotonous. The animals well knew that 
Badger, having eaten a hearty breakfast, had retired to his study and 
settled himself in an arm-chair with his legs up on another and a red 
cotton handkerchief over his face, and was being “busy” in the usual way 
at this time of the year. 

The front-door bell clanged loudly, and the Rat, who was very greasy 
with buttered toast, sent Billy, the smaller hedgehog, to see who it might 
be. There was a sound of much stamping in the hall, and presently Billy 
returned in front of the Otter, who threw himself on the Rat with an 
embrace and a shout of affectionate greeting. 

“Get off!” spluttered the Rat, with his mouth full. 


“Thought I should find you here all right,” said the Otter cheerfully. 
“They were all in a great state of alarm along River Bank when I arrived 
this morning. Rat never been home all night — nor Mole either — 
something dreadful must have happened, they said; and the snow had 
covered up all your tracks, of course. But I knew that when people were 
in any fix they mostly went to Badger, or else Badger got to know of it 
somehow, so I came straight off here, through the Wild Wood and the 
snow! My! it was fine, coming through the snow as the red sun was 
rising and showing against the black tree-trunks! As you went along in 
the stillness, every now and then masses of snow slid off the branches 
suddenly with a flop! making you jump and run for cover. Snow-castles 
and snow-caverns had sprung up out of nowhere in the night — and 
snow bridges, terraces, ramparts — I could have stayed and played with 
them for hours. Here and there great branches had been torn away by the 
sheer weight of the snow, and robins perched and hopped on them in 
their perky conceited way, just as if they had done it themselves. A 
ragged string of wild geese passed overhead, high on the grey sky, and a 
few rooks whirled over the trees, inspected, and flapped off homewards 
with a disgusted expression; but I met no sensible being to ask the news 
of. About half-way across I came on a rabbit sitting on a stump, cleaning 
his silly face with his paws. He was a pretty scared animal when I crept 
up behind him and placed a heavy fore-paw on his shoulder. I had to cuff 
his head once or twice to get any sense out of it at all. At last I managed 
to extract from him that Mole had been seen in the Wild Wood last night 
by one of them. It was the talk of the burrows, he said, how Mole, Mr. 
Rat’s particular friend, was in a bad fix; how he had lost his way, and 
‘They’ were up and out hunting, and were chivvying him round and 
round. ‘Then why didn’t any of you do something?’ I asked. ‘You 
mayn’t be blessed with brains, but there are hundreds and hundreds of 
you, big, stout fellows, as fat as butter, and your burrows running in all 
directions, and you could have taken him in and made him safe and 
comfortable, or tried to, at all events.’ ‘What, us?’ he merely said: ‘do 
something? us rabbits?’ So I cuffed him again and left him. There was 
nothing else to be done. At any rate, I had learnt something; and if I had 
had the luck to meet any of ‘Them’ I’d have learnt something more — or 
they would.” 





Through the Wild Wood and the snow 


“Weren’t you at all — er — nervous?” asked the Mole, some of 
yesterday’s terror coming back to him at the mention of the Wild Wood. 

“Nervous?” The Otter showed a gleaming set of strong white teeth as 
he laughed. “I’d give ‘em nerves if any of them tried anything on with 
me. Here, Mole, fry me some slices of ham, like the good little chap you 
are. I’m frightfully hungry, and I’ve got any amount to say to Ratty here. 
Haven’t seen him for an age.” 

So the good-natured Mole, having cut some slices of ham, set the 
hedgehogs to fry it, and returned to his own breakfast, while the Otter 
and the Rat, their heads together, eagerly talked river-shop, which is long 
shop and talk that is endless, running on like the babbling river itself. 

A plate of fried ham had just been cleared and sent back for more, 
when the Badger entered, yawning and rubbing his eyes, and greeted 
them all in his quiet, simple way, with kind inquiries for every one. “It 


must be getting on for luncheon time,” he remarked to the Otter. “Better 
stop and have it with us. You must be hungry, this cold morning.” 

“Rather!” replied the Otter, winking at the Mole. “The sight of these 
greedy young hedgehogs stuffing themselves with fried ham makes me 
feel positively famished.” 

The hedgehogs, who were just beginning to feel hungry again after 
their porridge, and after working so hard at their frying, looked timidly 
up at Mr. Badger, but were too shy to say anything. 

“Here, you two youngsters, be off home to your mother,” said the 
Badger kindly. “Pll send some one with you to show you the way. You 
won’t want any dinner to-day, PI be bound.” 

He gave them sixpence a-piece and a pat on the head, and they went 
off with much respectful swinging of caps and touching of forelocks. 

Presently they all sat down to luncheon together. The Mole found 
himself placed next to Mr. Badger, and, as the other two were still deep 
in river-gossip from which nothing could divert them, he took the 
opportunity to tell Badger how comfortable and home-like it all felt to 
him. “Once well underground,” he said, “you know exactly where you 
are. Nothing can happen to you, and nothing can get at you. You’re 
entirely your own master, and you don’t have to consult anybody or mind 
what they say. Things go on all the same overhead, and you let ‘em, and 
don’t bother about ‘em. When you want to, up you go, and there the 
things are, waiting for you.” 

The Badger simply beamed on him. “That’s exactly what I say,” he 
replied. “There’s no security, or peace and tranquillity, except 
underground. And then, if your ideas get larger and you want to expand 
— why, a dig and a scrape, and there you are! If you feel your house is a 
bit too big, you stop up a hole or two, and there you are again! No 
builders, no tradesmen, no remarks passed on you by fellows looking 
over your wall, and, above all, no weather. Look at Rat, now. A couple 
of feet of flood water, and he’s got to move into hired lodgings; 
uncomfortable, inconveniently situated, and horribly expensive. Take 
Toad. I say nothing against Toad Hall; quite the best house in these parts, 
as a house. But supposing a fire breaks out — where’s Toad? Supposing 
tiles are blown off, or walls sink or crack, or windows get broken — 
where’s Toad? Supposing the rooms are draughty — I hate a draught 
myself — where’s Toad? No, up and out of doors is good enough to 
roam about and get one’s living in; but underground to come back to at 
last — that’s my idea of home!” 


The Mole assented heartily; and the Badger in consequence got very 
friendly with him. “When lunch is over,” he said, “I?ll take you all round 
this little place of mine. I can see you’ll appreciate it. You understand 
what domestic architecture ought to be, you do.” 

After luncheon, accordingly, when the other two had settled 
themselves into the chimney-cormer and had started a heated argument 
on the subject of eels, the Badger lighted a lantern and bade the Mole 
follow him. Crossing the hall, they passed down one of the principal 
tunnels, and the wavering light of the lantern gave glimpses on either 
side of rooms both large and small, some mere cupboards, others nearly 
as broad and imposing as Toad’s dining-hall. A narrow passage at right 
angles led them into another corridor, and here the same thing was 
repeated. The Mole was staggered at the size, the extent, the 
ramifications of it all; at the length of the dim passages, the solid 
vaultings of the crammed store-chambers, the masonry everywhere, the 
pillars, the arches, the pavements. “How on earth, Badger,” he said at 
last, “did you ever find time and strength to do all this? It’s astonishing!” 

“It would be astonishing indeed,” said the Badger simply, “if I had 
done it. But as a matter of fact I did none of it — only cleaned out the 
passages and chambers, as far as I had need of them. There’s lots more of 
it, all round about. I see you don’t understand, and I must explain it to 
you. Well, very long ago, on the spot where the Wild Wood waves now, 
before ever it had planted itself and grown up to what it now is, there 
was a city — a city of people, you know. Here, where we are standing, 
they lived, and walked, and talked, and slept, and carried on their 
business. Here they stabled their horses and feasted, from here they rode 
out to fight or drove out to trade. They were a powerful people, and rich, 
and great builders. They built to last, for they thought their city would 
last for ever.” 

“But what has become of them all?” asked the Mole. 

“Who can tell?” said the Badger. “People come — they stay for a 
while, they flourish, they build — and they go. It is their way. But we 
remain. There were badgers here, I’ve been told, long before that same 
city ever came to be. And now there are badgers here again. We are an 
enduring lot, and we may move out for a time, but we wait, and are 
patient, and back we come. And so it will ever be.” 

“Well, and when they went at last, those people?” said the Mole. 

“When they went,” continued the Badger, “the strong winds and 
persistent rains took the matter in hand, patiently, ceaselessly, year after 
year. Perhaps we badgers too, in our small way, helped a little — who 


knows? It was all down, down, down, gradually — ruin and levelling 
and disappearance. Then it was all up, up, up, gradually, as seeds grew to 
saplings, and saplings to forest trees, and bramble and fern came 
creeping in to help. Leaf-mould rose and obliterated, streams in their 
winter freshets brought sand and soil to clog and to cover, and in course 
of time our home was ready for us again, and we moved in. Up above us, 
on the surface, the same thing happened. Animals arrived, liked the look 
of the place, took up their quarters, settled down, spread, and flourished. 
They didn’t bother themselves about the past — they never do; they’re 
too busy. The place was a bit humpy and hillocky, naturally, and full of 
holes; but that was rather an advantage. And they don’t bother about the 
future, either — the future when perhaps the people will move in again 
— for a time — as may very well be. The Wild Wood is pretty well 
populated by now; with all the usual lot, good, bad, and indifferent — I 
name no names. It takes all sorts to make a world. But I fancy you know 
something about them yourself by this time.” 

“I do indeed,” said the Mole, with a slight shiver. 

“Well, well,” said the Badger, patting him on the shoulder, “it was 
your first experience of them, you see. They’re not so bad really; and we 
must all live and let live. But I’ll pass the word around to-morrow, and I 
think you’ll have no further trouble. Any friend of mine walks where he 
likes in this country, or Pll know the reason why!” 

When they got back to the kitchen again, they found the Rat walking 
up and down, very restless. The underground atmosphere was oppressing 
him and getting on his nerves, and he seemed really to be afraid that the 
river would run away if he wasn’t there to look after it. So he had his 
overcoat on, and his pistols thrust into his belt again. “Come along, 
Mole,” he said anxiously, as soon as he caught sight of them. “We must 
get off while it’s daylight. Don’t want to spend another night in the Wild 
Wood again.” 

“Tt’ll be all right, my fine fellow,” said the Otter. “I’m coming along 
with you, and I know every path blindfold; and if there’s a head that 
needs to be punched, you can confidently rely upon me to punch it.” 

“You really needn’t fret, Ratty,” added the Badger placidly. “My 
passages run further than you think, and I’ve bolt-holes to the edge of the 
wood in several directions, though I don’t care for everybody to know 
about them. When you really have to go, you shall leave by one of my 
short cuts. Meantime, make yourself easy, and sit down again.” 

The Rat was nevertheless still anxious to be off and attend to his river, 
so the Badger, taking up his lantern again, led the way along a damp and 


airless tunnel that wound and dipped, part vaulted, part hewn through 
solid rock, for a weary distance that seemed to be miles. At last daylight 
began to show itself confusedly through tangled growth overhanging the 
mouth of the passage; and the Badger, bidding them a hasty good-bye, 
pushed them hurriedly through the opening, made everything look as 
natural as possible again, with creepers, brushwood, and dead leaves, and 
retreated. 

They found themselves standing on the very edge of the Wild Wood. 
Rocks and brambles and tree-roots behind them, confusedly heaped and 
tangled; in front, a great space of quiet fields, hemmed by lines of hedges 
black on the snow, and, far ahead, a glint of the familiar old river, while 
the wintry sun hung red and low on the horizon. The Otter, as knowing 
all the paths, took charge of the party, and they trailed out on a bee-line 
for a distant stile. Pausing there a moment and looking back, they saw 
the whole mass of the Wild Wood, dense, menacing, compact, grimly set 
in vast white surroundings; simultaneously they turned and made swiftly 
for home, for firelight and the familiar things it played on, for the voice, 
sounding cheerily outside their window, of the river that they knew and 
trusted in all its moods, that never made them afraid with any 
amazement. 

As he hurried along, eagerly anticipating the moment when he would 
be at home again among the things he knew and liked, the Mole saw 
clearly that he was an animal of tilled field and hedgerow, linked to the 
ploughed furrow, the frequented pasture, the lane of evening lingerings, 
the cultivated garden-plot. For others the asperities, the stubborn 
endurance, or the clash of actual conflict, that went with Nature in the 
rough; he must be wise, must keep to the pleasant places in which his 
lines were laid and which held adventure enough, in their way, to last for 
a lifetime. 


V. DULCE DOMUM 


THE sheep ran huddling together against the hurdles, blowing out thin 
nostrils and stamping with delicate fore-feet, their heads thrown back and 
a light steam rising from the crowded sheep-pen into the frosty air, as the 
two animals hastened by in high spirits, with much chatter and laughter. 
They were returning across country after a long day’s outing with Otter, 
hunting and exploring on the wide uplands, where certain streams 
tributary to their own River had their first small beginnings; and the 
shades of the short winter day were closing in on them, and they had still 
some distance to go. Plodding at random across the plough, they had 
heard the sheep and had made for them; and now, leading from the 
sheep-pen, they found a beaten track that made walking a lighter 
business, and responded, moreover, to that small inquiring something 
which all animals carry inside them, saying unmistakably, “Yes, quite 
right; this leads home!” 

“Tt looks as if we were coming to a village,” said the Mole somewhat 
dubiously, slackening his pace, as the track, that had in time become a 
path and then had developed into a lane, now handed them over to the 
charge of a well-metalled road. The animals did not hold with villages, 
and their own highways, thickly frequented as they were, took an 
independent course, regardless of church, post-office, or public-house. 

“Oh, never mind!” said the Rat. “At this season of the year they’re all 
safe indoors by this time, sitting round the fire; men, women, and 
children, dogs and cats and all. We shall slip through all right, without 
any bother or unpleasantness, and we can have a look at them through 
their windows if you like, and see what they’re doing.” 

The rapid nightfall of mid-December had quite beset the little village 
as they approached it on soft feet over a first thin fall of powdery snow. 
Little was visible but squares of a dusky orange-red on either side of the 
street, where the firelight or lamplight of each cottage overflowed 
through the casements into the dark world without. Most of the low 
latticed windows were innocent of blinds, and to the lookers-in from 
outside, the inmates, gathered round the tea-table, absorbed in 
handiwork, or talking with laughter and gesture, had each that happy 
grace which is the last thing the skilled actor shall capture — the natural 
grace which goes with perfect unconsciousness of observation. Moving 
at will from one theatre to another, the two spectators, so far from home 
themselves, had something of wistfulness in their eyes as they watched a 


cat being stroked, a sleepy child picked up and huddled off to bed, or a 
tired man stretch and knock out his pipe on the end of a smouldering log. 

But it was from one little window, with its blind drawn down, a mere 
blank transparency on the night, that the sense of home and the little 
curtained world within walls — the larger stressful world of outside 
Nature shut out and forgotten — most pulsated. Close against the white 
blind hung a bird-cage, clearly silhouetted, every wire, perch, and 
appurtenance distinct and recognisable, even to yesterday’s dull-edged 
lump of sugar. On the middle perch the fluffy occupant, head tucked well 
into feathers, seemed so near to them as to be easily stroked, had they 
tried; even the delicate tips of his plumped-out plumage pencilled plainly 
on the illuminated screen. As they looked, the sleepy little fellow stirred 
uneasily, woke, shook himself, and raised his head. They could see the 
gape of his tiny beak as he yawned in a bored sort of way, looked round, 
and then settled his head into his back again, while the ruffled feathers 
gradually subsided into perfect stillness. Then a gust of bitter wind took 
them in the back of the neck, a small sting of frozen sleet on the skin 
woke them as from a dream, and they knew their toes to be cold and their 
legs tired, and their own home distant a weary way. 

Once beyond the village, where the cottages ceased abruptly, on either 
side of the road they could smell through the darkness the friendly fields 
again; and they braced themselves for the last long stretch, the home 
stretch, the stretch that we know is bound to end, some time, in the rattle 
of the door-latch, the sudden firelight, and the sight of familiar things 
greeting us as long-absent travellers from far over-sea. They plodded 
along steadily and silently, each of them thinking his own thoughts. The 
Mole’s ran a good deal on supper, as it was pitch-dark, and it was all a 
strange country for him as far as he knew, and he was following 
obediently in the wake of the Rat, leaving the guidance entirely to him. 
As for the Rat, he was walking a little way ahead, as his habit was, his 
shoulders humped, his eyes fixed on the straight grey road in front of 
him; so he did not notice poor Mole when suddenly the summons 
reached him, and took him like an electric shock. 

We others, who have long lost the more subtle of the physical senses, 
have not even proper terms to express an animal’s inter-communications 
with his surroundings, living or otherwise, and have only the word 
“smell,” for instance, to include the whole range of delicate thrills which 
murmur in the nose of the animal night and day, summoning, warning, 
inciting, repelling. It was one of these mysterious fairy calls from out the 
void that suddenly reached Mole in the darkness, making him tingle 


through and through with its very familiar appeal, even while yet he 
could not clearly remember what it was. He stopped dead in his tracks, 
his nose searching hither and thither in its efforts to recapture the fine 
filament, the telegraphic current, that had so strongly moved him. A 
moment, and he had caught it again; and with it this time came 
recollection in fullest flood. 

Home! That was what they meant, those caressing appeals, those soft 
touches wafted through the air, those invisible little hands pulling and 
tugging, all one way! Why, it must be quite close by him at that moment, 
his old home that he had hurriedly forsaken and never sought again, that 
day when he first found the River! And now it was sending out its scouts 
and its messengers to capture him and bring him in. Since his escape on 
that bright morning he had hardly given it a thought, so absorbed had he 
been in his new life, in all its pleasures, its surprises, its fresh and 
captivating experiences. Now, with a rush of old memories, how clearly 
it stood up before him, in the darkness! Shabby indeed, and small and 
poorly furnished, and yet his, the home he had made for himself, the 
home he had been so happy to get back to after his day’s work. And the 
home had been happy with him, too, evidently, and was missing him, and 
wanted him back, and was telling him so, through his nose, sorrowfully, 
reproachfully, but with no bitterness or anger; only with plaintive 
reminder that it was there, and wanted him. 

The call was clear, the summons was plain. He must obey it instantly, 
and go. “Ratty!” he called, full of joyful excitement, “hold on! Come 
back! I want you, quick!” 

“Oh, come along, Mole, do!” replied the Rat cheerfully, still plodding 
along. 

“Please stop, Ratty!” pleaded the poor Mole, in anguish of heart. 
“You don’t understand! It’s my home, my old home! I’ve just come 
across the smell of it, and it’s close by here, really quite close. And I 
must go to it, I must, I must! Oh, come back, Ratty! Please, please come 
back!” 

The Rat was by this time very far ahead, too far to hear clearly what 
the Mole was calling, too far to catch the sharp note of painful appeal in 
his voice. And he was much taken up with the weather, for he too, could 
smell something — something suspiciously like approaching snow. 

“Mole, we mustn’t stop now, really!” he called back. “We’ll come for 
it to-morrow, whatever it is you’ve found. But I daren’t stop now — it’s 
late, and the snow’s coming on again, and I’m not sure of the way! And I 


want your nose, Mole, so come on quick, there’s a good fellow!” And the 
Rat pressed forward on his way without waiting for an answer. 

Poor Mole stood alone in the road, his heart torn asunder, and a big 
sob gathering, gathering, somewhere low down inside him, to leap up to 
the surface presently, he knew, in passionate escape. But even under such 
a test as this his loyalty to his friend stood firm. Never for a moment did 
he dream of abandoning him. Meanwhile, the wafts from his old home 
pleaded, whispered, conjured, and finally claimed him imperiously. He 
dared not tarry longer within their magic circle. With a wrench that tore 
his very heart-strings he set his face down the road and followed 
submissively in the track of the Rat, while faint, thin little smells, still 
dogging his retreating nose, reproached him for his new friendship and 
his callous forgetfulness. 

With an effort he caught up to the unsuspecting Rat, who began 
chattering cheerfully about what they would do when they got back, and 
how jolly a fire of logs in the parlour would be, and what a supper he 
meant to eat; never noticing his companion’s silence and distressful state 
of mind. At last, however, when they had gone some considerable way 
further, and were passing some tree stumps at the edge of a copse that 
bordered the road, he stopped and said kindly, “Look here, Mole, old 
chap, you seem dead tired. No talk left in you, and your feet dragging 
like lead. We’ll sit down here for a minute and rest. The snow has held 
off so far, and the best part of our journey is over.” 

The Mole subsided forlornly on a tree stump and tried to control 
himself, for he felt it surely coming. The sob he had fought with so long 
refused to be beaten. Up and up, it forced its way to the air, and then 
another, and another, and others thick and fast; till poor Mole at last gave 
up the struggle, and cried freely and helplessly and openly, now that he 
knew it was all over and he had lost what he could hardly be said to have 
found. 

The Rat, astonished and dismayed at the violence of Mole’s paroxysm 
of grief, did not dare to speak for a while. At last he said, very quietly 
and sympathetically, “What is it, old fellow? Whatever can be the 
matter? Tell us your trouble, and let me see what I can do.” 

Poor Mole found it difficult to get any words out between the 
upheavals of his chest that followed one upon another so quickly and 
held back speech and choked it as it came. “I know it’s a — shabby, 
dingy little place,” he sobbed forth at last brokenly: “not like — your 
cosy quarters — or Toad’s beautiful hall — or Badger’s great house — 
but it was my own little home — and I was fond of it — and I went away 


and forgot all about it — and then I smelt it suddenly — on the road, 
when I called and you wouldn’t listen, Rat — and everything came back 
to me with a rush — and I wanted it! — O dear, O dear! — and when 
you wouldnt turn back, Ratty — and I had to leave it, though I was 
smelling it all the time — I thought my heart would break. — We might 
have just gone and had one look at it, Ratty — only one look — it was 
close by — but you wouldn’t turn back, Ratty, you wouldn’t turn back! 
O dear, O dear!” 

Recollection brought fresh waves of sorrow, and sobs again took full 
charge of him, preventing further speech. 

The Rat stared straight in front of him, saying nothing, only patting 
Mole gently on the shoulder. After a time he muttered gloomily, “I see it 
all now! What a pig I have been! A pig — that’s me! Just a pig — a plain 
pig!” 

He waited till Mole’s sobs became gradually less stormy and more 
rhythmical; he waited till at last sniffs were frequent and sobs only 
intermittent. Then he rose from his seat, and, remarking carelessly, 
“Well, now we’d really better be getting on, old chap!” set off up the 
road again over the toilsome way they had come. 

“Wherever are you (hic) going to (hic), Ratty?” cried the tearful Mole, 
looking up in alarm. 

“We’re going to find that home of yours, old fellow,” replied the Rat 
pleasantly; “so you had better come along, for it will take some finding, 
and we shall want your nose.” 

“Oh, come back, Ratty, do!” cried the Mole, getting up and hurrying 
after him. “It’s no good, I tell you! It’s too late, and too dark, and the 
place is too far off, and the snow’s coming! And — and I never meant to 
let you know I was feeling that way about it — it was all an accident and 
a mistake! And think of River Bank, and your supper!” 

“Hang River Bank, and supper, too!” said the Rat heartily. “I tell you, 
I’m going to find this place now, if I stay out all night. So cheer up, old 
chap, and take my arm, and we’ll very soon be back there again.” 

Still snuffling, pleading, and reluctant, Mole suffered himself to be 
dragged back along the road by his imperious companion, who by a flow 
of cheerful talk and anecdote endeavoured to beguile his spirits back and 
make the weary way seem shorter. When at last it seemed to the Rat that 
they must be nearing that part of the road where the Mole had been “held 
up,” he said, “Now, no more talking. Business! Use your nose, and give 
your mind to it.” 


They moved on in silence for some little way, when suddenly the Rat 
was conscious, through his arm that was linked in Mole’s, of a faint sort 
of electric thrill that was passing down that animal’s body. Instantly he 
disengaged himself, fell back a pace, and waited, all attention. 

The signals were coming through! 

Mole stood a moment rigid, while his uplifted nose, quivering 
slightly, felt the air. 

Then a short, quick run forward — a fault — a check — a try back; 
and then a slow, steady, confident advance. 

The Rat, much excited, kept close to his heels as the Mole, with 
something of the air of a sleep-walker, crossed a dry ditch, scrambled 
through a hedge, and nosed his way over a field open and trackless and 
bare in the faint starlight. 

Suddenly, without giving warning, he dived; but the Rat was on the 
alert, and promptly followed him down the tunnel to which his unerring 
nose had faithfully led him. 

It was close and airless, and the earthy smell was strong, and it 
seemed a long time to Rat ere the passage ended and he could stand erect 
and stretch and shake himself. The Mole struck a match, and by its light 
the Rat saw that they were standing in an open space, neatly swept and 
sanded underfoot, and directly facing them was Mole’s little front door, 
with “Mole End” painted, in Gothic lettering, over the bell-pull at the 
side. 

Mole reached down a lantern from a nail on the wall and lit it, and the 
Rat, looking round him, saw that they were in a sort of fore-court. A 
garden-seat stood on one side of the door, and on the other a roller; for 
the Mole, who was a tidy animal when at home, could not stand having 
his ground kicked up by other animals into little runs that ended in earth- 
heaps. On the walls hung wire baskets with ferns in them, alternating 
with brackets carrying plaster statuary — Garibaldi, and the infant 
Samuel, and Queen Victoria, and other heroes of modern Italy. Down on 
one side of the fore-court ran a skittle-alley, with benches along it and 
little wooden tables marked with rings that hinted at beer-mugs. In the 
middle was a small round pond containing gold-fish and surrounded by a 
cockle-shell border. Out of the centre of the pond rose a fanciful erection 
clothed in more cockle-shells and topped by a large silvered glass ball 
that reflected everything all wrong and had a very pleasing effect. 

Mole’s face beamed at the sight of all these objects so dear to him, 
and he hurried Rat through the door, lit a lamp in the hall, and took one 
glance round his old home. He saw the dust lying thick on everything, 


saw the cheerless, deserted look of the long-neglected house, and its 
narrow, meagre dimensions, its worn and shabby contents — and 
collapsed again on a hall-chair, his nose to his paws. “O Ratty!” he cried 
dismally, “why ever did I do it? Why did I bring you to this poor, cold 
little place, on a night like this, when you might have been at River Bank 
by this time, toasting your toes before a blazing fire, with all your own 
nice things about you!” 

The Rat paid no heed to his doleful self-reproaches. He was running 
here and there, opening doors, inspecting rooms and cupboards, and 
lighting lamps and candles and sticking them up everywhere. “What a 
capital little house this is!” he called out cheerily. “So compact! So well 
planned! Everything here and everything in its place! We’ll make a jolly 
night of it. The first thing we want is a good fire; I’ll see to that — I 
always know where to find things. So this is the parlour? Splendid! Your 
own idea, those little sleeping-bunks in the wall? Capital! Now, Ill fetch 
the wood and the coals, and you get a duster, Mole — you’ll find one in 
the drawer of the kitchen table — and try and smarten things up a bit. 
Bustle about, old chap!” 

Encouraged by his inspiriting companion, the Mole roused himself 
and dusted and polished with energy and heartiness, while the Rat, 
running to and fro with armfuls of fuel, soon had a cheerful blaze roaring 
up the chimney. He hailed the Mole to come and warm himself; but Mole 
promptly had another fit of the blues, dropping down on a couch in dark 
despair and burying his face in his duster. “Rat,” he moaned, “how about 
your supper, you poor, cold, hungry, weary animal? I’ve nothing to give 
you — nothing — not a crumb!” 

“What a fellow you are for giving in!” said the Rat reproachfully. 
“Why, only just now I saw a Sardine-opener on the kitchen dresser, quite 
distinctly; and everybody knows that means there are sardines about 
somewhere in the neighbourhood. Rouse yourself! pull yourself together, 
and come with me and forage.” 

They went and foraged accordingly, hunting through every cupboard 
and turning out every drawer. The result was not so very depressing after 
all, though of course it might have been better; a tin of sardines — a box 
of captain’s biscuits, nearly full — and a German sausage encased in 
silver paper. 

“There’s a banquet for you!” observed the Rat, as he arranged the 
table. “I know some animals who would give their ears to be sitting 
down to supper with us to-night!” 

“No bread!” groaned the Mole dolorously; “no butter, no—” 


“No pâté de foie gras, no champagne!” continued the Rat, grinning. 
“And that reminds me — what’s that little door at the end of the passage? 
Your cellar, of course! Every luxury in this house! Just you wait a 
minute.” 

He made for the cellar-door, and presently reappeared, somewhat 
dusty, with a bottle of beer in each paw and another under each arm, 
“Self-indulgent beggar you seem to be, Mole,” he observed. “Deny 
yourself nothing. This is really the jolliest little place I ever was in. Now, 
wherever did you pick up those prints? Make the place look so home- 
like, they do. No wonder you’re so fond of it, Mole. Tell us all about it, 
and how you came to make it what it is.” 

Then, while the Rat busied himself fetching plates, and knives and 
forks, and mustard which he mixed in an egg-cup, the Mole, his bosom 
still heaving with the stress of his recent emotion, related — somewhat 
shyly at first, but with more freedom as he warmed to his subject — how 
this was planned, and how that was thought out, and how this was got 
through a windfall from an aunt, and that was a wonderful find and a 
bargain, and this other thing was bought out of laborious savings and a 
certain amount of “going without.” His spirits finally quite restored, he 
must needs go and caress his possessions, and take a lamp and show off 
their points to his visitor and expatiate on them, quite forgetful of the 
supper they both so much needed; Rat, who was desperately hungry but 
strove to conceal it, nodding seriously, examining with a puckered brow, 
and saying, “wonderful,” and “most remarkable,” at intervals, when the 
chance for an observation was given him. 

At last the Rat succeeded in decoying him to the table, and had just 
got seriously to work with the sardine-opener when sounds were heard 
from the fore-court without — sounds like the scuffling of small feet in 
the gravel and a confused murmur of tiny voices, while broken sentences 
reached them— “Now, all in a line — hold the lantern up a bit, Tommy 
— clear your throats first — no coughing after I say one, two, three. — 
Where’s young Bill? — Here, come on, do, we’re all a-waiting—” 

“What’s up?” inquired the Rat, pausing in his labours. 

“I think it must be the field-mice,” replied the Mole, with a touch of 
pride in his manner. “They go round carol-singing regularly at this time 
of the year. They’re quite an institution in these parts. And they never 
pass me over — they come to Mole End last of all; and I used to give 
them hot drinks, and supper too sometimes, when I could afford it. It will 
be like old times to hear them again.” 


“Let’s have a look at them!” cried the Rat, jumping up and running to 
the door. 

It was a pretty sight, and a seasonable one, that met their eyes when 
they flung the door open. In the fore-court, lit by the dim rays of a horn 
lantern, some eight or ten little field-mice stood in a semicircle, red 
worsted comforters round their throats, their fore-paws thrust deep into 
their pockets, their feet jigging for warmth. With bright beady eyes they 
glanced shyly at each other, sniggering a little, sniffing and applying 
coat-sleeves a good deal. As the door opened, one of the elder ones that 
carried the lantern was just saying, “Now then, one, two, three!” and 
forthwith their shrill little voices uprose on the air, singing one of the 
old-time carols that their forefathers composed in fields that were fallow 
and held by frost, or when snow-bound in chimney corners, and handed 
down to be sung in the miry street to lamp-lit windows at Yule-time. 

CAROL 

Villagers all, this frosty tide, Let your doors swing open wide, Though 
wind may follow, and snow beside, Yet draw us in by your fire to bide; 
Joy shall be yours in the morning! 

Here we stand in the cold and the sleet, Blowing fingers and stamping 
feet, Come from far away you to greet — You by the fire and we in the 
street — Bidding you joy in the morning! 

For ere one half of the night was gone, Sudden a star has led us on, 
Raining bliss and benison — Bliss to-morrow and more anon, Joy for 
every morning! 

Goodman Joseph toiled through the snow — Saw the star o’er a 
stable low; Mary she might not further go — Welcome thatch, and litter 
below! Joy was hers in the morning! 

And then they heard the angels tell “Who were the first to cry 
Nowell? Animals all, as it befell, In the stable where they did dwell! Joy 
shall be theirs in the morning!” 

The voices ceased, the singers, bashful but smiling, exchanged 
sidelong glances, and silence succeeded — but for a moment only. Then, 
from up above and far away, down the tunnel they had so lately travelled 
was borne to their ears in a faint musical hum the sound of distant bells 
ringing a joyful and clangorous peal. 

“Very well sung, boys!” cried the Rat heartily. “And now come along 
in, all of you, and warm yourselves by the fire, and have something hot!” 

“Yes, come along, field-mice,” cried the Mole eagerly. “This is quite 
like old times! Shut the door after you. Pull up that settle to the fire. 
Now, you just wait a minute, while we — O, Ratty!” he cried in despair, 


plumping down on a Seat, with tears impending. “Whatever are we 
doing? We’ve nothing to give them!” 

“You leave all that to me,” said the masterful Rat. “Here, you with the 
lantern! Come over this way. I want to talk to you. Now, tell me, are 
there any shops open at this hour of the night?” 

“Why, certainly, sir,” replied the field-mouse respectfully. “At this 
time of the year our shops keep open to all sorts of hours.” 

“Then look here!” said the Rat. “You go off at once, you and your 
lantern, and you get me—” 

Here much muttered conversation ensued, and the Mole only heard 
bits of it, such as— “Fresh, mind! — no, a pound of that will do — see 
you get Buggins’s, for I won’t have any other — no, only the best — if 
you can’t get it there, try somewhere else — yes, of course, home-made, 
no tinned stuff — well then, do the best you can!” Finally, there was a 
chink of coin passing from paw to paw, the field-mouse was provided 
with an ample basket for his purchases, and off he hurried, he and his 
lantern. 

The rest of the field-mice, perched in a row on the settle, their small 
legs swinging, gave themselves up to enjoyment of the fire, and toasted 
their chilblains till they tingled; while the Mole, failing to draw them into 
easy conversation, plunged into family history and made each of them 
recite the names of his numerous brothers, who were too young, it 
appeared, to be allowed to go out a-carolling this year, but looked 
forward very shortly to winning the parental consent. 

The Rat, meanwhile, was busy examining the label on one of the beer- 
bottles. “I perceive this to be Old Burton,” he remarked approvingly. 
“Sensible Mole! The very thing! Now we shall be able to mull some ale! 
Get the things ready, Mole, while I draw the corks.” 

It did not take long to prepare the brew and thrust the tin heater well 
into the red heart of the fire; and soon every field-mouse was sipping and 
coughing and choking (for a little mulled ale goes a long way) and 
wiping his eyes and laughing and forgetting he had ever been cold in all 
his life. 

“They act plays, too, these fellows,” the Mole explained to the Rat. 
“Make them up all by themselves, and act them afterwards. And very 
well they do it, too! They gave us a capital one last year, about a field- 
mouse who was captured at sea by a Barbary corsair, and made to row in 
a galley; and when he escaped and got home again, his lady-love had 
gone into a convent. Here, you! You were in it, I remember. Get up and 
recite a bit.” 


The field-mouse addressed got up on his legs, giggled shyly, looked 
round the room, and remained absolutely tongue-tied. His comrades 
cheered him on, Mole coaxed and encouraged him, and the Rat went so 
far as to take him by the shoulders and shake him; but nothing could 
overcome his stage-fright. They were all busily engaged on him like 
watermen applying the Royal Humane Society’s regulations to a case of 
long submersion, when the latch clicked, the door opened, and the field- 
mouse with the lantern reappeared, staggering under the weight of his 
basket. 

There was no more talk of play-acting once the very real and solid 
contents of the basket had been tumbled out on the table. Under the 
generalship of Rat, everybody was set to do something or to fetch 
something. In a very few minutes supper was ready, and Mole, as he took 
the head of the table in a sort of a dream, saw a lately barren board set 
thick with savoury comforts; saw his little friends’ faces brighten and 
beam as they fell to without delay; and then let himself loose — for he 
was famished indeed — on the provender so magically provided, 
thinking what a happy home-coming this had turned out, after all. As 
they ate, they talked of old times, and the field-mice gave him the local 
gossip up to date, and answered as well as they could the hundred 
questions he had to ask them. The Rat said little or nothing, only taking 
care that each guest had what he wanted, and plenty of it, and that Mole 
had no trouble or anxiety about anything. 

They clattered off at last, very grateful and showering wishes of the 
season, with their jacket pockets stuffed with remembrances for the small 
brothers and sisters at home. When the door had closed on the last of 
them and the chink of the lanterns had died away, Mole and Rat kicked 
the fire up, drew their chairs in, brewed themselves a last nightcap of 
mulled ale, and discussed the events of the long day. At last the Rat, with 
a tremendous yawn, said, “Mole, old chap, I’m ready to drop. Sleepy is 
simply not the word. That your own bunk over on that side? Very well, 
then, I’ll take this. What a ripping little house this is! Everything so 
handy!” 

He clambered into his bunk and rolled himself well up in the blankets, 
and slumber gathered him forthwith, as a swathe of barley is folded into 
the arms of the reaping machine. 

The weary Mole also was glad to turn in without delay, and soon had 
his head on his pillow, in great joy and contentment. But ere he closed 
his eyes he let them wander round his old room, mellow in the glow of 
the firelight that played or rested on familiar and friendly things which 


had long been unconsciously a part of him, and now smilingly received 
him back, without rancour. He was now in just the frame of mind that the 
tactful Rat had quietly worked to bring about in him. He saw clearly how 
plain and simple — how narrow, even — it all was; but clearly, too, how 
much it all meant to him, and the special value of some such anchorage 
in one’s existence. He did not at all want to abandon the new life and its 
splendid spaces, to turn his back on sun and air and all they offered him 
and creep home and stay there; the upper world was all too strong, it 
called to him still, even down there, and he knew he must return to the 
larger stage. But it was good to think he had this to come back to, this 
place which was all his own, these things which were so glad to see him 
again and could always be counted upon for the same simple welcome. 


VI. MR. TOAD 


IT was a bright morning in the early part of summer; the river had 
resumed its wonted banks and its accustomed pace, and a hot sun seemed 
to be pulling everything green and bushy and spiky up out of the earth 
towards him, as if by strings. The Mole and the Water Rat had been up 
since dawn, very busy on matters connected with boats and the opening 
of the boating season; painting and varnishing, mending paddles, 
repairing cushions, hunting for missing boat-hooks, and so on; and were 
finishing breakfast in their little parlour and eagerly discussing their 
plans for the day, when a heavy knock sounded at the door. 

“Bother!” said the Rat, all over egg. “See who it is, Mole, like a good 
chap, since you’ve finished.” 

The Mole went to attend the summons, and the Rat heard him utter a 
cry of surprise. Then he flung the parlour door open, and announced with 
much importance, “Mr. Badger!” 

This was a wonderful thing, indeed, that the Badger should pay a 
formal call on them, or indeed on anybody. He generally had to be 
caught, if you wanted him badly, as he slipped quietly along a hedgerow 
of an early morning or a late evening, or else hunted up in his own house 
in the middle of the Wood, which was a serious undertaking. 

The Badger strode heavily into the room, and stood looking at the two 
animals with an expression full of seriousness. The Rat let his egg-spoon 
fall on the table-cloth, and sat open-mouthed. 

“The hour has come!” said the Badger at last with great solemnity. 

“What hour?” asked the Rat uneasily, glancing at the clock on the 
mantelpiece. 

“Whose hour, you should rather say,” replied the Badger. “Why, 
Toad’s hour! The hour of Toad! I said I would take him in hand as soon 
as the winter was well over, and I’m going to take him in hand to-day!” 

“Toad’s hour, of course!” cried the Mole delightedly. “Hooray! I 
remember now! We’ll teach him to be a sensible Toad!” 

“This very morning,” continued the Badger, taking an arm-chair, “as I 
learnt last night from a trustworthy source, another new and 
exceptionally powerful motor-car will arrive at Toad Hall on approval or 
return. At this very moment, perhaps, Toad is busy arraying himself in 
those singularly hideous habiliments so dear to him, which transform 
him from a (comparatively) good-looking Toad into an Object which 
throws any decent-minded animal that comes across it into a violent fit. 


We must be up and doing, ere it is too late. You two animals will 
accompany me instantly to Toad Hall, and the work of rescue shall be 
accomplished.” 

“Right you are!” cried the Rat, starting up. “We’ll rescue the poor 
unhappy animal! We’ll convert him! He’ll be the most converted Toad 
that ever was before we’ve done with him!” 

They set off up the road on their mission of mercy, Badger leading the 
way. Animals when in company walk in a proper and sensible manner, in 
single file, instead of sprawling all across the road and being of no use or 
support to each other in case of sudden trouble or danger. 

They reached the carriage-drive of Toad Hall to find, as Badger had 
anticipated, a shiny new motor-car, of great size, painted a bright red 
(Toad’s favourite colour), standing in front of the house. As they neared 
the door it was flung open, and Mr. Toad, arrayed in goggles, cap, 
gaiters, and enormous overcoat, came swaggering down the steps, 
drawing on his gauntleted gloves. 

“Hullo! come on, you fellows!” he cried cheerfully on catching sight 
of them. “You’re just in time to come with me for a jolly — to come for 
a jolly — for a — er — jolly—” 

His hearty accents faltered and fell away as he noticed the stern 
unbending look on the countenances of his silent friends, and his 
invitation remained unfinished. 

The Badger strode up the steps. “Take him inside,” he said sternly to 
his companions. Then, as Toad was hustled through the door, struggling 
and protesting, he turned to the chauffeur in charge of the new motor-car. 

“I’m afraid you won’t be wanted to-day,” he said. “Mr. Toad has 
changed his mind. He will not require the car. Please understand that this 
is final. You needn’t wait.” Then he followed the others inside and shut 
the door. 

“Now then!” he said to the Toad, when the four of them stood 
together in the Hall, “first of all, take those ridiculous things off!” 

“Shan’t!” replied Toad, with great spirit. “What is the meaning of this 
gross outrage? I demand an instant explanation.” 

“Take them off him, then, you two,” ordered the Badger briefly. 

They had to lay Toad out on the floor, kicking and calling all sorts of 
names, before they could get to work properly. Then the Rat sat on him, 
and the Mole got his motor-clothes off him bit by bit, and they stood him 
up on his legs again. A good deal of his blustering spirit seemed to have 
evaporated with the removal of his fine panoply. Now that he was merely 
Toad, and no longer the Terror of the Highway, he giggled feebly and 
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looked from one to the other appealingly, seeming quite to understand 
the situation. 

“You knew it must come to this, sooner or later, Toad,” the Badger 
explained severely. “You’ve disregarded all the warnings we’ve given 
you, you’ve gone on squandering the money your father left you, and 
you’re getting us animals a bad name in the district by your furious 
driving and your smashes and your rows with the police. Independence is 
all very well, but we animals never allow our friends to make fools of 
themselves beyond a certain limit; and that limit you’ve reached. Now, 
you’re a good fellow in many respects, and I don’t want to be too hard 
on you. Pll make one more effort to bring you to reason. You will come 
with me into the smoking-room, and there you will hear some facts about 
yourself; and we’ll see whether you come out of that room the same 
Toad that you went in.” 

He took Toad firmly by the arm, led him into the smoking-room, and 
closed the door behind them. 

“That’s no good!” said the Rat contemptuously. “Talking to Toad’ll 
never cure him. He’ ll say anything.” 

They made themselves comfortable in arm-chairs and waited 
patiently. Through the closed door they could just hear the long 
continuous drone of the Badger’s voice, rising and falling in waves of 
oratory; and presently they noticed that the sermon began to be 
punctuated at intervals by long-drawn sobs, evidently proceeding from 
the bosom of Toad, who was a soft-hearted and affectionate fellow, very 
easily converted — for the time being — to any point of view. 

After some three-quarters of an hour the door opened, and the Badger 
reappeared, solemnly leading by the paw a very limp and dejected Toad. 
His skin hung baggily about him, his legs wobbled, and his cheeks were 
furrowed by the tears so plentifully called forth by the Badger’s moving 
discourse. 

“Sit down there, Toad,” said the Badger kindly, pointing to a chair. 
“My friends,” he went on, “I am pleased to inform you that Toad has at 
last seen the error of his ways. He is truly sorry for his misguided 
conduct in the past, and he has undertaken to give up motor-cars entirely 
and for ever. I have his solemn promise to that effect.” 

“That is very good news,” said the Mole gravely. 

“Very good news indeed,” observed the Rat dubiously, “if only — if 
only—” 

He was looking very hard at Toad as he said this, and could not help 
thinking he perceived something vaguely resembling a twinkle in that 





animal’s still sorrowful eye. 

“There’s only one thing more to be done,” continued the gratified 
Badger. “Toad, I want you solemnly to repeat, before your friends here, 
what you fully admitted to me in the smoking-room just now. First, you 
are sorry for what you’ve done, and you see the folly of it all>?” 

There was a long, long pause. Toad looked desperately this way and 
that, while the other animals waited in grave silence. At last he spoke. 

“No!” he said, a little sullenly, but stoutly; “I’m not sorry. And it 
wasn’t folly at all! It was simply glorious!” 

“What?” cried the Badger, greatly scandalised. “You backsliding 
animal, didn’t you tell me just now, in there—” 

“Oh, yes, yes, in there,’ said Toad impatiently. “I’d have said 
anything in there. You’re so eloquent, dear Badger, and so moving, and 
so convincing, and put all your points so frightfully well — you can do 
what you like with me in there, and you know it. But I’ve been searching 
my mind since, and going over things in it, and I find that I’m not a bit 
sorry or repentant really, so it’s no earthly good saying I am; now, is it?” 

“Then you don’t promise,” said the Badger, “never to touch a motor- 
car again?” 

“Certainly not!” replied Toad emphatically. “On the contrary, I 
faithfully promise that the very first motor-car I see, poop-poop! off I go 
in it!” 

“Told you so, didn’t I?” observed the Rat to the Mole. 

“Very well, then,” said the Badger firmly, rising to his feet. “Since 
you won’t yield to persuasion, we’ll try what force can do. I feared it 
would come to this all along. You’ve often asked us three to come and 
stay with you, Toad, in this handsome house of yours; well, now we’re 
going to. When we’ve converted you to a proper point of view we may 
quit, but not before. Take him upstairs, you two, and lock him up in his 
bedroom, while we arrange matters between ourselves.” 

“Its for your own good, Toady, you know,” said the Rat kindly, as 
Toad, kicking and struggling, was hauled up the stairs by his two faithful 
friends. “Think what fun we shall all have together, just as we used to, 
when you’ve quite got over this — this painful attack of yours!” 

“We’ll take great care of everything for you till you’re well, Toad,” 
said the Mole; “and we’|l see your money isn’t wasted, as it has been.” 

“No more of those regrettable incidents with the police, Toad,” said 
the Rat, as they thrust him into his bedroom. 

“And no more weeks in hospital, being ordered about by female 
nurses, Toad,” added the Mole, turning the key on him. 


They descended the stair, Toad shouting abuse at them through the 
keyhole; and the three friends then met in conference on the situation. 

“Its going to be a tedious business,” said the Badger, sighing. “I’ve 
never seen Toad so determined. However, we will see it out. He must 
never be left an instant unguarded. We shall have to take it in turns to be 
with him, till the poison has worked itself out of his system.” 

They arranged watches accordingly. Each animal took it in turns to 
sleep in Toad’s room at night, and they divided the day up between them. 
At first Toad was undoubtedly very trying to his careful guardians. When 
his violent paroxysms possessed him he would arrange bedroom chairs 
in rude resemblance of a motor-car and would crouch on the foremost of 
them, bent forward and staring fixedly ahead, making uncouth and 
ghastly noises, till the climax was reached, when, turning a complete 
somersault, he would lie prostrate amidst the ruins of the chairs, 
apparently completely satisfied for the moment. As time passed, 
however, these painful seizures grew gradually less frequent, and his 
friends strove to divert his mind into fresh channels. But his interest in 
other matters did not seem to revive, and he grew apparently languid and 
depressed. 

One fine morning the Rat, whose turn it was to go on duty, went 
upstairs to relieve Badger, whom he found fidgeting to be off and stretch 
his legs in a long ramble round his wood and down his earths and 
burrows. “Toad’s still in bed,” he told the Rat, outside the door. “Can’t 
get much out of him, except, ‘O leave him alone, he wants nothing, 
perhaps he’ll be better presently, it may pass off in time, don’t be unduly 
anxious,’ and so on. Now, you look out, Rat! When Toad’s quiet and 
submissive, and playing at being the hero of a Sunday-school prize, then 
he’s at his artfullest. There’s sure to be something up. I know him. Well, 
now, I must be off.” 

“How are you to-day, old chap?” inquired the Rat cheerfully, as he 
approached Toad’s bedside. 

He had to wait some minutes for an answer. At last a feeble voice 
replied, “Thank you so much, dear Ratty! So good of you to inquire! But 
first tell me how you are yourself, and the excellent Mole?” 

“O, we’re all right,” replied the Rat. “Mole,” he added incautiously, 
“is going out for a run round with Badger. They’ll be out till luncheon 
time, so you and I will spend a pleasant morning together, and Pll do my 
best to amuse you. Now jump up, there’s a good fellow, and don’t lie 
moping there on a fine morning like this!” 


“Dear, kind Rat,’ murmured Toad, “how little you realise my 
condition, and how very far I am from ‘jumping up’ now — if ever! But 
do not trouble about me. I hate being a burden to my friends, and I do not 
expect to be one much longer. Indeed, I almost hope not.” 

“Well, I hope not, too,” said the Rat heartily. “You’ve been a fine 
bother to us all this time, and I’m glad to hear it’s going to stop. And in 
weather like this, and the boating season just beginning! It’s too bad of 
you, Toad! It isn’t the trouble we mind, but you’re making us miss such 
an awful lot.” 

“Pm afraid it is the trouble you mind, though,” replied the Toad 
languidly. “I can quite understand it. It’s natural enough. You’re tired of 
bothering about me. I mustn’t ask you to do anything further. Pm a 
nuisance, I know.” 

“You are, indeed,” said the Rat. “But I tell you, ’d take any trouble 
on earth for you, if only you’d be a sensible animal.” 

“If I thought that, Ratty,’ murmured Toad, more feebly than ever, 
“then I would beg you — for the last time, probably — to step round to 
the village as quickly as possible — even now it may be too late — and 
fetch the doctor. But don’t you bother. It’s only a trouble, and perhaps we 
may as well let things take their course.” 

“Why, what do you want a doctor for?” inquired the Rat, coming 
closer and examining him. He certainly lay very still and flat, and his 
voice was weaker and his manner much changed. 

“Surely you have noticed of late—” murmured Toad. “But, no — why 
should you? Noticing things is only a trouble. To-morrow, indeed, you 
may be saying to yourself, ‘O, if only I had noticed sooner! If only I had 
done something!’ But no; it’s a trouble. Never mind — forget that I 
asked.” 

“Look here, old man,” said the Rat, beginning to get rather alarmed, 
“of course I’ll fetch a doctor to you, if you really think you want him. 
But you can hardly be bad enough for that yet. Let’s talk about 
something else.” 

“I fear, dear friend,” said Toad, with a sad smile, “that ‘talk’ can do 
little in a case like this — or doctors either, for that matter; still, one must 
grasp at the slightest straw. And, by the way — while you are about it — 
I hate to give you additional trouble, but I happen to remember that you 
will pass the door — would you mind at the same time asking the lawyer 
to step up? It would be a convenience to me, and there are moments — 
perhaps I should say there is a moment — when one must face 
disagreeable tasks, at whatever cost to exhausted nature!” 


“A lawyer! O, he must be really bad!” the affrighted Rat said to 
himself, as he hurried from the room, not forgetting, however, to lock the 
door carefully behind him. 

Outside, he stopped to consider. The other two were far away, and he 
had no one to consult. 

“It’s best to be on the safe side,” he said, on reflection. “I’ve known 
Toad fancy himself frightfully bad before, without the slightest reason; 
but I’ve never heard him ask for a lawyer! If there’s nothing really the 
matter, the doctor will tell him he’s an old ass, and cheer him up; and that 
will be something gained. I’d better humour him and go; it won’t take 
very long.” So he ran off to the village on his errand of mercy. 

The Toad, who had hopped lightly out of bed as soon as he heard the 
key turned in the lock, watched him eagerly from the window till he 
disappeared down the carriage-drive. Then, laughing heartily, he dressed 
as quickly as possible in the smartest suit he could lay hands on at the 
moment, filled his pockets with cash which he took from a small drawer 
in the dressing-table, and next, knotting the sheets from his bed together 
and tying one end of the improvised rope round the central mullion of 
the handsome Tudor window which formed such a feature of his 
bedroom, he scrambled out, slid lightly to the ground, and, taking the 
opposite direction to the Rat, marched off light-heartedly, whistling a 
merry tune. 

It was a gloomy luncheon for Rat when the Badger and the Mole at 
length returned, and he had to face them at table with his pitiful and 
unconvincing story. The Badger’s caustic, not to say brutal, remarks may 
be imagined, and therefore passed over; but it was painful to the Rat that 
even the Mole, though he took his friend’s side as far as possible, could 
not help saying, “You’ve been a bit of a duffer this time, Ratty! Toad, 
too, of all animals!” 

“He did it awfully well,” said the crestfallen Rat. 

“He did you awfully well!” rejoined the Badger hotly. “However, 
talking won’t mend matters. He’s got clear away for the time, that’s 
certain; and the worst of it is, he’ll be so conceited with what he’ll think 
is his cleverness that he may commit any folly. One comfort is, we’re 
free now, and needn’t waste any more of our precious time doing sentry- 
go. But we’d better continue to sleep at Toad Hall for a while longer. 
Toad may be brought back at any moment — on a stretcher, or between 
two policemen.” 

So spoke the Badger, not knowing what the future held in store, or 
how much water, and of how turbid a character, was to run under bridges 


before Toad should sit at ease again in his ancestral Hall. 


Meanwhile, Toad, gay and irresponsible, was walking briskly along 
the high road, some miles from home. At first he had taken by-paths, and 
crossed many fields, and changed his course several times, in case of 
pursuit; but now, feeling by this time safe from recapture, and the sun 
smiling brightly on him, and all Nature joining in a chorus of approval to 
the song of self-praise that his own heart was singing to him, he almost 
danced along the road in his satisfaction and conceit. 

“Smart piece of work that!” he remarked to himself chuckling. “Brain 
against brute force — and brain came out on the top — as it’s bound to 
do. Poor old Ratty! My! won’t he catch it when the Badger gets back! A 
worthy fellow, Ratty, with many good qualities, but very little 
intelligence and absolutely no education. I must take him in hand some 
day, and see if I can make something of him.” 

Filled full of conceited thoughts such as these he strode along, his 
head in the air, till he reached a little town, where the sign of “The Red 
Lion,” swinging across the road half-way down the main street, 
reminded him that he had not breakfasted that day, and that he was 
exceedingly hungry after his long walk. He marched into the Inn, ordered 
the best luncheon that could be provided at so short a notice, and sat 
down to eat it in the coffee-room. 

He was about half-way through his meal when an only too familiar 
sound, approaching down the street, made him start and fall a-trembling 
all over. The poop-poop! drew nearer and nearer, the car could be heard 
to turn into the inn-yard and come to a stop, and Toad had to hold on to 
the leg of the table to conceal his over-mastering emotion. Presently the 
party entered the coffee-room, hungry, talkative, and gay, voluble on 
their experiences of the morning and the merits of the chariot that had 
brought them along so well. Toad listened eagerly, all ears, for a time; at 
last he could stand it no longer. He slipped out of the room quietly, paid 
his bill at the bar, and as soon as he got outside sauntered round quietly 
to the inn-yard. “There cannot be any harm,” he said to himself, “in my 
only just looking at it!” 

The car stood in the middle of the yard, quite unattended, the stable- 
helps and other hangers-on being all at their dinner. Toad walked slowly 
round it, inspecting, criticising, musing deeply. 

“I wonder,” he said to himself presently, “I wonder if this sort of car 
starts easily?” 


Next moment, hardly knowing how it came about, he found he had 
hold of the handle and was turning it. As the familiar sound broke forth, 
the old passion seized on Toad and completely mastered him, body and 
soul. As if in a dream he found himself, somehow, seated in the driver’s 
seat; as if in a dream, he pulled the lever and swung the car round the 
yard and out through the archway; and, as if in a dream, all sense of right 
and wrong, all fear of obvious consequences, seemed temporarily 
suspended. He increased his pace, and as the car devoured the street and 
leapt forth on the high road through the open country, he was only 
conscious that he was Toad once more, Toad at his best and highest, 
Toad the terror, the traffic-queller, the Lord of the lone trail, before 
whom all must give way or be smitten into nothingness and everlasting 
night. He chanted as he flew, and the car responded with sonorous drone; 
the miles were eaten up under him as he sped he knew not whither, 
fulfilling his instincts, living his hour, reckless of what might come to 
him. 


“To my mind,” observed the Chairman of the Bench of Magistrates 
cheerfully, “the only difficulty that presents itself in this otherwise very 
clear case is, how we can possibly make it sufficiently hot for the 
incorrigible rogue and hardened ruffian whom we see cowering in the 
dock before us. Let me see: he has been found guilty, on the clearest 
evidence, first, of stealing a valuable motor-car; secondly, of driving to 
the public danger; and, thirdly, of gross impertinence to the rural police. 
Mr. Clerk, will you tell us, please, what is the very stiffest penalty we 
can impose for each of these offences? Without, of course, giving the 
prisoner the benefit of any doubt, because there isn’t any.” 

The Clerk scratched his nose with his pen. “Some people would 
consider,” he observed, “that stealing the motor-car was the worst 
offence; and so it is. But cheeking the police undoubtedly carries the 
severest penalty; and so it ought. Supposing you were to say twelve 
months for the theft, which is mild; and three years for the furious 
driving, which is lenient; and fifteen years for the cheek, which was 
pretty bad sort of cheek, judging by what we’ve heard from the witness- 
box, even if you only believe one-tenth part of what you heard, and I 
never believe more myself — those figures, if added together correctly, 
tot up to nineteen years—” 

“First-rate!” said the Chairman. 

“ —_ So you had better make it a round twenty years and be on the 
safe side,” concluded the Clerk. 


“An excellent suggestion!” said the Chairman approvingly. “Prisoner! 
Pull yourself together and try and stand up straight. It’s going to be 
twenty years for you this time. And mind, if you appear before us again, 
upon any charge whatever, we shall have to deal with you very 
seriously!” 

Then the brutal minions of the law fell upon the hapless Toad; loaded 
him with chains, and dragged him from the Court House, shrieking, 
praying, protesting; across the market-place, where the playful populace, 
always as severe upon detected crime as they are sympathetic and helpful 
when one is merely “wanted,” assailed him with jeers, carrots, and 
popular catch-words; past hooting school children, their innocent faces 
lit up with the pleasure they ever derive from the sight of a gentleman in 
difficulties; across the hollow-sounding drawbridge, below the spiky 
portcullis, under the frowning archway of the grim old castle, whose 
ancient towers soared high overhead; past guardrooms full of grinning 
soldiery off duty, past sentries who coughed in a horrid, sarcastic way, 
because that is as much as a sentry on his post dare do to show his 
contempt and abhorrence of crime; up time-wom winding stairs, past 
men-at-arms in casquet and corselet of steel, darting threatening looks 
through their vizards; across courtyards, where mastiffs strained at their 
leash and pawed the air to get at him; past ancient warders, their halberds 
leant against the wall, dozing over a pasty and a flagon of brown ale; on 
and on, past the rack-chamber and the thumbscrew-room, past the 
turning that led to the private scaffold, till they reached the door of the 
grimmest dungeon that lay in the heart of the innermost keep. There at 
last they paused, where an ancient gaoler sat fingering a bunch of mighty 
keys. 





Toad was a helpless prisoner in the remotest dungeon 


“Oddsbodikins!” said the sergeant of police, taking off his helmet and 
wiping his forehead. “Rouse thee, old loon, and take over from us this 
vile Toad, a criminal of deepest guilt and matchless artfulness and 
resource. Watch and ward him with all thy skill; and mark thee well, 
greybeard, should aught untoward befall, thy old head shall answer for 
his — and a murrain on both of them!” 

The gaoler nodded grimly, laying his withered hand on the shoulder of 
the miserable Toad. The rusty key creaked in the lock, the great door 
clanged behind them; and Toad was a helpless prisoner in the remotest 
dungeon of the best-guarded keep of the stoutest castle in all the length 
and breadth of Merry England. 


Vil. THE PIPER AT THE GATES OF DAWN 


THE Willow-Wren was twittering his thin little song, hidden himself in 
the dark selvedge of the river bank. Though it was past ten o’clock at 
night, the sky still clung to and retained some lingering skirts of light 
from the departed day; and the sullen heats of the torrid afternoon broke 
up and rolled away at the dispersing touch of the cool fingers of the short 
midsummer night. Mole lay stretched on the bank, still panting from the 
stress of the fierce day that had been cloudless from dawn to late sunset, 
and waited for his friend to return. He had been on the river with some 
companions, leaving the Water Rat free to keep an engagement of long 
standing with Otter; and he had come back to find the house dark and 
deserted, and no sign of Rat, who was doubtless keeping it up late with 
his old comrade. It was still too hot to think of staying indoors, so he lay 
on some cool dock-leaves, and thought over the past day and its doings, 
and how very good they all had been. 

The Rat’s light footfall was presently heard approaching over the 
parched grass. “O, the blessed coolness!” he said, and sat down, gazing 
thoughtfully into the river, silent and pre-occupied. 

“You stayed to supper, of course?” said the Mole presently. 

“Simply had to,” said the Rat. “They wouldn’t hear of my going 
before. You know how kind they always are. And they made things as 
jolly for me as ever they could, right up to the moment I left. But I felt a 
brute all the time, as it was clear to me they were very unhappy, though 
they tried to hide it. Mole, I’m afraid they’re in trouble. Little Portly is 
missing again; and you know what a lot his father thinks of him, though 
he never says much about it.” 

“What, that child?” said the Mole lightly. “Well, suppose he is; why 
worry about it? He’s always straying off and getting lost, and turning up 
again; he’s so adventurous. But no harm ever happens to him. Everybody 
hereabouts knows him and likes him, just as they do old Otter, and you 
may be sure some animal or other will come across him and bring him 
back again all right. Why, we’ve found him ourselves, miles from home, 
and quite self-possessed and cheerful!” 

“Yes; but this time it’s more serious,” said the Rat gravely. “He’s been 
missing for some days now, and the Otters have hunted everywhere, high 
and low, without finding the slightest trace. And they’ve asked every 
animal, too, for miles around, and no one knows anything about him. 
Otter’s evidently more anxious than he’ll admit. I got out of him that 


young Portly hasn’t learnt to swim very well yet, and I can see he’s 
thinking of the weir. There’s a lot of water coming down still, 
considering the time of the year, and the place always had a fascination 
for the child. And then there are — well, traps and things — you know. 
Otter’s not the fellow to be nervous about any son of his before it’s time. 
And now he is nervous. When I left, he came out with me — said he 
wanted some air, and talked about stretching his legs. But I could see it 
wasn’t that, so I drew him out and pumped him, and got it all from him 
at last. He was going to spend the night watching by the ford. You know 
the place where the old ford used to be, in by-gone days before they built 
the bridge?” 

“I know it well,” said the Mole. “But why should Otter choose to 
watch there?” 

“Well, it seems that it was there he gave Portly his first swimming- 
lesson,” continued the Rat. “From that shallow, gravelly spit near the 
bank. And it was there he used to teach him fishing, and there young 
Portly caught his first fish, of which he was so very proud. The child 
loved the spot, and Otter thinks that if he came wandering back from 
wherever he is — if he is anywhere by this time, poor little chap — he 
might make for the ford he was so fond of; or if he came across it he’d 
remember it well, and stop there and play, perhaps. So Otter goes there 
every night and watches — on the chance, you know, just on the 
chance!” 

They were silent for a time, both thinking of the same thing — the 
lonely, heart-sore animal, crouched by the ford, watching and waiting, 
the long night through — on the chance. 

“Well, well,” said the Rat presently, “I suppose we ought to be 
thinking about turning in.” But he never offered to move. 

“Rat,” said the Mole, “I simply can’t go and turn in, and go to sleep, 
and do nothing, even though there doesn’t seem to be anything to be 
done. We’ll get the boat out, and paddle upstream. The moon will be up 
in an hour or so, and then we will search as well as we can — anyhow, it 
will be better than going to bed and doing nothing.” 

“Just what I was thinking myself,” said the Rat. “It’s not the sort of 
night for bed anyhow; and daybreak is not so very far off, and then we 
may pick up some news of him from early risers as we go along.” 

They got the boat out, and the Rat took the sculls, paddling with 
caution. Out in mid-stream, there was a clear, narrow track that faintly 
reflected the sky; but wherever shadows fell on the water from bank, 
bush, or tree, they were as solid to all appearance as the banks 


themselves, and the Mole had to steer with judgment accordingly. Dark 
and deserted as it was, the night was full of small noises, song and 
chatter and rustling, telling of the busy little population who were up and 
about, plying their trades and vocations through the night till sunshine 
should fall on them at last and send them off to their well-earned repose. 
The water’s own noises, too, were more apparent than by day, its 
gurglings and “cloops” more unexpected and near at hand; and 
constantly they started at what seemed a sudden clear call from an actual 
articulate voice. 

The line of the horizon was clear and hard against the sky, and in one 
particular quarter it showed black against a silvery climbing 
phosphorescence that grew and grew. At last, over the rim of the waiting 
earth the moon lifted with slow majesty till it swung clear of the horizon 
and rode off, free of moorings; and once more they began to see surfaces 
— meadows wide-spread, and quiet gardens, and the river itself from 
bank to bank, all softly disclosed, all washed clean of mystery and terror, 
all radiant again as by day, but with a difference that was tremendous. 
Their old haunts greeted them again in other raiment, as if they had 
slipped away and put on this pure new apparel and come quietly back, 
smiling as they shyly waited to see if they would be recognised again 
under it. 

Fastening their boat to a willow, the friends landed in this silent, silver 
kingdom, and patiently explored the hedges, the hollow trees, the runnels 
and their little culverts, the ditches and dry water-ways. Embarking again 
and crossing over, they worked their way up the stream in this manner, 
while the moon, serene and detached in a cloudless sky, did what she 
could, though so far off, to help them in their quest; till her hour came 
and she sank earthwards reluctantly, and left them, and mystery once 
more held field and river. 

Then a change began slowly to declare itself. The horizon became 
clearer, field and tree came more into sight, and somehow with a 
different look; the mystery began to drop away from them. A bird piped 
suddenly, and was still; and a light breeze sprang up and set the reeds and 
bulrushes rustling. Rat, who was in the stern of the boat, while Mole 
sculled, sat up suddenly and listened with a passionate intentness. Mole, 
who with gentle strokes was just keeping the boat moving while he 
scanned the banks with care, looked at him with curiosity. 

“It’s gone!” sighed the Rat, sinking back in his seat again. “So 
beautiful and strange and new! Since it was to end so soon, I almost wish 
I had never heard it. For it has roused a longing in me that is pain, and 


nothing seems worth while but just to hear that sound once more and go 
on listening to it for ever. No! There it is again!” he cried, alert once 
more. Entranced, he was silent for a long space, spellbound. 

“Now it passes on and I begin to lose it,” he said presently. “O Mole! 
the beauty of it! The merry bubble and joy, the thin, clear, happy call of 
the distant piping! Such music I never dreamed of, and the call in it is 
stronger even than the music is sweet! Row on, Mole, row! For the 
music and the call must be for us.” 

The Mole, greatly wondering, obeyed. “I hear nothing myself,” he 
said, “but the wind playing in the reeds and rushes and osiers.” 

The Rat never answered, if indeed he heard. Rapt, transported, 
trembling, he was possessed in all his senses by this new divine thing 
that caught up his helpless soul and swung and dandled it, a powerless 
but happy infant in a strong sustaining grasp. 

In silence Mole rowed steadily, and soon they came to a point where 
the river divided, a long backwater branching off to one side. With a 
slight movement of his head Rat, who had long dropped the rudder-lines, 
directed the rower to take the backwater. The creeping tide of light 
gained and gained, and now they could see the colour of the flowers that 
gemmed the water’s edge. 

“Clearer and nearer still,” cried the Rat joyously. “Now you must 
surely hear it! Ah — at last — I see you do!” 

Breathless and transfixed, the Mole stopped rowing as the liquid run 
of that glad piping broke on him like a wave, caught him up, and 
possessed him utterly. He saw the tears on his comrade’s cheeks, and 
bowed his head and understood. For a space they hung there, brushed by 
the purple loosestrife that fringed the bank; then the clear imperious 
summons that marched hand-in-hand with the intoxicating melody 
imposed its will on Mole, and mechanically he bent to his oars again. 
And the light grew steadily stronger, but no birds sang as they were wont 
to do at the approach of dawn; and but for the heavenly music all was 
marvellously still. 

On either side of them, as they glided onwards, the rich meadow-grass 
seemed that morning of a freshness and a greenness unsurpassable. 
Never had they noticed the roses so vivid, the willow-herb so riotous, the 
meadow-sweet so odorous and pervading. Then the murmur of the 
approaching weir began to hold the air, and they felt a consciousness that 
they were nearing the end, whatever it might be, that surely awaited their 
expedition. 





A wide half-circle of foam and glinting lights and shining shoulders 
of green water, the great weir closed the backwater from bank to bank, 
troubled all the quiet surface with twirling eddies and floating foam- 
streaks, and deadened all other sounds with its solemn and soothing 
rumble. In midmost of the stream, embraced in the weir’s shimmering 
arm-spread, a small island lay anchored, fringed close with willow and 
silver birch and alder. Reserved, shy, but full of significance, it hid 
whatever it might hold behind a veil, keeping it till the hour should 
come, and, with the hour, those who were called and chosen. 

Slowly, but with no doubt or hesitation whatever, and in something of 
a solemn expectancy, the two animals passed through the broken, 
tumultuous water and moored their boat at the flowery margin of the 
island. In silence they landed, and pushed through the blossom and 
scented herbage and undergrowth that led up to the level ground, till they 
stood on a little lawn of a marvellous green, set round with Nature’s own 
orchard-trees — crab-apple, wild cherry, and sloe. 

“This is the place of my song-dream, the place the music played to 
me,” whispered the Rat, as if in a trance. “Here, in this holy place, here if 
anywhere, surely we shall find Him!” 

Then suddenly the Mole felt a great Awe fall upon him, an awe that 
turned his muscles to water, bowed his head, and rooted his feet to the 
ground. It was no panic terror — indeed he felt wonderfully at peace and 
happy — but it was an awe that smote and held him and, without seeing, 
he knew it could only mean that some august Presence was very, very 
near. With difficulty he turned to look for his friend, and saw him at his 
side, cowed, stricken, and trembling violently. And still there was utter 
silence in the populous bird-haunted branches around them; and still the 
light grew and grew. 

Perhaps he would never have dared to raise his eyes, but that, though 
the piping was now hushed, the call and the summons seemed still 
dominant and imperious. He might not refuse, were Death himself 
waiting to strike him instantly, once he had looked with mortal eye on 
things rightly kept hidden. Trembling he obeyed, and raised his humble 
head; and then, in that utter clearness of the imminent dawn, while 
Nature, flushed with fulness of incredible colour, seemed to hold her 
breath for the event, he looked in the very eyes of the Friend and Helper; 
saw the backward sweep of the curved horns, gleaming in the growing 
daylight; saw the stern, hooked nose between the kindly eyes that were 
looking down on them humorously, while the bearded mouth broke into 
a half-smile at the corners; saw the rippling muscles on the arm that lay 


across the broad chest, the long supple hand still holding the pan-pipes 
only just fallen away from the parted lips; saw the splendid curves of the 
shaggy limbs disposed in majestic ease on the sward; saw, last of all, 
nestling between his very hooves, sleeping soundly in entire peace and 
contentment, the little, round, podgy, childish form of the baby otter. All 
this he saw, for one moment breathless and intense, vivid on the morning 
sky; and still, as he looked, he lived; and still, as he lived, he wondered. 

“Rat!” he found breath to whisper, shaking. “Are you afraid?” 

“Afraid?” murmured the Rat, his eyes shining with unutterable love. 
“Afraid! Of Him? O, never, never! And yet — and yet — O, Mole, I am 
afraid!” 

Then the two animals, crouching to the earth, bowed their heads and 
did worship. 

Sudden and magnificent, the sun’s broad golden disc showed itself 
over the horizon facing them; and the first rays, shooting across the level 
water-meadows, took the animals full in the eyes and dazzled them. 
When they were able to look once more, the Vision had vanished, and 
the air was full of the carol of birds that hailed the dawn. 

As they stared blankly, in dumb misery deepening as they slowly 
realised all they had seen and all they had lost, a capricious little breeze, 
dancing up from the surface of the water, tossed the aspens, shook the 
dewy roses, and blew lightly and caressingly in their faces; and with its 
soft touch came instant oblivion. For this is the last best gift that the 
kindly demi-god is careful to bestow on those to whom he has revealed 
himself in their helping: the gift of forgetfulness. Lest the awful 
remembrance should remain and grow, and overshadow mirth and 
pleasure, and the great haunting memory should spoil all the after-lives 
of little animals helped out of difficulties, in order that they should be 
happy and light-hearted as before. 

Mole rubbed his eyes and stared at Rat, who was looking about him in 
a puzzled sort of way. “I beg your pardon; what did you say, Rat?” he 
asked. 

“I think I was only remarking,” said Rat slowly, “that this was the 
right sort of place, and that here, if anywhere, we should find him. And 
look! Why, there he is, the little fellow!” And with a cry of delight he ran 
towards the slumbering Portly. 

But Mole stood still a moment, held in thought. As one wakened 
suddenly from a beautiful dream, who struggles to recall it, and can 
recapture nothing but a dim sense of the beauty of it, the beauty! Till 
that, too, fades away in its turn, and the dreamer bitterly accepts the hard, 


cold waking and all its penalties; so Mole, after struggling with his 
memory for a brief space, shook his head sadly and followed the Rat. 

Portly woke up with a joyous squeak, and wriggled with pleasure at 
the sight of his father’s friends, who had played with him so often in past 
days. In a moment, however, his face grew blank, and he fell to hunting 
round in a circle with pleading whine. As a child that has fallen happily 
asleep in its nurse’s arms, and wakes to find itself alone and laid in a 
strange place, and searches corners and cupboards, and runs from room 
to room, despair growing silently in its heart, even so Portly searched the 
island and searched, dogged and unwearying, till at last the black 
moment came for giving it up, and sitting down and crying bitterly. 

The Mole ran quickly to comfort the little animal; but Rat, lingering, 
looked long and doubtfully at certain hoof-marks deep in the sward. 

“Some — great — animal — has been here,” he murmured slowly 
and thoughtfully; and stood musing, musing; his mind strangely stirred. 

“Come along, Rat!” called the Mole. “Think of poor Otter, waiting up 
there by the ford!” 

Portly had soon been comforted by the promise of a treat — a jaunt 
on the river in Mr. Rat’s real boat; and the two animals conducted him to 
the water’s side, placed him securely between them in the bottom of the 
boat, and paddled off down the backwater. The sun was fully up by now, 
and hot on them, birds sang lustily and without restraint, and flowers 
smiled and nodded from either bank, but somehow — so thought the 
animals — with less of richness and blaze of colour than they seemed to 
remember seeing quite recently somewhere — they wondered where. 

The main river reached again, they turned the boat’s head upstream, 
towards the point where they knew their friend was keeping his lonely 
vigil. As they drew near the familiar ford, the Mole took the boat in to 
the bank, and they lifted Portly out and set him on his legs on the tow- 
path, gave him his marching orders and a friendly farewell pat on the 
back, and shoved out into mid-stream. They watched the little animal as 
he waddled along the path contentedly and with importance; watched 
him till they saw his muzzle suddenly lift and his waddle break into a 
clumsy amble as he quickened his pace with shrill whines and wriggles 
of recognition. Looking up the river, they could see Otter start up, tense 
and rigid, from out of the shallows where he crouched in dumb patience, 
and could hear his amazed and joyous bark as he bounded up through the 
osiers on to the path. Then the Mole, with a strong pull on one oar, 
swung the boat round and let the full stream bear them down again 
whither it would, their quest now happily ended. 


“T feel strangely tired, Rat,” said the Mole, leaning wearily over his 
oars, as the boat drifted. “It’s being up all night, you’ll say, perhaps; but 
that’s nothing. We do as much half the nights of the week, at this time of 
the year. No; I feel as if I had been through something very exciting and 
rather terrible, and it was just over; and yet nothing particular has 
happened.” 

“Or something very surprising and splendid and beautiful,” murmured 
the Rat, leaning back and closing his eyes. “I feel just as you do, Mole; 
simply dead tired, though not body-tired. It’s lucky we’ve got the stream 
with us, to take us home. Isn’t it jolly to feel the sun again, soaking into 
one’s bones! And hark to the wind playing in the reeds!” 

“Tt’s like music — far-away music,” said the Mole, nodding drowsily. 

“So I was thinking,” murmured the Rat, dreamful and languid. 
“Dance-music — the lilting sort that runs on without a stop — but with 
words in it, too — it passes into words and out of them again — I catch 
them at intervals — then it is dance-music once more, and then nothing 
but the reeds’ soft thin whispering.” 

“You hear better than I,” said the Mole sadly. “I cannot catch the 
words.” 

“Let me try and give you them,” said the Rat softly, his eyes still 
closed. “Now it is turning into words again — faint but clear — Lest the 
awe should dwell — And turn your frolic to fret — You shall look on my 
power at the helping hour — But then you shall forget! Now the reeds 
take it up — forget, forget, they sigh, and it dies away in a rustle and a 
whisper. Then the voice returns — 

“Lest limbs be reddened and rent — I spring the trap that is set — As I 
loose the snare you may glimpse me there — For surely you shall forget! 
Row nearer, Mole, nearer to the reeds! It is hard to catch, and grows each 
minute fainter. 

“Helper and healer, I cheer — Small waifs in the woodland wet — 
Strays I find in it, wounds I bind in it — Bidding them all forget! Nearer, 
Mole, nearer! No, it is no good; the song has died away into reed-talk.” 

“But what do the words mean?” asked the wondering Mole. 

“That I do not know,” said the Rat simply. “I passed them on to you as 
they reached me. Ah! now they return again, and this time full and clear! 
This time, at last, it is the real, the unmistakable thing, simple — 
passionate — perfect—” 

“Well, let’s have it, then,” said the Mole, after he had waited patiently 
for a few minutes, half-dozing in the hot sun. 


But no answer came. He looked, and understood the silence. With a 
smile of much happiness on his face, and something of a listening look 
still lingering there, the weary Rat was fast asleep. 


Vill. TOAD’S ADVENTURES 


WHEN Toad found himself immured in a dank and noisome dungeon, 
and knew that all the grim darkness of a medieval fortress lay between 
him and the outer world of sunshine and well-metalled high roads where 
he had lately been so happy, disporting himself as if he had bought up 
every road in England, he flung himself at full length on the floor, and 
shed bitter tears, and abandoned himself to dark despair. “This is the end 
of everything” (he said), “at least it is the end of the career of Toad, 
which is the same thing; the popular and handsome Toad, the rich and 
hospitable Toad, the Toad so free and careless and debonair! How can I 
hope to be ever set at large again” (he said), “who have been imprisoned 
so justly for stealing so handsome a motor-car in such an audacious 
manner, and for such lurid and imaginative cheek, bestowed upon such a 
number of fat, red-faced policemen!” (Here his sobs choked him.) 
“Stupid animal that I was” (he said), “now I must languish in this 
dungeon, till people who were proud to say they knew me, have 
forgotten the very name of Toad! O wise old Badger!” (he said), “O 
clever, intelligent Rat and sensible Mole! What sound judgments, what a 
knowledge of men and matters you possess! O unhappy and forsaken 
Toad!” With lamentations such as these he passed his days and nights for 
several weeks, refusing his meals or intermediate light refreshments, 
though the grim and ancient gaoler, knowing that Toad’s pockets were 
well lined, frequently pointed out that many comforts, and indeed 
luxuries, could by arrangement be sent in — at a price — from outside. 

Now the gaoler had a daughter, a pleasant wench and good-hearted, 
who assisted her father in the lighter duties of his post. She was 
particularly fond of animals, and, besides her canary, whose cage hung 
on a nail in the massive wall of the keep by day, to the great annoyance 
of prisoners who relished an after-dinner nap, and was shrouded in an 
antimacassar on the parlour table at night, she kept several piebald mice 
and a restless revolving squirrel. This kind-hearted girl, pitying the 
misery of Toad, said to her father one day, “Father! I can’t bear to see 
that poor beast so unhappy, and getting so thin! You let me have the 
managing of him. You know how fond of animals I am. I’ll make him eat 
from my hand, and sit up, and do all sorts of things.” 

Her father replied that she could do what she liked with him. He was 
tired of Toad, and his sulks and his airs and his meanness. So that day 
she went on her errand of mercy, and knocked at the door of Toad’s cell. 


“Now, cheer up, Toad,” she said, coaxingly, on entering, “and sit up 
and dry your eyes and be a sensible animal. And do try and eat a bit of 
dinner. See, I’ve brought you some of mine, hot from the oven!” 

It was bubble-and-squeak, between two plates, and its fragrance filled 
the narrow cell. The penetrating smell of cabbage reached the nose of 
Toad as he lay prostrate in his misery on the floor, and gave him the idea 
for a moment that perhaps life was not such a blank and desperate thing 
as he had imagined. But still he wailed, and kicked with his legs, and 
refused to be comforted. So the wise girl retired for the time, but, of 
course, a good deal of the smell of hot cabbage remained behind, as it 
will do, and Toad, between his sobs, sniffed and reflected, and gradually 
began to think new and inspiring thoughts: of chivalry, and poetry, and 
deeds still to be done; of broad meadows, and cattle browsing in them, 
raked by sun and wind; of kitchen-gardens, and straight herb-borders, 
and warm snap-dragon beset by bees; and of the comforting clink of 
dishes set down on the table at Toad Hall, and the scrape of chair-legs on 
the floor as every one pulled himself close up to his work. The air of the 
narrow cell took a rosy tinge; he began to think of his friends, and how 
they would surely be able to do something; of lawyers, and how they 
would have enjoyed his case, and what an ass he had been not to get ina 
few; and lastly, he thought of his own great cleverness and resource, and 
all that he was capable of if he only gave his great mind to it; and the 
cure was almost complete. 





He lay prostrate in his misery on the floor 


When the girl returned, some hours later, she carried a tray, with a cup 
of fragrant tea steaming on it; and a plate piled up with very hot buttered 
toast, cut thick, very brown on both sides, with the butter running 
through the holes in it in great golden drops, like honey from the 
honeycomb. The smell of that buttered toast simply talked to Toad, and 
with no uncertain voice; talked of warm kitchens, of breakfasts on bright 
frosty mornings, of cosy parlour firesides on winter evenings, when 
one’s ramble was over, and slippered feet were propped on the fender; of 
the purring of contented cats, and the twitter of sleepy canaries. Toad sat 
up on end once more, dried his eyes, sipped his tea and munched his 
toast, and soon began talking freely about himself, and the house he lived 
in, and his doings there, and how important he was, and what a lot his 
friends thought of him. 

The gaoler’s daughter saw that the topic was doing him as much good 
as the tea, as indeed it was, and encouraged him to go on. 


“Tell me about Toad Hall,” said she. “It sounds beautiful.” 

“Toad Hall,” said the Toad proudly, “is an eligible, self-contained 
gentleman’s residence, very unique; dating in part from the fourteenth 
century, but replete with every modem convenience. Up-to-date 
sanitation. Five minutes from church, post-office, and golf-links. 
Suitable for—” 

“Bless the animal,” said the girl, laughing, “I don’t want to take it. 
Tell me something real about it. But first wait till I fetch you some more 
tea and toast.” 

She tripped away, and presently returned with a fresh trayful; and 
Toad, pitching into the toast with avidity, his spirits quite restored to their 
usual level, told her about the boat-house, and the fish-pond, and the old 
walled kitchen-garden; and about the pig-styes and the stables, and the 
pigeon-house and the hen-house; and about the dairy, and the wash- 
house, and the china-cupboards, and the linen-presses (she liked that bit 
especially); and about the banqueting-hall, and the fun they had there 
when the other animals were gathered round the table and Toad was at 
his best, singing songs, telling stories, carrying on generally. Then she 
wanted to know about his animal-friends, and was very interested in all 
he had to tell her about them and how they lived, and what they did to 
pass their time. Of course, she did not say she was fond of animals as 
pets, because she had the sense to see that Toad would be extremely 
offended. When she said good-night, having filled his water-jug and 
shaken up his straw for him, Toad was very much the same sanguine, 
self-satisfied animal that he had been of old. He sang a little song or two, 
of the sort he used to sing at his dinner-parties, curled himself up in the 
straw, and had an excellent night’s rest and the pleasantest of dreams. 

They had many interesting talks together, after that, as the dreary days 
went on; and the gaoler’s daughter grew very sorry for Toad, and thought 
it a great shame that a poor little animal should be locked up in prison for 
what seemed to her a very trivial offence. Toad, of course, in his vanity, 
thought that her interest in him proceeded from a growing tenderness; 
and he could not help half-regretting that the social gulf between them 
was so very wide, for she was a comely lass, and evidently admired him 
very much. 

One morning the girl was very thoughtful, and answered at random, 
and did not seem to Toad to be paying proper attention to his witty 
sayings and sparkling comments. 

“Toad,” she said presently, “just listen, please. I have an aunt who is a 
washerwoman.” 


“There, there,” said Toad, graciously and affably, “never mind; think 
no more about it. J have several aunts who ought to be washerwomen.” 

“Do be quiet a minute, Toad,” said the girl. “You talk too much, that’s 
your chief fault, and I’m trying to think, and you hurt my head. As I said, 
I have an aunt who is a washerwoman; she does the washing for all the 
prisoners in this castle — we try to keep any paying business of that sort 
in the family, you understand. She takes out the washing on Monday 
morning, and brings it in on Friday evening. This is a Thursday. Now, 
this is what occurs to me: you’re very rich — at least you’re always 
telling me so — and she’s very poor. A few pounds wouldn’t make any 
difference to you, and it would mean a lot to her. Now, I think if she were 
properly approached — squared, I believe is the word you animals use 
— you could come to some arrangement by which she would let you 
have her dress and bonnet and so on, and you could escape from the 
castle as the official washerwoman. You’re very alike in many respects 
— particularly about the figure.” 

“We’re not,” said the Toad in a huff. “I have a very elegant figure — 
for what I am.” 

“So has my aunt,” replied the girl, “for what she is. But have it your 
own way. You horrid, proud, ungrateful animal, when I’m sorry for you, 
and trying to help you!” 

“Yes, yes, that’s all right; thank you very much indeed,” said the Toad 
hurriedly. “But look here! you wouldn’t surely have Mr. Toad, of Toad 
Hall, going about the country disguised as a washerwoman!” 

“Then you can stop here as a Toad,” replied the girl with much spirit. 
“I suppose you want to go off in a coach-and-four!” 

Honest Toad was always ready to admit himself in the wrong. “You 
are a good, kind, clever girl,” he said, “and I am indeed a proud and a 
stupid toad. Introduce me to your worthy aunt, if you will be so kind, and 
I have no doubt that the excellent lady and I will be able to arrange terms 
satisfactory to both parties.” 

Next evening the girl ushered her aunt into Toad’s cell, bearing his 
week’s washing pinned up in a towel. The old lady had been prepared 
beforehand for the interview, and the sight of certain gold sovereigns that 
Toad had thoughtfully placed on the table in full view practically 
completed the matter and left little further to discuss. In return for his 
cash, Toad received a cotton print gown, an apron, a shawl, and a rusty 
black bonnet; the only stipulation the old lady made being that she 
should be gagged and bound and dumped down in a corner. By this not 
very convincing artifice, she explained, aided by picturesque fiction 


which she could supply herself, she hoped to retain her situation, in spite 
of the suspicious appearance of things. 

Toad was delighted with the suggestion. It would enable him to leave 
the prison in some style, and with his reputation for being a desperate 
and dangerous fellow untarnished; and he readily helped the gaoler’s 
daughter to make her aunt appear as much as possible the victim of 
circumstances over which she had no control. 

“Now it’s your turn, Toad,” said the girl. “Take off that coat and 
waistcoat of yours; you’re fat enough as it is.” 

Shaking with laughter, she proceeded to “hook-and-eye” him into the 
cotton print gown, arranged the shawl with a professional fold, and tied 
the strings of the rusty bonnet under his chin. 

“You’re the very image of her,” she giggled, “only I’m sure you never 
looked half so respectable in all your life before. Now, good-bye, Toad, 
and good luck. Go straight down the way you came up; and if any one 
says anything to you, as they probably will, being but men, you can chaff 
back a bit, of course, but remember you’re a widow woman, quite alone 
in the world, with a character to lose.” 

With a quaking heart, but as firm a footstep as he could command, 
Toad set forth cautiously on what seemed to be a most hare-brained and 
hazardous undertaking; but he was soon agreeably surprised to find how 
easy everything was made for him, and a little humbled at the thought 
that both his popularity, and the sex that seemed to inspire it, were really 
another’s. The washerwoman’s squat figure in its familiar cotton print 
seemed a passport for every barred door and grim gateway; even when 
he hesitated, uncertain as to the right turning to take, he found himself 
helped out of his difficulty by the warder at the next gate, anxious to be 
off to his tea, summoning him to come along sharp and not keep him 
waiting there all night. The chaff and the humourous sallies to which he 
was subjected, and to which, of course, he had to provide prompt and 
effective reply, formed, indeed, his chief danger; for Toad was an animal 
with a strong sense of his own dignity, and the chaff was mostly (he 
thought) poor and clumsy, and the humour of the sallies entirely lacking. 
However, he kept his temper, though with great difficulty, suited his 
retorts to his company and his supposed character, and did his best not to 
overstep the limits of good taste. 

It seemed hours before he crossed the last courtyard, rejected the 
pressing invitations from the last guardroom, and dodged the outspread 
arms of the last warder, pleading with simulated passion for just one 
farewell embrace. But at last he heard the wicket-gate in the great outer 


door click behind him, felt the fresh air of the outer world upon his 
anxious brow, and knew that he was free! 

Dizzy with the easy success of his daring exploit, he walked quickly 
towards the lights of the town, not knowing in the least what he should 
do next, only quite certain of one thing, that he must remove himself as 
quickly as possible from the neighbourhood where the lady he was 
forced to represent was so well-known and so popular a character. 

As he walked along, considering, his attention was caught by some 
red and green lights a little way off, to one side of the town, and the 
sound of the puffing and snorting of engines and the banging of shunted 
trucks fell on his ear. “Aha!” he thought, “this is a piece of luck! A 
railway station is the thing I want most in the whole world at this 
moment; and what’s more, I needn’t go through the town to get it, and 
shan’t have to support this humiliating character by repartees which, 
though thoroughly effective, do not assist one’s sense of self-respect.” 

He made his way to the station accordingly, consulted a time-table, 
and found that a train, bound more or less in the direction of his home, 
was due to start in half-an-hour. “More luck!” said Toad, his spirits rising 
rapidly, and went off to the booking-office to buy his ticket. 

He gave the name of the station that he knew to be nearest to the 
village of which Toad Hall was the principal feature, and mechanically 
put his fingers, in search of the necessary money, where his waistcoat 
pocket should have been. But here the cotton gown, which had nobly 
stood by him so far, and which he had basely forgotten, intervened, and 
frustrated his efforts. In a sort of nightmare he struggled with the strange 
uncanny thing that seemed to hold his hands, turn all muscular strivings 
to water, and laugh at him all the time; while other travellers, forming up 
in a line behind, waited with impatience, making suggestions of more or 
less value and comments of more or less stringency and point. At last — 
somehow — he never rightly understood how — he burst the barriers, 
attained the goal, arrived at where all waistcoat pockets are eternally 
situated, and found — not only no money, but no pocket to hold it, and 
no waistcoat to hold the pocket! 

To his horror he recollected that he had left both coat and waistcoat 
behind him in his cell, and with them his pocket-book, money, keys, 
watch, matches, pencil-case — all that makes life worth living, all that 
distinguishes the many-pocketed animal, the lord of creation, from the 
inferior one-pocketed or no-pocketed productions that hop or trip about 
permissively, unequipped for the real contest. 


In his misery he made one desperate effort to carry the thing off, and, 
with a return to his fine old manner — a blend of the Squire and the 
College Don — he said, “Look here! I find I’ve left my purse behind. 
Just give me that ticket, will you, and Pll send the money on to-morrow? 
I’m well-known in these parts.” 

The clerk stared at him and the rusty black bonnet a moment, and then 
laughed. “I should think you were pretty well known in these parts,” he 
said, “if you’ve tried this game on often. Here, stand away from the 
window, please, madam; you’re obstructing the other passengers!” 

An old gentleman who had been prodding him in the back for some 
moments here thrust him away, and, what was worse, addressed him as 
his good woman, which angered Toad more than anything that had 
occurred that evening. 

Baffled and full of despair, he wandered blindly down the platform 
where the train was standing, and tears trickled down each side of his 
nose. It was hard, he thought, to be within sight of safety and almost of 
home, and to be baulked by the want of a few wretched shillings and by 
the pettifogging mistrustfulness of paid officials. Very soon his escape 
would be discovered, the hunt would be up, he would be caught, reviled, 
loaded with chains, dragged back again to prison and bread-and-water 
and straw; his guards and penalties would be doubled; and O, what 
sarcastic remarks the girl would make! What was to be done? He was not 
swift of foot; his figure was unfortunately recognisable. Could he not 
squeeze under the seat of a carriage? He had seen this method adopted by 
schoolboys, when the journey-money provided by thoughtful parents had 
been diverted to other and better ends. As he pondered, he found himself 
opposite the engine, which was being oiled, wiped, and generally 
caressed by its affectionate driver, a burly man with an oil-can in one 
hand and a lump of cotton-waste in the other. 

“Hullo, mother!” said the engine-driver, “what’s the trouble? You 
don’t look particularly cheerful.” 

“O, sir!” said Toad, crying afresh, “I am a poor unhappy 
washerwoman, and I’ve lost all my money, and can’t pay for a ticket, and 
I must get home to-night somehow, and whatever I am to do I don’t 
know. O dear, O dear!” 

“That’s a bad business, indeed,” said the engine-driver reflectively. 
“Lost your money — and can’t get home — and got some kids, too, 
waiting for you, I dare say?” 

“Any amount of ‘em,” sobbed Toad. “And they’ll be hungry — and 
playing with matches — and upsetting lamps, the little innocents! — and 


quarrelling, and going on generally. O dear, O dear!” 

“Well, PI tell you what I'll do,” said the good engine-driver. “You’re 
a washerwoman to your trade, says you. Very well, that’s that. And I’m 
an engine-driver, as you well may see, and there’s no denying it’s terribly 
dirty work. Uses up a power of shirts, it does, till my missus is fair tired 
of washing of ‘em. If you’ll wash a few shirts for me when you get 
home, and send ‘em along, I’ll give you a ride on my engine. It’s against 
the Company’s regulations, but we’re not so very particular in these out- 
of-the-way parts.” 

The Toad’s misery turned into rapture as he eagerly scrambled up into 
the cab of the engine. Of course, he had never washed a shirt in his life, 
and couldn’t if he tried and, anyhow, he wasn’t going to begin; but he 
thought: “When I get safely home to Toad Hall, and have money again, 
and pockets to put it in, I will send the engine-driver enough to pay for 
quite a quantity of washing, and that will be the same thing, or better.” 

The guard waved his welcome flag, the engine-driver whistled in 
cheerful response, and the train moved out of the station. As the speed 
increased, and the Toad could see on either side of him real fields, and 
trees, and hedges, and cows, and horses, all flying past him, and as he 
thought how every minute was bringing him nearer to Toad Hall, and 
sympathetic friends, and money to chink in his pocket, and a soft bed to 
sleep in, and good things to eat, and praise and admiration at the recital 
of his adventures and his surpassing cleverness, he began to skip up and 
down and shout and sing snatches of song, to the great astonishment of 
the engine-driver, who had come across washerwomen before, at long 
intervals, but never one at all like this. 

They had covered many and many a mile, and Toad was already 
considering what he would have for supper as soon as he got home, 
when he noticed that the engine-driver, with a puzzled expression on his 
face, was leaning over the side of the engine and listening hard. Then he 
saw him climb on to the coals and gaze out over the top of the train; then 
he returned and said to Toad: “It’s very strange; we’re the last train 
running in this direction to-night, yet I could be sworn that I heard 
another following us!” 

Toad ceased his frivolous antics at once. He became grave and 
depressed, and a dull pain in the lower part of his spine, communicating 
itself to his legs, made him want to sit down and try desperately not to 
think of all the possibilities. 

By this time the moon was shining brightly, and the engine-driver, 
steadying himself on the coal, could command a view of the line behind 


them for a long distance. 

Presently he called out, “I can see it clearly now! It is an engine, on 
our rails, coming along at a great pace! It looks as if we were being 
pursued!” 

The miserable Toad, crouching in the coal-dust, tried hard to think of 
something to do, with dismal want of success. 

“They are gaining on us fast!” cried the engine-driver. “And the 
engine is crowded with the queerest lot of people! Men like ancient 
warders, waving halberds; policemen in their helmets, waving 
truncheons; and shabbily dressed men in pot-hats, obvious and 
unmistakable plain-clothes detectives even at this distance, waving 
revolvers and walking-sticks; all waving, and all shouting the same thing 
— ‘Stop, stop, stop!’” 

Then Toad fell on his knees among the coals, and, raising his clasped 
paws in supplication, cried, “Save me, only save me, dear kind Mr. 
Engine-driver, and I will confess everything! I am not the simple 
washerwoman I seem to be! I have no children waiting for me, innocent 
or otherwise! I am a toad — the well-known and popular Mr. Toad, a 
landed proprietor; I have just escaped, by my great daring and 
cleverness, from a loathsome dungeon into which my enemies had flung 
me; and if those fellows on that engine recapture me, it will be chains 
and bread-and-water and straw and misery once more for poor, unhappy, 
innocent Toad!” 

The engine-driver looked down upon him very sternly, and said, 
“Now tell the truth; what were you put in prison for?” 

“Tt was nothing very much,” said poor Toad, colouring deeply. “I only 
borrowed a motor-car while the owners were at lunch; they had no need 
of it at the time. I didn’t mean to steal it, really; but people — especially 
magistrates — take such harsh views of thoughtless and high-spirited 
actions.” 

The engine-driver looked very grave and said, “I fear that you have 
been indeed a wicked toad, and by rights I ought to give you up to 
offended justice. But you are evidently in sore trouble and distress, so I 
will not desert you. I don’t hold with motor-cars, for one thing; and I 
don’t hold with being ordered about by policemen when I’m on my own 
engine, for another. And the sight of an animal in tears always makes me 
feel queer and soft-hearted. So cheer up, Toad! PII do my best, and we 
may beat them yet!” 

They piled on more coals, shovelling furiously; the furnace roared, 
the sparks flew, the engine leapt and swung, but still their pursuers 


slowly gained. The engine-driver, with a sigh, wiped his brow with a 
handful of cotton-waste, and said, “I’m afraid it’s no good, Toad. You 
see, they are running light, and they have the better engine. There’s just 
one thing left for us to do, and it’s your only chance, so attend very 
carefully to what I tell you. A short way ahead of us is a long tunnel, and 
on the other side of that the line passes through a thick wood. Now, I will 
put on all the speed I can while we are running through the tunnel, but 
the other fellows will slow down a bit, naturally, for fear of an accident. 
When we are through, I will shut off steam and put on brakes as hard as I 
can, and the moment it’s safe to do so you must jump and hide in the 
wood, before they get through the tunnel and see you. Then I will go full 
speed ahead again, and they can chase me if they like, for as long as they 
like, and as far as they like. Now mind and be ready to jump when I tell 
you!” 

They piled on more coals, and the train shot into the tunnel, and the 
engine rushed and roared and rattled, till at last they shot out at the other 
end into fresh air and the peaceful moonlight, and saw the wood lying 
dark and helpful upon either side of the line. The driver shut off steam 
and put on brakes, the Toad got down on the step, and as the train slowed 
down to almost a walking pace he heard the driver call out, “Now, 
jump!” 

Toad jumped, rolled down a short embankment, picked himself up 
unhurt, scrambled into the wood and hid. 

Peeping out, he saw his train get up speed again and disappear at a 
great pace. Then out of the tunnel burst the pursuing engine, roaring and 
whistling, her motley crew waving their various weapons and shouting, 
“Stop! stop! stop!” When they were past, the Toad had a hearty laugh — 
for the first time since he was thrown into prison. 

But he soon stopped laughing when he came to consider that it was 
now very late and dark and cold, and he was in an unknown wood, with 
no money and no chance of supper, and still far from friends and home; 
and the dead silence of everything, after the roar and rattle of the train, 
was something of a shock. He dared not leave the shelter of the trees, so 
he struck into the wood, with the idea of leaving the railway as far as 
possible behind him. 

After so many weeks within walls, he found the wood strange and 
unfriendly and inclined, he thought, to make fun of him. Night-jars, 
sounding their mechanical rattle, made him think that the wood was full 
of searching warders, closing in on him. An owl, swooping noiselessly 
towards him, brushed his shoulder with its wing, making him jump with 


the horrid certainty that it was a hand; then flitted off, moth-like, 
laughing its low ho! ho! ho! which Toad thought in very poor taste. Once 
he met a fox, who stopped, looked him up and down in a sarcastic sort of 
way, and said, “Hullo, washerwoman! Half a pair of socks and a pillow- 
case short this week! Mind it doesn’t occur again!” and swaggered off, 
sniggering. Toad looked about for a stone to throw at him, but could not 
succeed in finding one, which vexed him more than anything. At last, 
cold, hungry, and tired out, he sought the shelter of a hollow tree, where 
with branches and dead leaves he made himself as comfortable a bed as 
he could, and slept soundly till the morning. 


IX. WAYFARERS ALL 


THE Water Rat was restless, and he did not exactly know why. To all 
appearance the summer’s pomp was still at fullest height, and although 
in the tilled acres green had given way to gold, though rowans were 
reddening, and the woods were dashed here and there with a tawny 
fierceness, yet light and warmth and colour were still present in 
undiminished measure, clean of any chilly premonitions of the passing 
year. But the constant chorus of the orchards and hedges had shrunk to a 
casual evensong from a few yet unwearied performers; the robin was 
beginning to assert himself once more; and there was a feeling in the air 
of change and departure. The cuckoo, of course, had long been silent; but 
many another feathered friend, for months a part of the familiar 
landscape and its small society, was missing too, and it seemed that the 
ranks thinned steadily day by day. Rat, ever observant of all winged 
movement, saw that it was taking daily a southing tendency; and even as 
he lay in bed at night he thought he could make out, passing in the 
darkness overhead, the beat and quiver of impatient pinions, obedient to 
the peremptory call. 

Nature’s Grand Hotel has its Season, like the others. As the guests one 
by one pack, pay, and depart, and the seats at the table-d’hdte shrink 
pitifully at each succeeding meal; as suites of rooms are closed, carpets 
taken up, and waiters sent away; those boarders who are staying on, en 
pension, until the next year’s full re-opening, cannot help being 
somewhat affected by all these flittings and farewells, this eager 
discussion of plans, routes, and fresh quarters, this daily shrinkage in the 
stream of comradeship. One gets unsettled, depressed, and inclined to be 
querulous. Why this craving for change? Why not stay on quietly here, 
like us, and be jolly? You don’t know this hotel out of the season, and 
what fun we have among ourselves, we fellows who remain and see the 
whole interesting year out. All very true, no doubt, the others always 
reply; we quite envy you — and some other year perhaps — but just now 
we have engagements — and there’s the bus at the door — our time is 
up! So they depart, with a smile and a nod, and we miss them, and feel 
resentful. The Rat was a self-sufficing sort of animal, rooted to the land, 
and, whoever went, he stayed; still, he could not help noticing what was 
in the air, and feeling some of its influence in his bones. 

It was difficult to settle down to anything seriously, with all this 
flitting going on. Leaving the water-side, where rushes stood thick and 


tall in a stream that was becoming sluggish and low, he wandered 
country-wards, crossed a field or two of pasturage already looking dusty 
and parched, and thrust into the great sea of wheat, yellow, wavy, and 
murmurous, full of quiet motion and small whisperings. Here he often 
loved to wander, through the forest of stiff strong stalks that carried their 
own golden sky away over his head — a sky that was always dancing, 
shimmering, softly talking; or swaying strongly to the passing wind and 
recovering itself with a toss and a merry laugh. Here, too, he had many 
small friends, a society complete in itself, leading full and busy lives, but 
always with a spare moment to gossip, and exchange news with a visitor. 
To-day, however, though they were civil enough, the field-mice and 
harvest mice seemed pre-occupied. Many were digging and tunnelling 
busily; others, gathered together in small groups, examined plans and 
drawings of small flats, stated to be desirable and compact, and situated 
conveniently near the Stores. Some were hauling out dusty trunks and 
dress-baskets, others were already elbow-deep packing their belongings; 
while everywhere piles and bundles of wheat, oats, barley, beech-mast 
and nuts, lay about ready for transport. 

“Here’s old Ratty!” they cried as soon as they saw him. “Come and 
bear a hand, Rat, and don’t stand about idle!” 

“What sort of games are you up to?” said the Water Rat severely. 
“You know it isn’t time to be thinking of winter quarters yet, by a long 
way!” 

“O yes, we know that,” explained a field-mouse rather shamefacedly; 
“but it’s always as well to be in good time, isn’t it? We really must get all 
the furniture and baggage and stores moved out of this before those 
horrid machines begin clicking round the fields; and then, you know, the 
best flats get picked up so quickly nowadays, and if you’re late you have 
to put up with anything; and they want such a lot of doing up, too, before 
they’re fit to move into. Of course, we’re early, we know that; but we’re 
only just making a start.” 

“O, bother starts,” said the Rat. “It’s a splendid day. Come for a row, 
or a Stroll along the hedges, or a picnic in the woods, or something.” 

“Well, I think not to-day, thank you,” replied the field-mouse 
hurriedly. “Perhaps some other day — when we’ve more time—” 

The Rat, with a snort of contempt, swung round to go, tripped over a 
hat-box, and fell, with undignified remarks. 

“If people would be more careful,” said a field-mouse rather stiffly, 
“and look where they’re going, people wouldn’t hurt themselves — and 


forget themselves. Mind that hold-all, Rat! You’d better sit down 
somewhere. In an hour or two we may be more free to attend to you.” 

“You won’t be ‘free’ as you call it, much this side of Christmas, I can 
see that,” retorted the Rat grumpily, as he picked his way out of the field. 

He returned somewhat despondently to his river again — his faithful, 
steady-going old river, which never packed up, flitted, or went into 
winter quarters. 

In the osiers which fringed the bank he spied a swallow sitting. 
Presently it was joined by another, and then by a third; and the birds, 
fidgeting restlessly on their bough, talked together earnestly and low. 

“What, already,” said the Rat, strolling up to them. “What’s the 
hurry? I call it simply ridiculous.” 

“O, we’re not off yet, if that’s what you mean,” replied the first 
swallow. “We’re only making plans and arranging things. Talking it over, 
you know — what route we’re taking this year, and where we’ll stop, 
and so on. That’s half the fun!” 

“Fun?” said the Rat; “now that’s just what I don’t understand. If 
you’ve got to leave this pleasant place, and your friends who will miss 
you, and your snug homes that you’ve just settled into, why, when the 
hour strikes I’ve no doubt you’ll go bravely, and face all the trouble and 
discomfort and change and newness, and make believe that you’re not 
very unhappy. But to want to talk about it, or even think about it, till you 
really need—” 

“No, you don’t understand, naturally,” said the second swallow. 
“First, we feel it stirring within us, a sweet unrest; then back come the 
recollections one by one, like homing pigeons. They flutter through our 
dreams at night, they fly with us in our wheelings and circlings by day. 
We hunger to inquire of each other, to compare notes and assure 
ourselves that it was all really true, as one by one the scents and sounds 
and names of long-forgotten places come gradually back and beckon to 
us.” 

“Couldn’t you stop on for just this year?” suggested the Water Rat, 
wistfully. “We’ll all do our best to make you feel at home. You’ve no 
idea what good times we have here, while you are far away.” 

“I tried ‘stopping on’ one year,” said the third swallow. “I had grown 
so fond of the place that when the time came I hung back and let the 
others go on without me. For a few weeks it was all well enough, but 
afterwards, O the weary length of the nights! The shivering, sunless 
days! The air so clammy and chill, and not an insect in an acre of it! No, 
it was no good; my courage broke down, and one cold, stormy night I 


took wing, flying well inland on account of the strong easterly gales. It 
was snowing hard as I beat through the passes of the great mountains, 
and I had a stiff fight to win through; but never shall I forget the blissful 
feeling of the hot sun again on my back as I sped down to the lakes that 
lay so blue and placid below me, and the taste of my first fat insect! The 
past was like a bad dream; the future was all happy holiday as I moved 
southwards week by week, easily, lazily, lingering as long as I dared, but 
always heeding the call! No, I had had my warning; never again did I 
think of disobedience.” 

“Ah, yes, the call of the South, of the South!” twittered the other two 
dreamily. “Its songs, its hues, its radiant air! O, do you remember—” 
and, forgetting the Rat, they slid into passionate reminiscence, while he 
listened fascinated, and his heart burned within him. In himself, too, he 
knew that it was vibrating at last, that chord hitherto dormant and 
unsuspected. The mere chatter of these southern-bound birds, their pale 
and second-hand reports, had yet power to awaken this wild new 
sensation and thrill him through and through with it; what would one 
moment of the real thing work in him — one passionate touch of the real 
southern sun, one waft of the authentic odour? With closed eyes he dared 
to dream a moment in full abandonment, and when he looked again the 
river seemed steely and chill, the green fields grey and lightless. Then his 
loyal heart seemed to cry out on his weaker self for its treachery. 

“Why do you ever come back, then, at all?” he demanded of the 
swallows jealously. “What do you find to attract you in this poor drab 
little country?” 

“And do you think,” said the first swallow, “that the other call is not 
for us too, in its due season? The call of lush meadow-grass, wet 
orchards, warm, insect-haunted ponds, of browsing cattle, of haymaking, 
and all the farm-buildings clustering round the House of the perfect 
Eaves?” 

“Do you suppose,” asked the second one, “that you are the only living 
thing that craves with a hungry longing to hear the cuckoo’s note again?” 

“In due time,” said the third, “we shall be home-sick once more for 
quiet water-lilies swaying on the surface of an English stream. But to- 
day all that seems pale and thin and very far away. Just now our blood 
dances to other music.” 

They fell a-twittering among themselves once more, and this time 
their intoxicating babble was of violet seas, tawny sands, and lizard- 
haunted walls. 


Restlessly the Rat wandered off once more, climbed the slope that 
rose gently from the north bank of the river, and lay looking out towards 
the great ring of Downs that barred his vision further southwards — his 
simple horizon hitherto, his Mountains of the Moon, his limit behind 
which lay nothing he had cared to see or to know. To-day, to him gazing 
South with a new-born need stirring in his heart, the clear sky over their 
long low outline seemed to pulsate with promise; to-day, the unseen was 
everything, the unknown the only real fact of life. On this side of the 
hills was now the real blank, on the other lay the crowded and coloured 
panorama that his inner eye was seeing so clearly. What seas lay beyond, 
green, leaping, and crested! What sun-bathed coasts, along which the 
white villas glittered against the olive woods! What quiet harbours, 
thronged with gallant shipping bound for purple islands of wine and 
spice, islands set low in languorous waters! 

He rose and descended river-wards once more; then changed his mind 
and sought the side of the dusty lane. There, lying half-buried in the 
thick, cool under-hedge tangle that bordered it, he could muse on the 
metalled road and all the wondrous world that it led to; on all the 
wayfarers, too, that might have trodden it, and the fortunes and 
adventures they had gone to seek or found unseeking — out there, 
beyond — beyond! 

Footsteps fell on his ear, and the figure of one that walked somewhat 
wearily came into view; and he saw that it was a Rat, and a very dusty 
one. The wayfarer, as he reached him, saluted with a gesture of courtesy 
that had something foreign about it — hesitated a moment — then with a 
pleasant smile turned from the track and sat down by his side in the cool 
herbage. He seemed tired, and the Rat let him rest unquestioned, 
understanding something of what was in his thoughts; knowing, too, the 
value all animals attach at times to mere silent companionship, when the 
weary muscles slacken and the mind marks time. 

The wayfarer was lean and keen-featured, and somewhat bowed at the 
shoulders; his paws were thin and long, his eyes much wrinkled at the 
corners, and he wore small gold ear rings in his neatly-set well-shaped 
ears. His knitted jersey was of a faded blue, his breeches, patched and 
stained, were based on a blue foundation, and his small belongings that 
he carried were tied up in a blue cotton handkerchief. 

When he had rested awhile the stranger sighed, snuffed the air, and 
looked about him. 

“That was clover, that warm whiff on the breeze,” he remarked; “and 
those are cows we hear cropping the grass behind us and blowing softly 





between mouthfuls. There is a sound of distant reapers, and yonder rises 
a blue line of cottage smoke against the woodland. The river runs 
somewhere close by, for I hear the call of a moorhen, and I see by your 
build that you’re a freshwater mariner. Everything seems asleep, and yet 
going on all the time. It is a goodly life that you lead, friend; no doubt 
the best in the world, if only you are strong enough to lead it!” 

“Yes, it’s the life, the only life, to live,” responded the Water Rat 
dreamily, and without his usual whole-hearted conviction. 

“I did not say exactly that,” replied the stranger cautiously; “but no 
doubt it’s the best. I’ve tried it, and I know. And because I’ve just tried it 
— six months of it — and know it’s the best, here am I, footsore and 
hungry, tramping away from it, tramping southwards, following the old 
call, back to the old life, the life which is mine and which will not let me 
go.” 

“Is this, then, yet another of them?” mused the Rat. “And where have 
you just come from?” he asked. He hardly dared to ask where he was 
bound for; he seemed to know the answer only too well. 

“Nice little farm,” replied the wayfarer, briefly. “Upalong in that 
direction—” he nodded northwards. “Never mind about it. I had 
everything I could want — everything I had any right to expect of life, 
and more; and here I am! Glad to be here all the same, though, glad to be 
here! So many miles further on the road, so many hours nearer to my 
heart’s desire!” 

His shining eyes held fast to the horizon, and he seemed to be 
listening for some sound that was wanting from that inland acreage, 
vocal as it was with the cheerful music of pasturage and farmyard. 

“You are not one of us,” said the Water Rat, “nor yet a farmer; nor 
even, I should judge, of this country.” 

“Right,” replied the stranger. “I’m a seafaring rat, I am, and the port I 
originally hail from is Constantinople, though I’m a sort of a foreigner 
there too, in a manner of speaking. You will have heard of 
Constantinople, friend? A fair city and an ancient and glorious one. And 
you may have heard too, of Sigurd, King of Norway, and how he sailed 
thither with sixty ships, and how he and his men rode up through streets 
all canopied in their honour with purple and gold; and how the Emperor 
and Empress came down and banqueted with him on board his ship. 
When Sigurd returned home, many of his Northmen remained behind 
and entered the Emperor’s body-guard, and my ancestor, a Norwegian 
born, stayed behind too, with the ships that Sigurd gave the Emperor. 
Seafarers we have ever been, and no wonder; as for me, the city of my 


birth is no more my home than any pleasant port between there and the 
London River. I know them all, and they know me. Set me down on any 
of their quays or foreshores, and I am home again.” 

“I suppose you go great voyages,” said the Water Rat with growing 
interest. “Months and months out of sight of land, and provisions 
running short, and allowanced as to water, and your mind communing 
with the mighty ocean, and all that sort of thing?” 

“By no means,” said the Sea Rat frankly. “Such a life as you describe 
would not suit me at all. I’m in the coasting trade, and rarely out of sight 
of land. It’s the jolly times on shore that appeal to me, as much as any 
seafaring. O, those southern seaports! The smell of them, the riding- 
lights at night, the glamour!” 

“Well, perhaps you have chosen the better way,” said the Water Rat, 
but rather doubtfully. “Tell me something of your coasting, then, if you 
have a mind to, and what sort of harvest an animal of spirit might hope to 
bring home from it to warm his latter days with gallant memories by the 
fireside; for my life, I confess to you, feels to me to-day somewhat 
narrow and circumscribed.” 

“My last voyage,” began the Sea Rat, “that landed me eventually in 
this country, bound with high hopes for my inland farm, will serve as a 
good example of any of them, and, indeed, as an epitome of my highly- 
coloured life. Family troubles, as usual, began it. The domestic storm- 
cone was hoisted, and I shipped myself on board a small trading vessel 
bound from Constantinople, by classic seas whose every wave throbs 
with a deathless memory, to the Grecian Islands and the Levant. Those 
were golden days and balmy nights! In and out of harbour all the time — 
old friends everywhere — sleeping in some cool temple or ruined cistern 
during the heat of the day — feasting and song after sundown, under 
great stars set in a velvet sky! Thence we turned and coasted up the 
Adriatic, its shores swimming in an atmosphere of amber, rose, and 
aquamarine; we lay in wide landlocked harbours, we roamed through 
ancient and noble cities, until at last one morning, as the sun rose royally 
behind us, we rode into Venice down a path of gold. O, Venice is a fine 
city, wherein a rat can wander at his ease and take his pleasure! Or, when 
weary of wandering, can sit at the edge of the Grand Canal at night, 
feasting with his friends, when the air is full of music and the sky full of 
stars, and the lights flash and shimmer on the polished steel prows of the 
swaying gondolas, packed so that you could walk across the canal on 
them from side to side! And then the food — do you like shell-fish? 
Well, well, we won’t linger over that now.” 


He was silent for a time; and the Water Rat, silent too and enthralled, 
floated on dream-canals and heard a phantom song pealing high between 
vaporous grey wave-lapped walls. 

“Southwards we sailed again at last,” continued the Sea Rat, “coasting 
down the Italian shore, till finally we made Palermo, and there I quitted 
for a long, happy spell on shore. I never stick too long to one ship; one 
gets narrow-minded and prejudiced. Besides, Sicily is one of my happy 
hunting-grounds. I know everybody there, and their ways just suit me. I 
spent many jolly weeks in the island, staying with friends upcountry. 
When I grew restless again I took advantage of a ship that was trading to 
Sardinia and Corsica; and very glad I was to feel the fresh breeze and the 
sea-spray in my face once more.” 

“But isn’t it very hot and stuffy, down in the — hold, I think you call 
it?” asked the Water Rat. 

The seafarer looked at him with the suspicion of a wink. “I’m an old 
hand,” he remarked with much simplicity. “The captain’s cabin’s good 
enough for me.” 

“Tt’s a hard life, by all accounts,” murmured the Rat, sunk in deep 
thought. 

“For the crew it is,” replied the seafarer gravely, again with the ghost 
of a wink. 

“From Corsica,” he went on, “I made use of a ship that was taking 
wine to the mainland. We made Alassio in the evening, lay to, hauled up 
our wine-casks, and hove them overboard, tied one to the other by a long 
line. Then the crew took to the boats and rowed shorewards, singing as 
they went, and drawing after them the long bobbing procession of casks, 
like a mile of porpoises. On the sands they had horses waiting, which 
dragged the casks up the steep street of the little town with a fine rush 
and clatter and scramble. When the last cask was in, we went and 
refreshed and rested, and sat late into the night, drinking with our friends, 
and next morning I took to the great olive-woods for a spell and a rest. 
For now I had done with islands for the time, and ports and shipping 
were plentiful; so I led a lazy life among the peasants, lying and 
watching them work, or stretched high on the hillside with the blue 
Mediterranean far below me. And so at length, by easy stages, and partly 
on foot, partly by sea, to Marseilles, and the meeting of old shipmates, 
and the visiting of great ocean-bound vessels, and feasting once more. 
Talk of shell-fish! Why, sometimes I dream of the shell-fish of 
Marseilles, and wake up crying!” 
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“It’s a hard life, by all accounts,” murmured the Rat 


“That reminds me,” said the polite Water Rat; “you happened to 
mention that you were hungry, and I ought to have spoken earlier. Of 
course, you will stop and take your mid-day meal with me? My hole is 
close by; it is some time past noon, and you are very welcome to 
whatever there is.” 

“Now I call that kind and brotherly of you,” said the Sea Rat. “I was 
indeed hungry when I sat down, and ever since I inadvertently happened 
to mention shell-fish, my pangs have been extreme. But couldn’t you 
fetch it along out here? I am none too fond of going under hatches, 
unless I’m obliged to; and then, while we eat, I could tell you more 
concerning my voyages and the pleasant life I lead — at least, it is very 
pleasant to me, and by your attention I judge it commends itself to you; 
whereas if we go indoors it is a hundred to one that I shall presently fall 
asleep.” 


“That is indeed an excellent suggestion,” said the Water Rat, and 
hurried off home. There he got out the luncheon-basket and packed a 
simple meal, in which, remembering the stranger’s origin and 
preferences, he took care to include a yard of long French bread, a 
sausage out of which the garlic sang, some cheese which lay down and 
cried, and a long-necked straw-covered flask wherein lay bottled 
sunshine shed and garnered on far Southern slopes. Thus laden, he 
returned with all speed, and blushed for pleasure at the old seaman’s 
commendations of his taste and judgment, as together they unpacked the 
basket and laid out the contents on the grass by the roadside. 

The Sea Rat, as soon as his hunger was somewhat assuaged, 
continued the history of his latest voyage, conducting his simple hearer 
from port to port of Spain, landing him at Lisbon, Oporto, and Bordeaux, 
introducing him to the pleasant harbours of Cornwall and Devon, and so 
up the Channel to that final quayside, where, landing after winds long 
contrary, storm-driven and weather-beaten, he had caught the first 
magical hints and heraldings of another Spring, and, fired by these, had 
sped on a long tramp inland, hungry for the experiment of life on some 
quiet farmstead, very far from the weary beating of any sea. 

Spellbound and quivering with excitement, the Water Rat followed 
the Adventurer league by league, over stormy bays, through crowded 
roadsteads, across harbour bars on a racing tide, up winding rivers that 
hid their busy little towns round a sudden turn; and left him with a 
regretful sigh planted at his dull inland farm, about which he desired to 
hear nothing. 

By this time their meal was over, and the Seafarer, refreshed and 
strengthened, his voice more vibrant, his eye lit with a brightness that 
seemed caught from some far-away sea-beacon, filled his glass with the 
red and glowing vintage of the South, and, leaning towards the Water 
Rat, compelled his gaze and held him, body and soul, while he talked. 
Those eyes were of the changing foam-streaked grey-green of leaping 
Northern seas; in the glass shone a hot ruby that seemed the very heart of 
the South, beating for him who had courage to respond to its pulsation. 
The twin lights, the shifting grey and the steadfast red, mastered the 
Water Rat and held him bound, fascinated, powerless. The quiet world 
outside their rays receded far away and ceased to be. And the talk, the 
wonderful talk flowed on — or was it speech entirely, or did it pass at 
times into song — chanty of the sailors weighing the dripping anchor, 
sonorous hum of the shrouds in a tearing North-Easter, ballad of the 
fisherman hauling his nets at sundown against an apricot sky, chords of 


guitar and mandoline from gondola or caique? Did it change into the cry 
of the wind, plaintive at first, angrily shrill as it freshened, rising to a 
tearing whistle, sinking to a musical trickle of air from the leech of the 
bellying sail? All these sounds the spellbound listener seemed to hear, 
and with them the hungry complaint of the gulls and the sea-mews, the 
soft thunder of the breaking wave, the cry of the protesting shingle. Back 
into speech again it passed, and with beating heart he was following the 
adventures of a dozen seaports, the fights, the escapes, the rallies, the 
comradeships, the gallant undertakings; or he searched islands for 
treasure, fished in still lagoons and dozed day-long on warm white sand. 
Of deep-sea fishings he heard tell, and mighty silver gatherings of the 
mile-long net; of sudden perils, noise of breakers on a moonless night, or 
the tall bows of the great liner taking shape overhead through the fog; of 
the merry home-coming, the headland rounded, the harbour lights 
opened out; the groups seen dimly on the quay, the cheery hail, the 
splash of the hawser; the trudge up the steep little street towards the 
comforting glow of red-curtained windows. 

Lastly, in his waking dream it seemed to him that the Adventurer had 
risen to his feet, but was still speaking, still holding him fast with his sea- 
grey eyes. 

“And now,” he was softly saying, “I take to the road again, holding on 
southwestwards for many a long and dusty day; till at last I reach the 
little grey sea town I know so well, that clings along one steep side of the 
harbour. There through dark doorways you look down flights of stone 
steps, overhung by great pink tufts of valerian and ending in a patch of 
sparkling blue water. The little boats that lie tethered to the rings and 
stanchions of the old sea-wall are gaily painted as those I clambered in 
and out of in my own childhood; the salmon leap on the flood tide, 
schools of mackerel flash and play past quay-sides and foreshores, and 
by the windows the great vessels glide, night and day, up to their 
moorings or forth to the open sea. There, sooner or later, the ships of all 
seafaring nations arrive; and there, at its destined hour, the ship of my 
choice will let go its anchor. I shall take my time, I shall tarry and bide, 
till at last the right one lies waiting for me, warped out into mid-stream, 
loaded low, her bowsprit pointing down harbour. I shall slip on board, by 
boat or along hawser; and then one morning I shall wake to the song and 
tramp of the sailors, the clink of the capstan, and the rattle of the anchor- 
chain coming merrily in. We shall break out the jib and the foresail, the 
white houses on the harbour side will glide slowly past us as she gathers 
steering-way, and the voyage will have begun! As she forges towards the 


headland she will clothe herself with canvas; and then, once outside, the 
sounding slap of great green seas as she heels to the wind, pointing 
South! 

“And you, you will come too, young brother; for the days pass, and 
never return, and the South still waits for you. Take the adventure, heed 
the call, now ere the irrevocable moment passes! ’Tis but a banging of 
the door behind you, a blithesome step forward, and you are out of the 
old life and into the new! Then some day, some day long hence, jog 
home here if you will, when the cup has been drained and the play has 
been played, and sit down by your quiet river with a store of goodly 
memories for company. You can easily overtake me on the road, for you 
are young, and I am ageing and go softly. I will linger, and look back; 
and at last I will surely see you coming, eager and light-hearted, with all 
the South in your face!” 

The voice died away and ceased as an insect’s tiny trumpet dwindles 
swiftly into silence; and the Water Rat, paralysed and staring, saw at last 
but a distant speck on the white surface of the road. 

Mechanically he rose and proceeded to repack the luncheon-basket, 
carefully and without haste. Mechanically he returned home, gathered 
together a few small necessaries and special treasures he was fond of, 
and put them in a satchel; acting with slow deliberation, moving about 
the room like a sleep-walker; listening ever with parted lips. He swung 
the satchel over his shoulder, carefully selected a stout stick for his 
wayfaring, and with no haste, but with no hesitation at all, he stepped 
across the threshold just as the Mole appeared at the door. 

“Why, where are you off to, Ratty?” asked the Mole in great surprise, 
grasping him by the arm. 

“Going South, with the rest of them,” murmured the Rat in a dreamy 
monotone, never looking at him. “Seawards first and then on shipboard, 
and so to the shores that are calling me!” 

He pressed resolutely forward, still without haste, but with dogged 
fixity of purpose; but the Mole, now thoroughly alarmed, placed himself 
in front of him, and looking into his eyes saw that they were glazed and 
set and turned a streaked and shifting grey — not his friend’s eyes, but 
the eyes of some other animal! Grappling with him strongly he dragged 
him inside, threw him down, and held him. 

The Rat struggled desperately for a few moments, and then his 
strength seemed suddenly to leave him, and he lay still and exhausted, 
with closed eyes, trembling. Presently the Mole assisted him to rise and 
placed him in a chair, where he sat collapsed and shrunken into himself, 


his body shaken by a violent shivering, passing in time into an hysterical 
fit of dry sobbing. Mole made the door fast, threw the satchel into a 
drawer and locked it, and sat down quietly on the table by his friend, 
waiting for the strange seizure to pass. Gradually the Rat sank into a 
troubled doze, broken by starts and confused murmurings of things 
strange and wild and foreign to the unenlightened Mole; and from that he 
passed into a deep slumber. 

Very anxious in mind, the Mole left him for a time and busied himself 
with household matters; and it was getting dark when he returned to the 
parlour and found the Rat where he had left him, wide awake indeed, but 
listless, silent, and dejected. He took one hasty glance at his eyes; found 
them, to his great gratification, clear and dark and brown again as before; 
and then sat down and tried to cheer him up and help him to relate what 
had happened to him. 

Poor Ratty did his best, by degrees, to explain things; but how could 
he put into cold words what had mostly been suggestion? How recall, for 
another’s benefit, the haunting sea voices that had sung to him, how 
reproduce at second-hand the magic of the Seafarer’s hundred 
reminiscences? Even to himself, now the spell was broken and the 
glamour gone, he found it difficult to account for what had seemed, some 
hours ago, the inevitable and only thing. It is not surprising, then, that he 
failed to convey to the Mole any clear idea of what he had been through 
that day. 

To the Mole this much was plain: the fit, or attack, had passed away, 
and had left him sane again, though shaken and cast down by the 
reaction. But he seemed to have lost all interest for the time in the things 
that went to make up his daily life, as well as in all pleasant forecastings 
of the altered days and doings that the changing season was surely 
bringing. 

Casually, then, and with seeming indifference, the Mole turned his 
talk to the harvest that was being gathered in, the towering wagons and 
their straining teams, the growing ricks, and the large moon rising over 
bare acres dotted with sheaves. He talked of the reddening apples around, 
of the browning nuts, of jams and preserves and the distilling of cordials; 
till by easy stages such as these he reached midwinter, its hearty joys and 
its snug home life, and then he became simply lyrical. 

By degrees the Rat began to sit up and to join in. His dull eye 
brightened, and he lost some of his listening air. 

Presently the tactful Mole slipped away and returned with a pencil 
and a few half-sheets of paper, which he placed on the table at his 


friend’s elbow. 

“Tt’s quite a long time since you did any poetry,” he remarked. “You 
might have a try at it this evening, instead of well, brooding over 
things so much. I’ve an idea that yov’ll feel a lot better when you’ve got 
something jotted down — if it’s only just the rhymes.” 

The Rat pushed the paper away from him wearily, but the discreet 
Mole took occasion to leave the room, and when he peeped in again 
some time later, the Rat was absorbed and deaf to the world; alternately 
scribbling and sucking the top of his pencil. It is true that he sucked a 
good deal more than he scribbled; but it was joy to the Mole to know that 
the cure had at least begun. 





X. THE FURTHER ADVENTURES OF TOAD 


THE front door of the hollow tree faced eastwards, so Toad was called at 
an early hour; partly by the bright sunlight streaming in on him, partly by 
the exceeding coldness of his toes, which made him dream that he was at 
home in bed in his own handsome room with the Tudor window, on a 
cold winter’s night, and his bed-clothes had got up, grumbling and 
protesting they couldn’t stand the cold any longer, and had run 
downstairs to the kitchen fire to warm themselves; and he had followed, 
on bare feet, along miles and miles of icy stone-paved passages, arguing 
and beseeching them to be reasonable. He would probably have been 
aroused much earlier, had he not slept for some weeks on straw over 
stone flags, and almost forgotten the friendly feeling of thick blankets 
pulled well up round the chin. 

Sitting up, he rubbed his eyes first and his complaining toes next, 
wondered for a moment where he was, looking round for familiar stone 
wall and little barred window; then, with a leap of the heart, remembered 
everything — his escape, his flight, his pursuit; remembered, first and 
best thing of all, that he was free! 

Free! The word and the thought alone were worth fifty blankets. He 
was warm from end to end as he thought of the jolly world outside, 
waiting eagerly for him to make his triumphal entrance, ready to serve 
him and play up to him, anxious to help him and to keep him company, 
as it always had been in days of old before misfortune fell upon him. He 
shook himself and combed the dry leaves out of his hair with his fingers; 
and, his toilet complete, marched forth into the comfortable morning sun, 
cold but confident, hungry but hopeful, all nervous terrors of yesterday 
dispelled by rest and sleep and frank and heartening sunshine. 

He had the world all to himself, that early summer morning. The 
dewy woodland, as he threaded it, was solitary and still: the green fields 
that succeeded the trees were his own to do as he liked with; the road 
itself, when he reached it, in that loneliness that was everywhere, 
seemed, like a stray dog, to be looking anxiously for company. Toad, 
however, was looking for something that could talk, and tell him clearly 
which way he ought to go. It is all very well, when you have a light 
heart, and a clear conscience, and money in your pocket, and nobody 
scouring the country for you to drag you off to prison again, to follow 
where the road beckons and points, not caring whither. The practical 


Toad cared very much indeed, and he could have kicked the road for its 
helpless silence when every minute was of importance to him. 

The reserved rustic road was presently joined by a shy little brother in 
the shape of a canal, which took its hand and ambled along by its side in 
perfect confidence, but with the same tongue-tied, uncommunicative 
attitude towards strangers. “Bother them!” said Toad to himself. “But, 
anyhow, one thing’s clear. They must both be coming from somewhere, 
and going to somewhere. You can’t get over that, Toad, my boy!” So he 
marched on patiently by the water’s edge. 

Round a bend in the canal came plodding a solitary horse, stooping 
forward as if in anxious thought. From rope traces attached to his collar 
stretched a long line, taut, but dipping with his stride, the further part of 
it dripping pearly drops. Toad let the horse pass, and stood waiting for 
what the fates were sending him. 

With a pleasant swirl of quiet water at its blunt bow the barge slid up 
alongside of him, its gaily painted gunwale level with the towing-path, 
its sole occupant a big stout woman wearing a linen sun-bonnet, one 
brawny arm laid along the tiller. 

“A nice morning, ma’am!” she remarked to Toad, as she drew up 
level with him. 

“I dare say it is, ma’am!” responded Toad politely, as he walked along 
the tow-path abreast of her. “I dare say it is a nice morning to them that’s 
not in sore trouble, like what I am. Here’s my married daughter, she 
sends off to me post-haste to come to her at once; so off I comes, not 
knowing what may be happening or going to happen, but fearing the 
worst, as you will understand, ma’am, if you’re a mother, too. And I’ve 
left my business to look after itself — I’m in the washing and laundering 
line, you must know, ma’am — and I’ve left my young children to look 
after themselves, and a more mischievous and troublesome set of young 
imps doesn’t exist, ma’am; and I’ve lost all my money, and lost my way, 
and as for what may be happening to my married daughter, why, I don’t 
like to think of it, ma’am!” 

“Where might your married daughter be living, ma’am?” asked the 
barge-woman. 

“She lives near to the river, ma’am,” replied Toad. “Close to a fine 
house called Toad Hall, that’s somewheres hereabouts in these parts. 
Perhaps you may have heard of it.” 

“Toad Hall? Why, I’m going that way myself,” replied the barge- 
woman. “This canal joins the river some miles further on, a little above 


Toad Hall; and then it’s an easy walk. You come along in the barge with 
me, and Pll give you a lift.” 

She steered the barge close to the bank, and Toad, with many humble 
and grateful acknowledgments, stepped lightly on board and sat down 
with great satisfaction. “Toad’s luck again!” thought he. “I always come 
out on top!” 

“So you’re in the washing business, ma’am?” said the barge-woman 
politely, as they glided along. “And a very good business you’ve got too, 
I dare say, if I’m not making too free in saying so.” 

“Finest business in the whole country,” said Toad airily. “All the 
gentry come to me — wouldn’t go to any one else if they were paid, they 
know me so well. You see, I understand my work thoroughly, and attend 
to it all myself. Washing, ironing, clear-starching, making up gents’ fine 
shirts for evening wear — everything’s done under my own eye!” 

“But surely you don’t do all that work yourself, ma’am?” asked the 
barge-woman respectfully. 

“O, I have girls,” said Toad lightly: “twenty girls or thereabouts, 
always at work. But you know what girls are, ma’am! Nasty little 
hussies, that’s what I call ‘em!” 

“So do I, too,” said the barge-woman with great heartiness. “But I 
dare say you set yours to rights, the idle trollops! And are you very fond 
of washing?” 

“I love it,” said Toad. “I simply dote on it. Never so happy as when 
I’ve got both arms in the wash-tub. But, then, it comes so easy to me! No 
trouble at all! A real pleasure, I assure you, ma’am!” 

“What a bit of luck, meeting you!” observed the barge-woman, 
thoughtfully. “A regular piece of good fortune for both of us!” 

“Why, what do you mean?” asked Toad, nervously. 

“Well, look at me, now,” replied the barge-woman. “I like washing, 
too, just the same as you do; and for that matter, whether I like it or not I 
have got to do all my own, naturally, moving about as I do. Now my 
husband, he’s such a fellow for shirking his work and leaving the barge 
to me, that never a moment do I get for seeing to my own affairs. By 
rights he ought to be here now, either steering or attending to the horse, 
though luckily the horse has sense enough to attend to himself. Instead of 
which, he’s gone off with the dog, to see if they can’t pick up a rabbit for 
dinner somewhere. Says he’ll catch me up at the next lock. Well, that’s 
as may be — I don’t trust him, once he gets off with that dog, who’s 
worse than he is. But meantime, how am I to get on with my washing?” 


“O, never mind about the washing,” said Toad, not liking the subject. 
“Try and fix your mind on that rabbit. A nice fat young rabbit, P1 be 
bound. Got any onions?” 

“T can’t fix my mind on anything but my washing,” said the barge- 
woman, “and I wonder you can be talking of rabbits, with such a joyful 
prospect before you. There’s a heap of things of mine that yov’ll find in a 
corner of the cabin. If you’ll just take one or two of the most necessary 
sort — I won’t venture to describe them to a lady like you, but yow’ ll 
recognise them at a glance — and put them through the wash-tub as we 
go along, why, it’ll be a pleasure to you, as you rightly say, and a real 
help to me. You’ll find a tub handy, and soap, and a kettle on the stove, 
and a bucket to haul up water from the canal with. Then I shall know 
you’re enjoying yourself, instead of sitting here idle, looking at the 
scenery and yawning your head off.” 

“Here, you let me steer!” said Toad, now thoroughly frightened, “and 
then you can get on with your washing your own way. I might spoil your 
things, or not do ‘em as you like. I’m more used to gentleman’s things 
myself. It’s my special line.” 

“Let you steer?” replied the barge-woman, laughing. “It takes some 
practice to steer a barge properly. Besides, it’s dull work, and I want you 
to be happy. No, you shall do the washing you are so fond of, and PI 
stick to the steering that I understand. Don’t try and deprive me of the 
pleasure of giving you a treat!” 

Toad was fairly cornered. He looked for escape this way and that, saw 
that he was too far from the bank for a flying leap, and sullenly resigned 
himself to his fate. “If it comes to that,” he thought in desperation, “I 
suppose any fool can wash!” 

He fetched tub, soap, and other necessaries from the cabin, selected a 
few garments at random, tried to recollect what he had seen in casual 
glances through laundry windows, and set to. 

A long half-hour passed, and every minute of it saw Toad getting 
crosser and crosser. Nothing that he could do to the things seemed to 
please them or do them good. He tried coaxing, he tried slapping, he 
tried punching; they smiled back at him out of the tub unconverted, 
happy in their original sin. Once or twice he looked nervously over his 
shoulder at the barge-woman, but she appeared to be gazing out in front 
of her, absorbed in her steering. His back ached badly, and he noticed 
with dismay that his paws were beginning to get all crinkly. Now Toad 
was very proud of his paws. He muttered under his breath words that 


should never pass the lips of either washerwomen or Toads; and lost the 
soap, for the fiftieth time. 

A burst of laughter made him straighten himself and look round. The 
barge-woman was leaning back and laughing unrestrainedly, till the tears 
ran down her cheeks. 

“Pve been watching you all the time,” she gasped. “I thought you 
must be a humbug all along, from the conceited way you talked. Pretty 
washerwoman you are! Never washed so much as a dish-clout in your 
life, PH lay!” 

Toad’s temper, which had been simmering viciously for some time, 
now fairly boiled over, and he lost all control of himself. 

“You common, low, fat barge-woman!” he shouted; “don’t you dare to 
talk to your betters like that! Washerwoman indeed! I would have you to 
know that I am a Toad, a very well-known, respected, distinguished 
Toad! I may be under a bit of a cloud at present, but I will not be laughed 
at by a barge-woman!” 

The woman moved nearer to him and peered under his bonnet keenly 
and closely. “Why, so you are!” she cried. “Well, I never! A horrid, nasty, 
crawly Toad! And in my nice clean barge, too! Now that is a thing that I 
will not have.” 

She relinquished the tiller for a moment. One big, mottled arm shot 
out and caught Toad by a fore-leg, while the other gripped him fast by a 
hind-leg. Then the world turned suddenly upside down, the barge seemed 
to flit lightly across the sky, the wind whistled in his ears, and Toad 
found himself flying through the air, revolving rapidly as he went. 

The water, when he eventually reached it with a loud splash, proved 
quite cold enough for his taste, though its chill was not sufficient to quell 
his proud spirit, or slake the heat of his furious temper. He rose to the 
surface spluttering, and when he had wiped the duck-weed out of his 
eyes the first thing he saw was the fat barge-woman looking back at him 
over the stern of the retreating barge and laughing; and he vowed, as he 
coughed and choked, to be even with her. 

He struck out for the shore, but the cotton gown greatly impeded his 
efforts, and when at length he touched land he found it hard to climb up 
the steep bank unassisted. He had to take a minute or two’s rest to 
recover his breath; then, gathering his wet skirts well over his arms, he 
started to run after the barge as fast as his legs would carry him, wild 
with indignation, thirsting for revenge. 

The barge-woman was still laughing when he drew up level with her. 
“Put yourself through your mangle, washerwoman,” she called out, “and 


iron your face and crimp it, and you’ll pass for quite a decent-looking 
Toad!” 

Toad never paused to reply. Solid revenge was what he wanted, not 
cheap, windy, verbal triumphs, though he had a thing or two in his mind 
that he would have liked to say. He saw what he wanted ahead of him. 
Running swiftly on he overtook the horse, unfastened the tow-rope and 
cast off, jumped lightly on the horse’s back, and urged it to a gallop by 
kicking it vigorously in the sides. He steered for the open country, 
abandoning the tow-path, and swinging his steed down a rutty lane. Once 
he looked back, and saw that the barge had run aground on the other side 
of the canal, and the barge-woman was gesticulating wildly and 
shouting, “Stop, stop, stop!” “I’ve heard that song before,” said Toad, 
laughing, as he continued to spur his steed onward in its wild career. 

The barge-horse was not capable of any very sustained effort, and its 
gallop soon subsided into a trot, and its trot into an easy walk; but Toad 
was quite contented with this, knowing that he, at any rate, was moving, 
and the barge was not. He had quite recovered his temper, now that he 
had done something he thought really clever; and he was satisfied to jog 
along quietly in the sun, steering his horse along by-ways and bridle- 
paths, and trying to forget how very long it was since he had had a 
square meal, till the canal had been left very far behind him. 

He had travelled some miles, his horse and he, and he was feeling 
drowsy in the hot sunshine, when the horse stopped, lowered his head, 
and began to nibble the grass; and Toad, waking up, just saved himself 
from falling off by an effort. He looked about him and found he was on a 
wide common, dotted with patches of gorse and bramble as far as he 
could see. Near him stood a dingy gipsy caravan, and beside it a man 
was sitting on a bucket turned upside down, very busy smoking and 
staring into the wide world. A fire of sticks was burning near by, and 
over the fire hung an iron pot, and out of that pot came forth bubblings 
and gurglings, and a vague suggestive steaminess. Also smells — warm, 
rich, and varied smells — that twined and twisted and wreathed 
themselves at last into one complete, voluptuous, perfect smell that 
seemed like the very soul of Nature taking form and appearing to her 
children, a true Goddess, a mother of solace and comfort. Toad now 
knew well that he had not been really hungry before. What he had felt 
earlier in the day had been a mere trifling qualm. This was the real thing 
at last, and no mistake; and it would have to be dealt with speedily, too, 
or there would be trouble for somebody or something. He looked the 
gipsy over carefully, wondering vaguely whether it would be easier to 


fight him or cajole him. So there he sat, and sniffed and sniffed, and 
looked at the gipsy; and the gipsy sat and smoked, and looked at him. 

Presently the gipsy took his pipe out of his mouth and remarked in a 
careless way, “Want to sell that there horse of yours?” 

Toad was completely taken aback. He did not know that gipsies were 
very fond of horse-dealing, and never missed an opportunity, and he had 
not reflected that caravans were always on the move and took a deal of 
drawing. It had not occurred to him to turn the horse into cash, but the 
gipsy’s suggestion seemed to smooth the way towards the two things he 
wanted so badly — ready money, and a solid breakfast. 

“What?” he said, “me sell this beautiful young horse of mine? O, no; 
it’s out of the question. Who’s going to take the washing home to my 
customers every week? Besides, I’m too fond of him, and he simply 
dotes on me.” 

“Try and love a donkey,” suggested the gipsy. “Some people do.” 

“You don’t seem to see,” continued Toad, “that this fine horse of mine 
is a cut above you altogether. He’s a blood horse, he is, partly; not the 
part you see, of course — another part. And he’s been a Prize Hackney, 
too, in his time — that was the time before you knew him, but you can 
still tell it on him at a glance, if you understand anything about horses. 
No, it’s not to be thought of for a moment. All the same, how much 
might you be disposed to offer me for this beautiful young horse of 
mine?” 

The gipsy looked the horse over, and then he looked Toad over with 
equal care, and looked at the horse again. “Shillin’ a leg,” he said briefly, 
and turned away, continuing to smoke and try to stare the wide world out 
of countenance. 

“A shilling a leg?” cried Toad. “If you please, I must take a little time 
to work that out, and see just what it comes to.” 

He climbed down off his horse, and left it to graze, and sat down by 
the gipsy, and did sums on his fingers, and at last he said, “A shilling a 
leg? Why, that comes to exactly four shillings, and no more. O, no; I 
could not think of accepting four shillings for this beautiful young horse 
of mine.” 

“Well,” said the gipsy, “Pl tell you what I will do. Pl make it five 
shillings, and that’s three-and-sixpence more than the animal’s worth. 
And that’s my last word.” 

Then Toad sat and pondered long and deeply. For he was hungry and 
quite penniless, and still some way — he knew not how far — from 
home, and enemies might still be looking for him. To one in such a 


situation, five shillings may very well appear a large sum of money. On 
the other hand, it did not seem very much to get for a horse. But then, 
again, the horse hadn’t cost him anything; so whatever he got was all 
clear profit. At last he said firmly, “Look here, gipsy! I tell you what we 
will do; and this is my last word. You shall hand me over six shillings 
and sixpence, cash down; and further, in addition thereto, you shall give 
me as much breakfast as I can possibly eat, at one sitting of course, out 
of that iron pot of yours that keeps sending forth such delicious and 
exciting smells. In return, I will make over to you my spirited young 
horse, with all the beautiful harness and trappings that are on him, freely 
thrown in. If that’s not good enough for you, say so, and Pll be getting 
on. I know a man near here who’s wanted this horse of mine for years.” 

The gipsy grumbled frightfully, and declared if he did a few more 
deals of that sort he’d be ruined. But in the end he lugged a dirty canvas 
bag out of the depths of his trouser pocket, and counted out six shillings 
and sixpence into Toad’s paw. Then he disappeared into the caravan for 
an instant, and returned with a large iron plate and a knife, fork, and 
spoon. He tilted up the pot, and a glorious stream of hot, rich stew 
gurgled into the plate. It was, indeed, the most beautiful stew in the 
world, being made of partridges, and pheasants, and chickens, and hares, 
and rabbits, and peahens, and guinea-fowls, and one or two other things. 
Toad took the plate on his lap, almost crying, and stuffed, and stuffed, 
and stuffed, and kept asking for more, and the gipsy never grudged it 
him. He thought that he had never eaten so good a breakfast in all his 
life. 

When Toad had taken as much stew on board as he thought he could 
possibly hold, he got up and said good-bye to the gipsy, and took an 
affectionate farewell of the horse; and the gipsy, who knew the riverside 
well, gave him directions which way to go, and he set forth on his travels 
again in the best possible spirits. He was, indeed, a very different Toad 
from the animal of an hour ago. The sun was shining brightly, his wet 
clothes were quite dry again, he had money in his pocket once more, he 
was nearing home and friends and safety, and, most and best of all, he 
had had a substantial meal, hot and nourishing, and felt big, and strong, 
and careless, and self-confident. 

As he tramped along gaily, he thought of his adventures and escapes, 
and how when things seemed at their worst he had always managed to 
find a way out; and his pride and conceit began to swell within him. “Ho, 
ho!” he said to himself, as he marched along with his chin in the air, 
“what a clever Toad I am! There is surely no animal equal to me for 


cleverness in the whole world! My enemies shut me up in prison, 
encircled by sentries, watched night and day by warders; I walk out 
through them all, by sheer ability coupled with courage. They pursue me 
with engines, and policemen, and revolvers; I snap my fingers at them, 
and vanish, laughing, into space. I am, unfortunately, thrown into a canal 
by a woman fat of body and very evil-minded. What of it? I swim 
ashore, I seize her horse, I ride off in triumph, and I sell the horse for a 
whole pocketful of money and an excellent breakfast! Ho, ho! I am The 
Toad, the handsome, the popular, the successful Toad!” He got so puffed 
up with conceit that he made up a song as he walked in praise of himself, 
and sang it at the top of his voice, though there was no one to hear it but 
him. It was, perhaps, the most conceited song that any animal ever 
composed. 

“The world has held great Heroes, As history-books have showed; 
But never a name to go down to fame Compared with that of Toad! 

“The clever men at Oxford Know all that there is to be knowed. But 
they none of them know one half as much As intelligent Mr. Toad! 

“The animals sat in the Ark and cried, Their tears in torrents flowed. 
Who was it said, “There’s land ahead?’ Encouraging Mr. Toad! 

“The army all saluted As they marched along the road. Was it the 
King? Or Kitchener? No. It was Mr. Toad. 

“The Queen and her Ladies-in-waiting Sat at the window and sewed. 
She cried, ‘Look! who’s that handsome man?’ They answered, ‘Mr. 
Toad.’” 

There was a great deal more of the same sort, but too dreadfully 
conceited to be written down. These are some of the milder verses. 

He sang as he walked, and he walked as he sang, and got more 
inflated every minute. But his pride was shortly to have a severe fall. 

After some miles of country lanes he reached the high road, and as he 
turned into it and glanced along its white length, he saw approaching him 
a speck that turned into a dot and then into a blob, and then into 
something very familiar; and a double note of warming, only too well 
known, fell on his delighted ear. 

“This is something like!” said the excited Toad. “This is real life 
again, this is once more the great world from which I have been missed 
so long! I will hail them, my brothers of the wheel, and pitch them a 
yarn, of the sort that has been so successful hitherto; and they will give 
me a lift, of course, and then I will talk to them some more; and, perhaps, 
with luck, it may even end in my driving up to Toad Hall in a motor-car! 
That will be one in the eye for Badger!” 


He stepped confidently out into the road to hail the motor-car, which 
came along at an easy pace, slowing down as it neared the lane; when 
suddenly he became very pale, his heart turned to water, his knees shook 
and yielded under him, and he doubled up and collapsed with a sickening 
pain in his interior. And well he might, the unhappy animal; for the 
approaching car was the very one he had stolen out of the yard of the 
Red Lion Hotel on that fatal day when all his troubles began! And the 
people in it were the very same people he had sat and watched at 
luncheon in the coffee-room! 

He sank down in a shabby, miserable heap in the road, murmuring to 
himself in his despair, “It’s all up! It’s all over now! Chains and 
policemen again! Prison again! Dry bread and water again! O, what a 
fool I have been! What did I want to go strutting about the country for, 
singing conceited songs, and hailing people in broad day on the high 
road, instead of hiding till nightfall and slipping home quietly by back 
ways! O hapless Toad! O ill-fated animal!” 

The terrible motor-car drew slowly nearer and nearer, till at last he 
heard it stop just short of him. Two gentlemen got out and walked round 
the trembling heap of crumpled misery lying in the road, and one of them 
said, “O dear! this is very sad! Here is a poor old thing — a 
washerwoman apparently — who has fainted in the road! Perhaps she is 
overcome by the heat, poor creature; or possibly she has not had any 
food to-day. Let us lift her into the car and take her to the nearest village, 
where doubtless she has friends.” 

They tenderly lifted Toad into the motor-car and propped him up with 
soft cushions, and proceeded on their way. 

When Toad heard them talk in so kind and sympathetic a way, and 
knew that he was not recognised, his courage began to revive, and he 
cautiously opened first one eye and then the other. 

“Look!” said one of the gentlemen, “she is better already. The fresh 
air is doing her good. How do you feel now, ma’am?” 

“Thank you kindly, sir,” said Toad in a feeble voice, “I’m feeling a 
great deal better!” “That’s right,” said the gentleman. “Now keep quite 
still, and, above all, don’t try to talk.” 

“I won’t,” said Toad. “I was only thinking, if I might sit on the front 
seat there, beside the driver, where I could get the fresh air full in my 
face, I should soon be all right again.” 

“What a very sensible woman!” said the gentleman. “Of course you 
shall.” So they carefully helped Toad into the front seat beside the driver, 
and on they went again. 


Toad was almost himself again by now. He sat up, looked about him, 
and tried to beat down the tremors, the yearnings, the old cravings that 
rose up and beset him and took possession of him entirely. 

“Tt is fate!” he said to himself. “Why strive? why struggle?” and he 
turned to the driver at his side. 

“Please, Sir,” he said, “I wish you would kindly let me try and drive 
the car for a little. I’ve been watching you carefully, and it looks so easy 
and so interesting, and I should like to be able to tell my friends that once 
I had driven a motor-car!” 

The driver laughed at the proposal, so heartily that the gentleman 
inquired what the matter was. When he heard, he said, to Toad’s delight, 
“Bravo, ma’am! I like your spirit. Let her have a try, and look after her. 
She won’t do any harm.” 

Toad eagerly scrambled into the seat vacated by the driver, took the 
steering-wheel in his hands, listened with affected humility to the 
instructions given him, and set the car in motion, but very slowly and 
carefully at first, for he was determined to be prudent. 

The gentlemen behind clapped their hands and applauded, and Toad 
heard them saying, “How well she does it! Fancy a washerwoman 
driving a car as well as that, the first time!” 

Toad went a little faster; then faster still, and faster. 

He heard the gentlemen call out warmingly, “Be careful, 
washerwoman!” And this annoyed him, and he began to lose his head. 

The driver tried to interfere, but he pinned him down in his seat with 
one elbow, and put on full speed. The rush of air in his face, the hum of 
the engines, and the light jump of the car beneath him intoxicated his 
weak brain. “Washerwoman, indeed!” he shouted recklessly. “Ho! ho! I 
am the Toad, the motor-car snatcher, the prison-breaker, the Toad who 
always escapes! Sit still, and you shall know what driving really is, for 
you are in the hands of the famous, the skilful, the entirely fearless 
Toad!” 

With a cry of horror the whole party rose and flung themselves on 
him. “Seize him!” they cried, “seize the Toad, the wicked animal who 
stole our motor-car! Bind him, chain him, drag him to the nearest police 
station! Down with the desperate and dangerous Toad!” 

Alas! they should have thought, they ought to have been more 
prudent, they should have remembered to stop the motor-car somehow 
before playing any pranks of that sort. With a half-turn of the wheel the 
Toad sent the car crashing through the low hedge that ran along the 


roadside. One mighty bound, a violent shock, and the wheels of the car 
were churning up the thick mud of a horse-pond. 

Toad found himself flying through the air with the strong upward rush 
and delicate curve of a swallow. He liked the motion, and was just 
beginning to wonder whether it would go on until he developed wings 
and turned into a Toad-bird, when he landed on his back with a thump, in 
the soft, rich grass of a meadow. Sitting up, he could just see the motor- 
car in the pond, nearly submerged; the gentlemen and the driver, 
encumbered by their long coats, were floundering helplessly in the water. 

He picked himself up rapidly, and set off running across country as 
hard as he could, scrambling through hedges, jumping ditches, pounding 
across fields, till he was breathless and weary, and had to settle down 
into an easy walk. When he had recovered his breath somewhat, and was 
able to think calmly, he began to giggle, and from giggling he took to 
laughing, and he laughed till he had to sit down under a hedge. “Ho! ho!” 
he cried, in ecstasies of self-admiration. “Toad again! Toad, as usual, 
comes out on the top! Who was it got them to give him a lift? Who 
managed to get on the front seat for the sake of fresh air? Who persuaded 
them into letting him see if he could drive? Who landed them all in a 
horse-pond? Who escaped, flying gaily and unscathed through the air, 
leaving the narrow-minded, grudging, timid excursionists in the mud 
where they should rightly be? Why, Toad, of course; clever Toad, great 
Toad, good Toad!” 

Then he burst into song again, and chanted with uplifted voice — 

“The motor-car went Poop-poop-poop, As it raced along the road. 
Who was it steered it into a pond? Ingenious Mr. Toad! 

O, how clever I am! How clever, how clever, how very clev—” 

A slight noise at a distance behind him made him turn his head and 
look. O horror! O misery! O despair! 

About two fields off, a chauffeur in his leather gaiters and two large 
rural policemen were visible, running towards him as hard as they could 
go! 

Poor Toad sprang to his feet and pelted away again, his heart in his 
mouth. “O, my!” he gasped, as he panted along, “what an ass I am! What 
a conceited and heedless ass! Swaggering again! Shouting and singing 
songs again! Sitting still and gassing again! O my! O my! O my!” 

He glanced back, and saw to his dismay that they were gaining on 
him. On he ran desperately, but kept looking back, and saw that they still 
gained steadily. He did his best, but he was a fat animal, and his legs 
were short, and still they gained. He could hear them close behind him 


now. Ceasing to heed where he was going, he struggled on blindly and 
wildly, looking back over his shoulder at the now triumphant enemy, 
when suddenly the earth failed under his feet, he grasped at the air, and, 
splash! he found himself head over ears in deep water, rapid water, water 
that bore him along with a force he could not contend with; and he knew 
that in his blind panic he had run straight into the river! 

He rose to the surface and tried to grasp the reeds and the rushes that 
grew along the water’s edge close under the bank, but the stream was so 
strong that it tore them out of his hands. “O my!” gasped poor Toad, “if 
ever I steal a motor-car again! If ever I sing another conceited song” — 
then down he went, and came up breathless and spluttering. Presently he 
saw that he was approaching a big dark hole in the bank, just above his 
head, and as the stream bore him past he reached up with a paw and 
caught hold of the edge and held on. Then slowly and with difficulty he 
drew himself up out of the water, till at last he was able to rest his elbows 
on the edge of the hole. There he remained for some minutes, puffing 
and panting, for he was quite exhausted. 

As he sighed and blew and stared before him into the dark hole, some 
bright small thing shone and twinkled in its depths, moving towards him. 
As it approached, a face grew up gradually around it, and it was a 
familiar face! 

Brown and small, with whiskers. 

Grave and round, with neat ears and silky hair. 

It was the Water Rat! 


XI. “LIKE SUMMER TEMPESTS CAME HIS TEARS” 


THE Rat put out a neat little brown paw, gripped Toad firmly by the 
scruff of the neck, and gave a great hoist and a pull; and the water-logged 
Toad came up slowly but surely over the edge of the hole, till at last he 
stood safe and sound in the hall, streaked with mud and weed, to be sure, 
and with the water streaming off him, but happy and high-spirited as of 
old, now that he found himself once more in the house of a friend, and 
dodgings and evasions were over, and he could lay aside a disguise that 
was unworthy of his position and wanted such a lot of living up to. 

“O, Ratty!” he cried. “I’ve been through such times since I saw you 
last, you can’t think! Such trials, such sufferings, and all so nobly borne! 
Then such escapes, such disguises, such subterfuges, and all so cleverly 
planned and carried out! Been in prison — got out of it, of course! Been 
thrown into a canal — swam ashore! Stole a horse — sold him for a 
large sum of money! Humbugged everybody — made ‘em all do exactly 
what I wanted! Oh, I am a smart Toad, and no mistake! What do you 
think my last exploit was? Just hold on till I tell you—” 

“Toad,” said the Water Rat, gravely and firmly, “you go off upstairs at 
once, and take off that old cotton rag that looks as if it might formerly 
have belonged to some washerwoman, and clean yourself thoroughly, 
and put on some of my clothes, and try and come down looking like a 
gentleman if you can; for a more shabby, bedraggled, disreputable- 
looking object than you are I never set eyes on in my whole life! Now, 
stop swaggering and arguing, and be off! I’ll have something to say to 
you later!” 

Toad was at first inclined to stop and do some talking back at him. He 
had had enough of being ordered about when he was in prison, and here 
was the thing being begun all over again, apparently; and by a Rat, too! 
However, he caught sight of himself in the looking-glass over the hat- 
stand, with the rusty black bonnet perched rakishly over one eye, and he 
changed his mind and went very quickly and humbly upstairs to the Rat’s 
dressing-room. There he had a thorough wash and brush-up, changed his 
clothes, and stood for a long time before the glass, contemplating himself 
with pride and pleasure, and thinking what utter idiots all the people 
must have been to have ever mistaken him for one moment for a 
washerwoman. 

By the time he came down again luncheon was on the table, and very 
glad Toad was to see it, for he had been through some trying experiences 


and had taken much hard exercise since the excellent breakfast provided 
for him by the gipsy. While they ate Toad told the Rat all his adventures, 
dwelling chiefly on his own cleverness, and presence of mind in 
emergencies, and cunning in tight places; and rather making out that he 
had been having a gay and highly-coloured experience. But the more he 
talked and boasted, the more grave and silent the Rat became. 

When at last Toad had talked himself to a standstill, there was silence 
for a while; and then the Rat said, “Now, Toady, I don’t want to give you 
pain, after all you’ve been through already; but, seriously, don’t you see 
what an awful ass you’ve been making of yourself? On your own 
admission you have been hand-cuffed, imprisoned, starved, chased, 
terrified out of your life, insulted, jeered at, and ignominiously flung into 
the water — by a woman, too! Where’s the amusement in that? Where 
does the fun come in? And all because you must needs go and steal a 
motor-car. You know that you’ve never had anything but trouble from 
motor-cars from the moment you first set eyes on one. But if you will be 
mixed up with them — as you generally are, five minutes after you’ve 
started — why steal them? Be a cripple, if you think it’s exciting; be a 
bankrupt, for a change, if you’ve set your mind on it: but why choose to 
be a convict? When are you going to be sensible and think of your 
friends, and try and be a credit to them? Do you suppose it’s any pleasure 
to me, for instance, to hear animals saying, as I go about, that I’m the 
chap that keeps company with gaol-birds?” 





Dwelling chiefly on his own cleverness, and presence of mind in 
emergencies 


Now, it was a very comforting point in Toad’s character that he was a 
thoroughly good-hearted animal, and never minded being jawed by those 
who were his real friends. And even when most set upon a thing, he was 
always able to see the other side of the question. So although, while the 
Rat was talking so seriously, he kept saying to himself mutinously, “But 
it was fun, though! Awful fun!” and making strange suppressed noises 
inside him, k-i-ck-ck-ck, and poop-p-p, and other sounds resembling 
stifled snorts, or the opening of soda-water bottles, yet when the Rat had 
quite finished, he heaved a deep sigh and said, very nicely and humbly, 
“Quite right, Ratty! How sound you always are! Yes, I’ve been a 
conceited old ass, I can quite see that; but now I’m going to be a good 
Toad, and not do it any more. As for motor-cars, I’ve not been at all so 
keen about them since my last ducking in that river of yours. The fact is, 
while I was hanging on to the edge of your hole and getting my breath, I 


had a sudden idea — a really brilliant idea — connected with motor- 
boats — there, there! don’t take on so, old chap, and stamp, and upset 
things; it was only an idea, and we won’t talk any more about it now. 
We’ll have our coffee, and a smoke, and a quiet chat, and then I’m going 
to stroll quietly down to Toad Hall, and get into clothes of my own, and 
set things going again on the old lines. I’ve had enough of adventures. I 
shall lead a quiet, steady, respectable life, pottering about my property, 
and improving it, and doing a little landscape gardening at times. There 
will always be a bit of dinner for my friends when they come to see me; 
and I shall keep a pony-chaise to jog about the country in, just as I used 
to in the good old days, before I got restless, and wanted to do things.” 

“Stroll quietly down to Toad Hall?” cried the Rat, greatly excited. 
“What are you talking about? Do you mean to say you haven’t heard?” 

“Heard what?” said Toad, turning rather pale. “Go on, Ratty! Quick! 
Don’t spare me! What haven’t I heard?” 

“Do you mean to tell me,” shouted the Rat, thumping with his little 
fist upon the table, “that you’ve heard nothing about the Stoats and 
Weasels?” 

“What, the Wild Wooders?” cried Toad, trembling in every limb. “No, 
not a word! What have they been doing?” 

“ — And how they’ve been and taken Toad Hall?” continued the Rat. 

Toad leaned his elbows on the table, and his chin on his paws; and a 
large tear welled up in each of his eyes, overflowed and splashed on the 
table, plop! plop! 

“Go on, Ratty,’ he murmured presently; “tell me all. The worst is 
over. I am an animal again. I can bear it.” 

“When you — got — into that — that — trouble of yours,” said the 
Rat, slowly and impressively; “I mean, when you — disappeared from 
society for a time, over that misunderstanding about a — a machine, you 
know—” 

Toad merely nodded. 

“Well, it was a good deal talked about down here, naturally,” 
continued the Rat, “not only along the riverside, but even in the Wild 
Wood. Animals took sides, as always happens. The River-bankers stuck 
up for you, and said you had been infamously treated, and there was no 
justice to be had in the land nowadays. But the Wild Wood animals said 
hard things, and served you right, and it was time this sort of thing was 
stopped. And they got very cocky, and went about saying you were done 
for this time! You would never come back again, never, never!” 

Toad nodded once more, keeping silence. 


“That’s the sort of little beasts they are,” the Rat went on. “But Mole 
and Badger, they stuck out, through thick and thin, that you would come 
back again soon, somehow. They didn’t know exactly how, but 
somehow!” 

Toad began to sit up in his chair again, and to smirk a little. 

“They argued from history,” continued the Rat. “They said that no 
criminal laws had ever been known to prevail against cheek and 
plausibility such as yours, combined with the power of a long purse. So 
they arranged to move their things in to Toad Hall, and sleep there, and 
keep it aired, and have it all ready for you when you turned up. They 
didn’t guess what was going to happen, of course; still, they had their 
suspicions of the Wild Wood animals. Now I come to the most painful 
and tragic part of my story. One dark night — it was a very dark night, 
and blowing hard, too, and raining simply cats and dogs — a band of 
weasels, armed to the teeth, crept silently up the carriage-drive to the 
front entrance. Simultaneously, a body of desperate ferrets, advancing 
through the kitchen-garden, possessed themselves of the backyard and 
offices; while a company of skirmishing stoats who stuck at nothing 
occupied the conservatory and the billiard-room, and held the French 
windows opening on to the lawn. 

“The Mole and the Badger were sitting by the fire in the smoking- 
room, telling stories and suspecting nothing, for it wasn’t a night for any 
animals to be out in, when those bloodthirsty villains broke down the 
doors and rushed in upon them from every side. They made the best fight 
they could, but what was the good? They were unarmed, and taken by 
surprise, and what can two animals do against hundreds? They took and 
beat them severely with sticks, those two poor faithful creatures, and 
turned them out into the cold and the wet, with many insulting and 
uncalled-for remarks!” 

Here the unfeeling Toad broke into a snigger, and then pulled himself 
together and tried to look particularly solemn. 

“And the Wild Wooders have been living in Toad Hall ever since,” 
continued the Rat; “and going on simply anyhow! Lying in bed half the 
day, and breakfast at all hours, and the place in such a mess (I’m told) it’s 
not fit to be seen! Eating your grub, and drinking your drink, and making 
bad jokes about you, and singing vulgar songs, about — well, about 
prisons and magistrates, and policemen; horrid personal songs, with no 
humour in them. And they’re telling the tradespeople and everybody that 
they’ve come to stay for good.” 


“O, have they!” said Toad, getting up and seizing a stick. “I’ll jolly 
soon see about that!” 

“Its no good, Toad!” called the Rat after him. “You’d better come 
back and sit down; yov’ll only get into trouble.” 

But the Toad was off, and there was no holding him. He marched 
rapidly down the road, his stick over his shoulder, fuming and muttering 
to himself in his anger, till he got near his front gate, when suddenly 
there popped up from behind the palings a long yellow ferret with a gun. 

“Who comes there?” said the ferret sharply. 

“Stuff and nonsense!” said Toad, very angrily. “What do you mean by 
talking like that to me? Come out of that at once or I’1]—” 

The ferret said never a word, but he brought his gun up to his 
shoulder. Toad prudently dropped flat in the road, and Bang! a bullet 
whistled over his head. 

The startled Toad scrambled to his feet and scampered off down the 
road as hard as he could; and as he ran he heard the ferret laughing and 
other horrid thin little laughs taking it up and carrying on the sound. 

He went back, very crestfallen, and told the Water Rat. 

“What did I tell you?” said the Rat. “It’s no good. They’ve got 
sentries posted, and they are all armed. You must just wait.” 

Still, Toad was not inclined to give in all at once. So he got out the 
boat, and set off rowing up the river to where the garden front of Toad 
Hall came down to the water-side. 

Arriving within sight of his old home, he rested on his oars and 
surveyed the land cautiously. All seemed very peaceful and deserted and 
quiet. He could see the whole front of Toad Hall, glowing in the evening 
sunshine, the pigeons settling by twos and threes along the straight line 
of the roof; the garden, a blaze of flowers; the creek that led up to the 
boat-house, the little wooden bridge that crossed it; all tranquil, 
uninhabited, apparently waiting for his return. He would try the boat- 
house first, he thought. Very warily he paddled up to the mouth of the 
creek, and was just passing under the bridge, when ... Crash! 

A great stone, dropped from above, smashed through the bottom of 
the boat. It filled and sank, and Toad found himself struggling in deep 
water. Looking up, he saw two stoats leaning over the parapet of the 
bridge and watching him with great glee. “It will be your head next time, 
Toady!” they called out to him. The indignant Toad swam to shore, while 
the stoats laughed and laughed, supporting each other, and laughed 
again, till they nearly had two fits — that is, one fit each, of course. 


The Toad retraced his weary way on foot, and related his 
disappointing experiences to the Water Rat once more. 

“Well, what did I tell you?” said the Rat very crossly. “And, now, look 
here! See what you’ve been and done! Lost me my boat that I was so 
fond of, that’s what you’ve done! And simply ruined that nice suit of 
clothes that I lent you! Really, Toad, of all the trying animals — I 
wonder you manage to keep any friends at all!” 

The Toad saw at once how wrongly and foolishly he had acted. He 
admitted his errors and wrong-headedness and made a full apology to 
Rat for losing his boat and spoiling his clothes. And he wound up by 
saying, with that frank self-surrender which always disarmed his friends’ 
criticism and won them back to his side, “Ratty! I see that I have been a 
headstrong and a wilful Toad! Henceforth, believe me, I will be humble 
and submissive, and will take no action without your kind advice and full 
approval!” 

“If that is really so,” said the good-natured Rat, already appeased, 
“then my advice to you is, considering the lateness of the hour, to sit 
down and have your supper, which will be on the table in a minute, and 
be very patient. For I am convinced that we can do nothing until we have 
seen the Mole and the Badger, and heard their latest news, and held 
conference and taken their advice in this difficult matter.” 

“Oh, ah, yes, of course, the Mole and the Badger,” said Toad, lightly. 
“What’s become of them, the dear fellows? I had forgotten all about 
them.” 

“Well may you ask!” said the Rat reproachfully. “While you were 
riding about the country in expensive motor-cars, and galloping proudly 
on blood-horses, and breakfasting on the fat of the land, those two poor 
devoted animals have been camping out in the open, in every sort of 
weather, living very rough by day and lying very hard by night; watching 
over your house, patrolling your boundaries, keeping a constant eye on 
the stoats and the weasels, scheming and planning and contriving how to 
get your property back for you. You don’t deserve to have such true and 
loyal friends, Toad, you don’t, really. Some day, when it’s too late, you’ ll 
be sorry you didn’t value them more while you had them!” 

“I’m an ungrateful beast, I know,” sobbed Toad, shedding bitter tears. 
“Let me go out and find them, out into the cold, dark night, and share 
their hardships, and try and prove by — Hold on a bit! Surely I heard the 
chink of dishes on a tray! Supper’s here at last, hooray! Come on, 
Ratty!” 


The Rat remembered that poor Toad had been on prison fare for a 
considerable time, and that large allowances had therefore to be made. 
He followed him to the table accordingly, and hospitably encouraged him 
in his gallant efforts to make up for past privations. 

They had just finished their meal and resumed their arm-chairs, when 
there came a heavy knock at the door. 

Toad was nervous, but the Rat, nodding mysteriously at him, went 
straight up to the door and opened it, and in walked Mr. Badger. 

He had all the appearance of one who for some nights had been kept 
away from home and all its little comforts and conveniences. His shoes 
were covered with mud, and he was looking very rough and touzled; but 
then he had never been a very smart man, the Badger, at the best of 
times. He came solemnly up to Toad, shook him by the paw, and said, 
“Welcome home, Toad! Alas! what am I saying? Home, indeed! This is a 
poor home-coming. Unhappy Toad!” Then he turned his back on him, sat 
down to the table, drew his chair up, and helped himself to a large slice 
of cold pie. 

Toad was quite alarmed at this very serious and portentous style of 
greeting; but the Rat whispered to him, “Never mind; don’t take any 
notice; and don’t say anything to him just yet. He’s always rather low 
and despondent when he’s wanting his victuals. In half an hour’s time 
he’ll be quite a different animal.” 

So they waited in silence, and presently there came another and a 
lighter knock. The Rat, with a nod to Toad, went to the door and ushered 
in the Mole, very shabby and unwashed, with bits of hay and straw 
sticking in his fur. 

“Hooray! Here’s old Toad!” cried the Mole, his face beaming. “Fancy 
having you back again!” And he began to dance round him. “We never 
dreamt you would turn up so soon! Why, you must have managed to 
escape, you Clever, ingenious, intelligent Toad!” 

The Rat, alarmed, pulled him by the elbow; but it was too late. Toad 
was puffing and swelling already. 

“Clever? O, no!” he said. “I’m not really clever, according to my 
friends. I’ve only broken out of the strongest prison in England, that’s 
all! And captured a railway train and escaped on it, that’s all! And 
disguised myself and gone about the country humbugging everybody, 
that’s all! O, no! I’m a stupid ass, I am! I’ll tell you one or two of my 
little adventures, Mole, and you shall judge for yourself!” 

“Well, well,” said the Mole, moving towards the supper-table; 
“supposing you talk while I eat. Not a bite since breakfast! O my! O 


my!” And he sat down and helped himself liberally to cold beef and 
pickles. 

Toad straddled on the hearth-rug, thrust his paw into his trouser- 
pocket and pulled out a handful of silver. “Look at that!” he cried, 
displaying it. “That’s not so bad, is it, for a few minutes’ work? And how 
do you think I done it, Mole? Horse-dealing! That’s how I done it!” 

“Go on, Toad,” said the Mole, immensely interested. 

“Toad, do be quiet, please!” said the Rat. “And don’t you egg him on, 
Mole, when you know what he is; but please tell us as soon as possible 
what the position is, and what’s best to be done, now that Toad is back at 
last.” 

“The position’s about as bad as it can be,” replied the Mole grumpily; 
“and as for what’s to be done, why, blest if I know! The Badger and I 
have been round and round the place, by night and by day; always the 
same thing. Sentries posted everywhere, guns poked out at us, stones 
thrown at us; always an animal on the look-out, and when they see us, 
my! how they do laugh! That’s what annoys me most!” 

“Its a very difficult situation,” said the Rat, reflecting deeply. “But I 
think I see now, in the depths of my mind, what Toad really ought to do. 
I will tell you. He ought to—” 

“No, he oughtn’t!” shouted the Mole, with his mouth full. “Nothing of 
the sort! You don’t understand. What he ought to do is, he ought to—” 

“Well, I shan’t do it, anyway!” cried Toad, getting excited. “I’m not 
going to be ordered about by you fellows! It’s my house we’re talking 
about, and I know exactly what to do, and Pl tell you. I’m going to—” 

By this time they were all three talking at once, at the top of their 
voices, and the noise was simply deafening, when a thin, dry voice made 
itself heard, saying, “Be quiet at once, all of you!” and instantly every 
one was silent. 

It was the Badger, who, having finished his pie, had turned round in 
his chair and was looking at them severely. When he saw that he had 
secured their attention, and that they were evidently waiting for him to 
address them, he turned back to the table again and reached out for the 
cheese. And so great was the respect commanded by the solid qualities of 
that admirable animal, that not another word was uttered, until he had 
quite finished his repast and brushed the crumbs from his knees. The 
Toad fidgeted a good deal, but the Rat held him firmly down. 

When the Badger had quite done, he got up from his seat and stood 
before the fireplace, reflecting deeply. At last he spoke. 


“Toad,” he said severely. “You bad, troublesome little animal! Aren’t 
you ashamed of yourself? What do you think your father, my old friend, 
would have said if he had been here to-night, and had known of all your 
goings on?” 

Toad, who was on the sofa by this time, with his legs up, rolled over 
on his face, shaken by sobs of contrition. 

“There, there!” went on the Badger, more kindly. “Never mind. Stop 
crying. We’re going to let bygones be bygones, and try and turn over a 
new leaf. But what the Mole says is quite true. The stoats are on guard, at 
every point, and they make the best sentinels in the world. It’s quite 
useless to think of attacking the place. They’re too strong for us.” 

“Then it’s all over,” sobbed the Toad, crying into the sofa cushions. “I 
shall go and enlist for a soldier, and never see my dear Toad Hall any 
more!” 

“Come, cheer up, Toady!” said the Badger. “There are more ways of 
getting back a place than taking it by storm. I haven’t said my last word 
yet. Now I’m going to tell you a great secret.” 

Toad sat up slowly and dried his eyes. Secrets had an immense 
attraction for him, because he never could keep one, and he enjoyed the 
sort of unhallowed thrill he experienced when he went and told another 
animal, after having faithfully promised not to. 

“There — is — an — underground — passage,” said the Badger, 
impressively, “that leads from the river-bank, quite near here, right up 
into the middle of Toad Hall.” 

“O, nonsense! Badger,” said Toad, rather airily. “You’ve been 
listening to some of the yarns they spin in the public-houses about here. I 
know every inch of Toad Hall, inside and out. Nothing of the sort, I do 
assure you!” 

“My young friend,” said the Badger, with great severity, “your father, 
who was a worthy animal — a lot worthier than some others I know — 
was a particular friend of mine, and told me a great deal he wouldn’t 
have dreamt of telling you. He discovered that passage — he didn’t make 
it, of course; that was done hundreds of years before he ever came to live 
there — and he repaired it and cleaned it out, because he thought it might 
come in useful some day, in case of trouble or danger; and he showed it 
to me. ‘Don’t let my son know about it,’ he said. ‘He’s a good boy, but 
very light and volatile in character, and simply cannot hold his tongue. If 
he’s ever in a real fix, and it would be of use to him, you may tell him 
about the secret passage; but not before.’” 


The other animals looked hard at Toad to see how he would take it. 
Toad was inclined to be sulky at first; but he brightened up immediately, 
like the good fellow he was. 

“Well, well,” he said; “perhaps I am a bit of a talker. A popular fellow 
such as I am — my friends get round me — we chaff, we sparkle, we tell 
witty stories — and somehow my tongue gets wagging. I have the gift of 
conversation. I’ve been told I ought to have a salon, whatever that may 
be. Never mind. Go on, Badger. How’s this passage of yours going to 
help us?” 

“I’ve found out a thing or two lately,” continued the Badger. “I got 
Otter to disguise himself as a sweep and call at the back-door with 
brushes over his shoulder, asking for a job. There’s going to be a big 
banquet to-morrow night. It’s somebody’s birthday — the Chief 
Weasel’s, I believe — and all the weasels will be gathered together in the 
dining-hall, eating and drinking and laughing and carrying on, suspecting 
nothing. No guns, no swords, no sticks, no arms of any sort whatever!” 

“But the sentinels will be posted as usual,” remarked the Rat. 

“Exactly,” said the Badger; “that is my point. The weasels will trust 
entirely to their excellent sentinels. And that is where the passage comes 
in. That very useful tunnel leads right up under the butler’s pantry, next 
to the dining-hall!” 

“Aha! that squeaky board in the butler’s pantry!” said Toad. “Now I 
understand it!” 

“We shall creep out quietly into the butler’s pantry—’” cried the Mole. 

“ — with our pistols and swords and sticks—” shouted the Rat. 

“—_ and rush in upon them,” said the Badger. 

“ —_ and whack ‘em, and whack ‘em, and whack ‘em!” cried the Toad 
in ecstasy, running round and round the room, and jumping over the 
chairs. 

“Very well, then,” said the Badger, resuming his usual dry manner, 
“our plan is settled, and there’s nothing more for you to argue and 
squabble about. So, as it’s getting very late, all of you go right off to bed 
at once. We will make all the necessary arrangements in the course of the 
morning to-morrow.” 

Toad, of course, went off to bed dutifully with the rest — he knew 
better than to refuse — though he was feeling much too excited to sleep. 
But he had had a long day, with many events crowded into it; and sheets 
and blankets were very friendly and comforting things, after plain straw, 
and not too much of it, spread on the stone floor of a draughty cell; and 
his head had not been many seconds on his pillow before he was snoring 


happily. Naturally, he dreamt a good deal; about roads that ran away 
from him just when he wanted them, and canals that chased him and 
caught him, and a barge that sailed into the banqueting-hall with his 
week’s washing, just as he was giving a dinner-party; and he was alone 
in the secret passage, pushing onwards, but it twisted and turned round 
and shook itself, and sat up on its end; yet somehow, at the last, he found 
himself back in Toad Hall, safe and triumphant, with all his friends 
gathered round about him, earnestly assuring him that he really was a 
clever Toad. 

He slept till a late hour next morning, and by the time he got down he 
found that the other animals had finished their breakfast some time 
before. The Mole had slipped off somewhere by himself, without telling 
any one where he was going to. The Badger sat in the arm-chair, reading 
the paper, and not concerning himself in the slightest about what was 
going to happen that very evening. The Rat, on the other hand, was 
running round the room busily, with his arms full of weapons of every 
kind, distributing them in four little heaps on the floor, and saying 
excitedly under his breath, as he ran, “Here’s-a-sword-for-the-Rat, 
here’s-a-sword-for-the-Mole, here’s-a-sword-for-the-Toad, here’s-a- 
sword-for-the-Badger! Here’s-a-pistol-for-the-Rat, here’s-a-pistol-for- 
the-Mole, here’s-a-pistol-for-the-Toad, here’s-a-pistol-for-the-Badger!” 
And so on, in a regular, rhythmical way, while the four little heaps 
gradually grew and grew. 

“That’s all very well, Rat,” said the Badger presently, looking at the 
busy little animal over the edge of his newspaper; “I’m not blaming you. 
But just let us once get past the stoats, with those detestable guns of 
theirs, and I assure you we shan’t want any swords or pistols. We four, 
with our sticks, once we’re inside the dining-hall, why, we shall clear the 
floor of all the lot of them in five minutes. I’d have done the whole thing 
by myself, only I didn’t want to deprive you fellows of the fun!” 

“Tt’s as well to be on the safe side,” said the Rat reflectively, polishing 
a pistol-barrel on his sleeve and looking along it. 

The Toad, having finished his breakfast, picked up a stout stick and 
swung it vigorously, belabouring imaginary animals. “Pll learn ‘em to 
steal my house!” he cried. “I?ll learn ‘em, P1 learn ‘em!” 

“Don’t say ‘learn ‘em,’ Toad,” said the Rat, greatly shocked. “It’s not 
good English.” 

“What are you always nagging at Toad for?” inquired the Badger, 
rather peevishly. “What’s the matter with his English? It’s the same what 


I use myself, and if it’s good enough for me, it ought to be good enough 
for you!” 

“Pm very sorry,” said the Rat humbly. “Only I think it ought to be 
‘teach ‘em,’ not ‘learn ‘em.’” 

“But we don’t want to teach ‘em,” replied the Badger. “We want to 
learn ‘em — learn ‘em, learn ‘em! And what’s more, we’re going to do 
it, too!” 

“Oh, very well, have it your own way,” said the Rat. He was getting 
rather muddled about it himself, and presently he retired into a corner, 
where he could be heard muttering, “Learn ‘em, teach ‘em, teach ‘em, 
learn ‘em!” till the Badger told him rather sharply to leave off. 

Presently the Mole came tumbling into the room, evidently very 
pleased with himself. “I’ve been having such fun!” he began at once; 
“T’ve been getting a rise out of the stoats!” 

“T hope you’ve been very careful, Mole?” said the Rat anxiously. 

“I should hope so, too,” said the Mole confidently. “I got the idea 
when I went into the kitchen, to see about Toad’s breakfast being kept 
hot for him. I found that old washerwoman-dress that he came home in 
yesterday, hanging on a towel-horse before the fire. So I put it on, and 
the bonnet as well, and the shawl, and off I went to Toad Hall, as bold as 
you please. The sentries were on the look-out, of course, with their guns 
and their ‘Who comes there?’ and all the rest of their nonsense. ‘Good 
morning, gentlemen!’ says I, very respectful. ‘Want any washing done 
to-day?’ They looked at me very proud and stiff and haughty, and said, 
‘Go away, washerwoman! We don’t do any washing on duty.’ ‘Or any 
other time?’ says I. Ho, ho, ho! Wasn’t I funny, Toad?” 

“Poor, frivolous animal!” said Toad, very loftily. The fact is, he felt 
exceedingly jealous of Mole for what he had just done. It was exactly 
what he would have liked to have done himself, if only he had thought of 
it first, and hadn’t gone and overslept himself. 

“Some of the stoats turned quite pink,” continued the Mole, “and the 
Sergeant in charge, he said to me, very short, he said, ‘Now run away, 
my good woman, run away! Don’t keep my men idling and talking on 
their posts.’ ‘Run away?’ says I; ‘it won’t be me that’ll be running away, 
in a very short time from now!’” 

“O Moly, how could you?” said the Rat, dismayed. 

The Badger laid down his paper. 

“I could see them pricking up their ears and looking at each other,” 
went on the Mole; “and the Sergeant said to them, ‘Never mind her; she 
doesn’t know what she’s talking about.’” 


“<O! don’t I?’ said I. ‘Well, let me tell you this. My daughter, she 
washes for Mr. Badger, and that’ll show you whether I know what I’m 
talking about; and you’ll know pretty soon, too! A hundred bloodthirsty 
badgers, armed with rifles, are going to attack Toad Hall this very night, 
by way of the paddock. Six boatloads of Rats, with pistols and cutlasses, 
will come up the river and effect a landing in the garden; while a picked 
body of Toads, known as the Die-hards, or the Death-or-Glory Toads, 
will storm the orchard and carry everything before them, yelling for 
vengeance. There won’t be much left of you to wash, by the time they’ve 
done with you, unless you clear out while you have the chance!’ Then I 
ran away, and when I was out of sight I hid; and presently I came 
creeping back along the ditch and took a peep at them through the hedge. 
They were all as nervous and flustered as could be, running all ways at 
once, and falling over each other, and every one giving orders to 
everybody else and not listening; and the Sergeant kept sending off 
parties of stoats to distant parts of the grounds, and then sending other 
fellows to fetch ‘em back again; and I heard them saying to each other, 
‘That’s just like the weasels; they’re to stop comfortably in the 
banqueting-hall, and have feasting and toasts and songs and all sorts of 
fun, while we must stay on guard in the cold and the dark, and in the end 
be cut to pieces by bloodthirsty Badgers!” 

“Oh, you silly ass, Mole!” cried Toad, “You’ve been and spoilt 
everything!” 

“Mole,” said the Badger, in his dry, quiet way, “I perceive you have 
more sense in your little finger than some other animals have in the 
whole of their fat bodies. You have managed excellently, and I begin to 
have great hopes of you. Good Mole! Clever Mole!” 

The Toad was simply wild with jealousy, more especially as he 
couldn’t make out for the life of him what the Mole had done that was so 
particularly clever; but, fortunately for him, before he could show temper 
or expose himself to the Badger’s sarcasm, the bell rang for luncheon. 

It was a simple but sustaining meal — bacon and broad beans, and a 
macaroni pudding; and when they had quite done, the Badger settled 
himself into an arm-chair, and said, “Well, we’ve got our work cut out 
for us to-night, and it will probably be pretty late before we’re quite 
through with it; so I’m just going to take forty winks, while I can.” And 
he drew a handkerchief over his face and was soon snoring. 

The anxious and laborious Rat at once resumed his preparations, and 
started running between his four little heaps, muttering, “Here’s-a-belt- 
for-the-Rat, here’s-a-belt-for-the-Mole, here’s-a-belt-for-the-Toad, 


here’s-a-belt-for-the-Badger!” and so on, with every fresh accoutrement 
he produced, to which there seemed really no end; so the Mole drew his 
arm through Toad’s, led him out into the open air, shoved him into a 
wicker chair, and made him tell him all his adventures from beginning to 
end, which Toad was only too willing to do. The Mole was a good 
listener, and Toad, with no one to check his statements or to criticise in 
an unfriendly spirit, rather let himself go. Indeed, much that he related 
belonged more properly to the category of what-might-have-happened- 
had-I-only-thought-of-it-in-time-instead-of-ten-minutes-afterwards. 
Those are always the best and the raciest adventures; and why should 
they not be truly ours, as much as the somewhat inadequate things that 
really come off? 


XII. THE RETURN OF ULYSSES 


WHEN it began to grow dark, the Rat, with an air of excitement and 
mystery, summoned them back into the parlour, stood each of them up 
alongside of his little heap, and proceeded to dress them up for the 
coming expedition. He was very earnest and thorough-going about it, 
and the affair took quite a long time. First, there was a belt to go round 
each animal, and then a sword to be stuck into each belt, and then a 
cutlass on the other side to balance it. Then a pair of pistols, a 
policeman’s truncheon, several sets of handcuffs, some bandages and 
sticking-plaster, and a flask and a sandwich-case. The Badger laughed 
good-humouredly and said, “All right, Ratty! It amuses you and it 
doesn’t hurt me. I’m going to do all I’ve got to do with this here stick.” 
But the Rat only said, “Please, Badger. You know I shouldn’t like you to 
blame me afterwards and say I had forgotten anything!” 

When all was quite ready, the Badger took a dark lantern in one paw, 
grasped his great stick with the other, and said, “Now then, follow me! 
Mole first, ‘cos I’m very pleased with him; Rat next; Toad last. And look 
here, Toady! Don’t you chatter so much as usual, or you’ ll be sent back, 
as sure as fate!” 

The Toad was so anxious not to be left out that he took up the inferior 
position assigned to him without a murmur, and the animals set off. The 
Badger led them along by the river for a little way, and then suddenly 
swung himself over the edge into a hole in the river bank, a little above 
the water. The Mole and the Rat followed silently, swinging themselves 
successfully into the hole as they had seen the Badger do; but when it 
came to Toad’s turn, of course he managed to slip and fall into the water 
with a loud splash and a squeal of alarm. He was hauled out by his 
friends, rubbed down and wrung out hastily, comforted, and set on his 
legs; but the Badger was seriously angry, and told him that the very next 
time he made a fool of himself he would most certainly be left behind. 





The Badger said, “Now then, follow me!” 


So at last they were in the secret passage, and the cutting-out 
expedition had really begun! 

It was cold, and dark, and damp, and low, and narrow, and poor Toad 
began to shiver, partly from dread of what might be before him, partly 
because he was wet through. The lantern was far ahead, and he could not 
help lagging behind a little in the darkness. Then he heard the Rat call 
out warningly, “Come on, Toad!” and a terror seized him of being left 
behind, alone in the darkness, and he “came on” with such a rush that he 
upset the Rat into the Mole, and the Mole into the Badger, and for a 
moment all was confusion. The Badger thought they were being attacked 
from behind, and, as there was no room to use a stick or a cutlass, drew a 
pistol, and was on the point of putting a bullet into Toad. When he found 
out what had really happened he was very angry indeed, and said, “Now 
this time that tiresome Toad shall be left behind!” 


But Toad whimpered, and the other two promised that they would be 
answerable for his good conduct, and at last the Badger was pacified, and 
the procession moved on; only this time the Rat brought up the rear, with 
a firm grip on the shoulder of Toad. 

So they groped and shuffled along, with their ears pricked up and 
their paws on their pistols, till at last the Badger said, “We ought by now 
to be pretty nearly under the Hall.” 

Then suddenly they heard, far away as it might be, and yet apparently 
nearly over their heads, a confused murmur of sound, as if people were 
shouting and cheering and stamping on the floor and hammering on 
tables. The Toad’s nervous terrors all returned, but the Badger only 
remarked placidly, “They are going it, the weasels!” 

The passage now began to slope upwards; they groped onward a little 
further, and then the noise broke out again, quite distinct this time, and 
very close above them. “Ooo-ray-o0-ray-00-ray-ooray!” they heard, and 
the stamping of little feet on the floor, and the clinking of glasses as little 
fists pounded on the table. “What a time they’re having!” said the 
Badger. “Come on!” They hurried along the passage till it came to a full 
stop, and they found themselves standing under the trap-door that led up 
into the butler’s pantry. 

Such a tremendous noise was going on in the banqueting-hall that 
there was little danger of their being overheard. The Badger said, “Now, 
boys, all together!” and the four of them put their shoulders to the trap- 
door and heaved it back. Hoisting each other up, they found themselves 
standing in the pantry, with only a door between them and the 
banqueting-hall, where their unconscious enemies were carousing. 

The noise, as they emerged from the passage, was simply deafening. 
At last, as the cheering and hammering slowly subsided, a voice could be 
made out saying, “Well, I do not propose to detain you much longer” — 
(great applause)— “but before I resume my seat” — (renewed cheering) 
— “T should like to say one word about our kind host, Mr. Toad. We all 
know Toad!” — (great laughter)— “Good Toad, modest Toad, honest 
Toad!” (shrieks of merriment). 

“Only just let me get at him!” muttered Toad, grinding his teeth. 

“Hold hard a minute!” said the Badger, restraining him with difficulty. 
“Get ready, all of you!” 

“— Let me sing you a little song,” went on the voice, “which I have 
composed on the subject of Toad” — (prolonged applause). 

Then the Chief Weasel — for it was he — began in a high, squeaky 
voice — 


“Toad he went a-pleasuring Gaily down the street—” 

The Badger drew himself up, took a firm grip of his stick with both 
paws, glanced round at his comrades, and cried — 

“The hour is come! Follow me!” 

And flung the door open wide. 

My! 

What a squealing and a squeaking and a screeching filled the air! 

Well might the terrified weasels dive under the tables and spring 
madly up at the windows! Well might the ferrets rush wildly for the 
fireplace and get hopelessly jammed in the chimney! Well might tables 
and chairs be upset, and glass and china be sent crashing on the floor, in 
the panic of that terrible moment when the four Heroes strode wrathfully 
into the room! The mighty Badger, his whiskers bristling, his great 
cudgel whistling through the air; Mole, black and grim, brandishing his 
stick and shouting his awful war-cry, “A Mole! A Mole!” Rat, desperate 
and determined, his belt bulging with weapons of every age and every 
variety; Toad, frenzied with excitement and injured pride, swollen to 
twice his ordinary size, leaping into the air and emitting Toad-whoops 
that chilled them to the marrow! “Toad he went a-pleasuring!” he yelled. 
“PIl pleasure ‘em!” and he went straight for the Chief Weasel. They were 
but four in all, but to the panic-stricken weasels the hall seemed full of 
monstrous animals, grey, black, brown and yellow, whooping and 
flourishing enormous cudgels; and they broke and fled with squeals of 
terror and dismay, this way and that, through the windows, up the 
chimney, anywhere to get out of reach of those terrible sticks. 

The affair was soon over. Up and down, the whole length of the hall, 
strode the four Friends, whacking with their sticks at every head that 
showed itself; and in five minutes the room was cleared. Through the 
broken windows the shrieks of terrified weasels escaping across the lawn 
were borne faintly to their ears; on the floor lay prostrate some dozen or 
so of the enemy, on whom the Mole was busily engaged in fitting 
handcuffs. The Badger, resting from his labours, leant on his stick and 
wiped his honest brow. 

“Mole,” he said, “you’re the best of fellows! Just cut along outside 
and look after those stoat-sentries of yours, and see what they’re doing. 
I’ve an idea that, thanks to you, we shan’t have much trouble from them 
to-night!” 

The Mole vanished promptly through a window; and the Badger bade 
the other two set a table on its legs again, pick up knives and forks and 
plates and glasses from the débris on the floor, and see if they could find 


materials for a supper. “I want some grub, I do,” he said, in that rather 
common way he had of speaking. “Stir your stumps, Toad, and look 
lively! We’ve got your house back for you, and you don’t offer us so 
much as a sandwich.” 

Toad felt rather hurt that the Badger didn’t say pleasant things to him, 
as he had to the Mole, and tell him what a fine fellow he was, and how 
splendidly he had fought; for he was rather particularly pleased with 
himself and the way he had gone for the Chief Weasel and sent him 
flying across the table with one blow of his stick. But he bustled about, 
and so did the Rat, and soon they found some guava jelly in a glass dish, 
and a cold chicken, a tongue that had hardly been touched, some trifle, 
and quite a lot of lobster salad; and in the pantry they came upon a 
basketful of French rolls and any quantity of cheese, butter, and celery. 
They were just about to sit down when the Mole clambered in through 
the window, chuckling, with an armful of rifles. 

“Tt’s all over,” he reported. “From what I can make out, as soon as the 
stoats, who were very nervous and jumpy already, heard the shrieks and 
the yells and the uproar inside the hall, some of them threw down their 
rifles and fled. The others stood fast for a bit, but when the weasels came 
rushing out upon them they thought they were betrayed; and the stoats 
grappled with the weasels, and the weasels fought to get away, and they 
wrestled and wriggled and punched each other, and rolled over and over, 
till most of ‘em rolled into the river! They’ve all disappeared by now, 
one way or another; and I’ve got their rifles. So that’s all right!” 

“Excellent and deserving animal!” said the Badger, his mouth full of 
chicken and trifle. “Now, there’s just one more thing I want you to do, 
Mole, before you sit down to your supper along of us; and I wouldn’t 
trouble you only I know I can trust you to see a thing done, and I wish I 
could say the same of every one I know. I’d send Rat, if he wasn’t a poet. 
I want you to take those fellows on the floor there upstairs with you, and 
have some bedrooms cleaned out and tidied up and made really 
comfortable. See that they sweep under the beds, and put clean sheets 
and pillow-cases on, and turn down one comer of the bed-clothes, just as 
you know it ought to be done; and have a can of hot water, and clean 
towels, and fresh cakes of soap, put in each room. And then you can give 
them a licking a-piece, if it’s any satisfaction to you, and put them out by 
the back-door, and we shan’t see any more of them, I fancy. And then 
come along and have some of this cold tongue. It’s first rate. I’m very 
pleased with you, Mole!” 


The good-natured Mole picked up a stick, formed his prisoners up in a 
line on the floor, gave them the order “Quick march!” and led his squad 
off to the upper floor. After a time, he appeared again, smiling, and said 
that every room was ready and as clean as a new pin. “And I didn’t have 
to lick them, either,” he added. “I thought, on the whole, they had had 
licking enough for one night, and the weasels, when I put the point to 
them, quite agreed with me, and said they wouldn’t think of troubling 
me. They were very penitent, and said they were extremely sorry for 
what they had done, but it was all the fault of the Chief Weasel and the 
stoats, and if ever they could do anything for us at any time to make up, 
we had only got to mention it. So I gave them a roll a-piece, and let them 
out at the back, and off they ran, as hard as they could!” 

Then the Mole pulled his chair up to the table, and pitched into the 
cold tongue; and Toad, like the gentleman he was, put all his jealousy 
from him, and said heartily, “Thank you kindly, dear Mole, for all your 
pains and trouble to-night, and especially for your cleverness this 
morning!” The Badger was pleased at that, and said, “There spoke my 
brave Toad!” So they finished their supper in great joy and contentment, 
and presently retired to rest between clean sheets, safe in Toad’s 
ancestral home, won back by matchless valour, consummate strategy, 
and a proper handling of sticks. 

The following morning, Toad, who had overslept himself as usual, 
came down to breakfast disgracefully late, and found on the table a 
certain quantity of egg-shells, some fragments of cold and leathery toast, 
a coffee-pot three-fourths empty, and really very little else; which did not 
tend to improve his temper, considering that, after all, it was his own 
house. Through the French windows of the breakfast-room he could see 
the Mole and the Water Rat sitting in wicker chairs out on the lawn, 
evidently telling each other stories; roaring with laughter and kicking 
their short legs up in the air. The Badger, who was in an arm-chair and 
deep in the morning paper, merely looked up and nodded when Toad 
entered the room. But Toad knew his man, so he sat down and made the 
best breakfast he could, merely observing to himself that he would get 
square with the others sooner or later. When he had nearly finished, the 
Badger looked up and remarked rather shortly: “I’m sorry, Toad, but I’m 
afraid there’s a heavy morning’s work in front of you. You see, we really 
ought to have a Banquet at once, to celebrate this affair. It’s expected of 
you — in fact, it’s the rule.” 

“O, all right!” said the Toad, readily. “Anything to oblige. Though 
why on earth you should want to have a Banquet in the morning I cannot 


understand. But you know I do not live to please myself, but merely to 
find out what my friends want, and then try and arrange it for ‘em, you 
dear old Badger!” 

“Don’t pretend to be stupider than you really are,” replied the Badger, 
crossly; “and don’t chuckle and splutter in your coffee while you’re 
talking; it’s not manners. What I mean is, the Banquet will be at night, of 
course, but the invitations will have to be written and got off at once, and 
you’ve got to write ‘em. Now sit down at that table — there’s stacks of 
letter-paper on it, with “Toad Hall’ at the top in blue and gold — and 
write invitations to all our friends, and if you stick to it we shall get them 
out before luncheon. And Pll bear a hand, too, and take my share of the 
burden. I’ll order the Banquet.” 

“What!” cried Toad, dismayed. “Me stop indoors and write a lot of 
rotten letters on a jolly morning like this, when I want to go around my 
property and set everything and everybody to rights, and swagger about 
and enjoy myself! Certainly not! PII be — Pll see you — Stop a minute, 
though! Why, of course, dear Badger! What is my pleasure or 
convenience compared with that of others! You wish it done, and it shall 
be done. Go, Badger, order the Banquet, order what you like; then join 
our young friends outside in their innocent mirth, oblivious of me and 
my cares and toils. I sacrifice this fair morning on the altar of duty and 
friendship!” 

The Badger looked at him very suspiciously, but Toad’s frank, open 
countenance made it difficult to suggest any unworthy motive in this 
change of attitude. He quitted the room, accordingly, in the direction of 
the kitchen, and as soon as the door had closed behind him, Toad hurried 
to the writing-table. A fine idea had occurred to him while he was 
talking. He would write the invitations; and he would take care to 
mention the leading part he had taken in the fight, and how he had laid 
the Chief Weasel flat; and he would hint at his adventures, and what a 
career of triumph he had to tell about; and on the fly-leaf he would set 
out a sort of a programme of entertainment for the evening — something 
like this, as he sketched it out in his head: — 


Speech By Toad. 
(There will be other speeches by Toad during 
the evening.) 


Address By Toad 
Synopsis — Our Prison System — the Waterways of Old 


England — Horse-dealing, and how to deal — Property, 
its rights and its duties — Back to the Land — A 
Typical English Squire. 


Song By Toad. 
(Composed by himself.) 


Other Compositions By Toad 
will be sung in the course of the 
evening by the | Composer. 


The idea pleased him mightily, and he worked very hard and got all 
the letters finished by noon, at which hour it was reported to him that 
there was a small and rather bedraggled weasel at the door, inquiring 
timidly whether he could be of any service to the gentleman. Toad 
swaggered out and found it was one of the prisoners of the previous 
evening, very respectful and anxious to please. He patted him on the 
head, shoved the bundle of invitations into his paw, and told him to cut 
along quick and deliver them as fast as he could, and if he liked to come 
back again in the evening, perhaps there might be a shilling for him, or, 
again, perhaps there mightn’t; and the poor weasel seemed really quite 
grateful, and hurried off eagerly to do his mission. 

When the other animals came back to luncheon, very boisterous and 
breezy after a morning on the river, the Mole, whose conscience had 
been pricking him, looked doubtfully at Toad, expecting to find him 
sulky or depressed. Instead, he was so uppish and inflated that the Mole 
began to suspect something; while the Rat and the Badger exchanged 
significant glances. 

As soon as the meal was over, Toad thrust his paws deep into his 
trouser-pockets, remarked casually, “Well, look after yourselves, you 
fellows! Ask for anything you want!” and was swaggering off in the 
direction of the garden, where he wanted to think out an idea or two for 
his coming speeches, when the Rat caught him by the arm. 

Toad rather suspected what he was after, and did his best to get away; 
but when the Badger took him firmly by the other arm he began to see 
that the game was up. The two animals conducted him between them into 
the small smoking-room that opened out of the entrance-hall, shut the 
door, and put him into a chair. Then they both stood in front of him, 
while Toad sat silent and regarded them with much suspicion and ill- 
humour. 


“Now, look here, Toad,” said the Rat. “It’s about this Banquet, and 
very sorry I am to have to speak to you like this. But we want you to 
understand clearly, once and for all, that there are going to be no 
speeches and no songs. Try and grasp the fact that on this occasion we’re 
not arguing with you; we’re just telling you.” 

Toad saw that he was trapped. They understood him, they saw 
through him, they had got ahead of him. His pleasant dream was 
shattered. 

“Mayn’t I sing them just one little song?” he pleaded piteously. 

“No, not one little song,” replied the Rat firmly, though his heart bled 
as he noticed the trembling lip of the poor disappointed Toad. “It’s no 
good, Toady; you know well that your songs are all conceit and boasting 
and vanity; and your speeches are all self-praise and — and — well, and 
gross exaggeration and — and—” 

“And gas,” put in the Badger, in his common way. 

“It’s for your own good, Toady,” went on the Rat. “You know you 
must turn over a new leaf sooner or later, and now seems a splendid time 
to begin; a sort of turning-point in your career. Please don’t think that 
saying all this doesn’t hurt me more than it hurts you.” 

Toad remained a long while plunged in thought. At last he raised his 
head, and the traces of strong emotion were visible on his features. “You 
have conquered, my friends,” he said in broken accents. “It was, to be 
sure, but a small thing that I asked — merely leave to blossom and 
expand for yet one more evening, to let myself go and hear the 
tumultuous applause that always seems to me — somehow — to bring 
out my best qualities. However, you are right, I know, and I am wrong. 
Henceforth I will be a very different Toad. My friends, you shall never 
have occasion to blush for me again. But, O dear, O dear, this is a hard 
world!” 

And, pressing his handkerchief to his face, he left the room, with 
faltering footsteps. 

“Badger,” said the Rat, “I feel like a brute; I wonder what you feel 
like?” 

“O, I know, I know,” said the Badger gloomily. “But the thing had to 
be done. This good fellow has got to live here, and hold his own, and be 
respected. Would you have him a common laughing-stock, mocked and 
jeered at by stoats and weasels?” 

“Of course not,” said the Rat. “And, talking of weasels, it’s lucky we 
came upon that little weasel, just as he was setting out with Toad’s 
invitations. I suspected something from what you told me, and had a look 


at one or two; they were simply disgraceful. I confiscated the lot, and the 
good Mole is now sitting in the blue boudoir, filling up plain, simple 
invitation cards.” 


At last the hour for the banquet began to draw near, and Toad, who on 
leaving the others had retired to his bedroom, was still sitting there, 
melancholy and thoughtful. His brow resting on his paw, he pondered 
long and deeply. Gradually his countenance cleared, and he began to 
smile long, slow smiles. Then he took to giggling in a shy, self-conscious 
manner. At last he got up, locked the door, drew the curtains across the 
windows, collected all the chairs in the room and arranged them in a 
semicircle, and took up his position in front of them, swelling visibly. 
Then he bowed, coughed twice, and, letting himself go, with uplifted 
voice he sang, to the enraptured audience that his imagination so clearly 
saw: 

TOAD’S LAST LITTLE SONG 

The Toad — came — home! There was panic in the parlours and 
howling in the halls, There was crying in the cow-sheds and shrieking in 
the stalls, When the Toad — came — home! 

When the Toad — came — home! There was smashing in of window 
and crashing in of door, There was chivvying of weasels that fainted on 
the floor, When the Toad — came — home! 

Bang! go the drums! The trumpeters are tooting and the soldiers are 
saluting, And the cannon they are shooting and the motor-cars are 
hooting, As the — Hero — comes! 

Shout — Hoo-ray! And let each one of the crowd try and shout it very 
loud, In honour of an animal of whom you’re justly proud, For it’s 
Toad’s — great — day! 

He sang this very loud, with great unction and expression; and when 
he had done, he sang it all over again. 

Then he heaved a deep sigh; a long, long, long sigh. 

Then he dipped his hairbrush in the water-jug, parted his hair in the 
middle, and plastered it down very straight and sleek on each side of his 
face; and, unlocking the door, went quietly down the stairs to greet his 
guests, who he knew must be assembling in the drawing-room. 

All the animals cheered when he entered, and crowded round to 
congratulate him and say nice things about his courage, and his 
cleverness, and his fighting qualities; but Toad only smiled faintly, and 
murmured, “Not at all!” Or, sometimes, for a change, “On the contrary!” 
Otter, who was standing on the hearthrug, describing to an admiring 


circle of friends exactly how he would have managed things had he been 
there, came forward with a shout, threw his arm round Toad’s neck, and 
tried to take him round the room in triumphal progress; but Toad, in a 
mild way, was rather snubby to him, remarking gently, as he disengaged 
himself, “Badger’s was the master mind; the Mole and the Water Rat 
bore the brunt of the fighting; I merely served in the ranks and did little 
or nothing.” The animals were evidently puzzled and taken aback by this 
unexpected attitude of his; and Toad felt, as he moved from one guest to 
the other, making his modest responses, that he was an object of 
absorbing interest to every one. 

The Badger had ordered everything of the best, and the banquet was a 
great success. There was much talking and laughter and chaff among the 
animals, but through it all Toad, who of course was in the chair, looked 
down his nose and murmured pleasant nothings to the animals on either 
side of him. At intervals he stole a glance at the Badger and the Rat, and 
always when he looked they were staring at each other with their mouths 
open; and this gave him the greatest satisfaction. Some of the younger 
and livelier animals, as the evening wore on, got whispering to each 
other that things were not so amusing as they used to be in the good old 
days; and there were some knockings on the table and cries of “Toad! 
Speech! Speech from Toad! Song! Mr. Toad’s song!” But Toad only 
shook his head gently, raised one paw in mild protest, and, by pressing 
delicacies on his guests, by topical small-talk, and by earnest inquiries 
after members of their families not yet old enough to appear at social 
functions, managed to convey to them that this dinner was being run on 
strictly conventional lines. 

He was indeed an altered Toad! 


After this climax, the four animals continued to lead their lives, so 
rudely broken in upon by civil war, in great joy and contentment, 
undisturbed by further risings or invasions. Toad, after due consultation 
with his friends, selected a handsome gold chain and locket set with 
pearls, which he dispatched to the gaoler’s daughter, with a letter that 
even the Badger admitted to be modest, grateful, and appreciative; and 
the engine-driver, in his turn, was properly thanked and compensated for 
all his pains and trouble. Under severe compulsion from the Badger, 
even the barge-woman was, with some trouble, sought out and the value 
of her horse discreetly made good to her; though Toad kicked terribly at 
this, holding himself to be an instrument of Fate, sent to punish fat 
women with mottled arms who couldn’t tell a real gentleman when they 


saw one. The amount involved, it was true, was not very burdensome, 
the gipsy’s valuation being admitted by local assessors to be 
approximately correct. 

Sometimes, in the course of long summer evenings, the friends would 
take a stroll together in the Wild Wood, now successfully tamed so far as 
they were concerned; and it was pleasing to see how respectfully they 
were greeted by the inhabitants, and how the mother-weasels would 
bring their young ones to the mouths of their holes, and say, pointing, 
“Look, baby! There goes the great Mr. Toad! And that’s the gallant Water 
Rat, a terrible fighter, walking along o’ him! And yonder comes the 
famous Mr. Mole, of whom you so often have heard your father tell!” 
But when their infants were fractious and quite beyond control, they 
would quiet them by telling how, if they didn’t hush them and not fret 
them, the terrible grey Badger would up and get them. This was a base 
libel on Badger, who, though he cared little about Society, was rather 
fond of children; but it never failed to have its full effect. 
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& Sons for a poem by Joaquin Miller, Mr Elliot Stock for an extract from 
a play by H. N. Maugham; and Mr John Lane for the Rands, Eugene 
Field, and Graham Robertson poems, and for two extracts from John 
Davidson’s Fleet Street Eclogues. 


PREFACE 


IN compiling a selection of Poetry for Children, a conscientious Editor is 
bound to find himself confronted with limitations so numerous as to be 
almost disheartening. For he has to remember that his task is, not to 
provide simple examples of the whole range of English poetry, but to set 
up a wicket-gate giving attractive admission to that wide domain, with its 
woodland glades, its pasture and arable, its walled and scented gardens 
here and there, and so to its sunlit, and sometimes misty, mountain-tops 
— all to be more fully explored later by those who are tempted on by the 
first glimpse. And always he must be proclaiming to the small tourists 
that there is joy, light and fresh air in that delectable country. 

v Briefly, I think that blank verse generally, and the drama as a whole, 
may very well be left for readers of a riper age. Indeed, I believe that 
those who can ignore the plays of Shakespeare and his fellow- 
Elizabethans till they are sixteen will be no losers in the long run. The 
bulk, too, of seventeenth and eighteenth century poetry, bending under its 
burden of classical form and crowded classical allusion, requires a 
completed education and a wide range of reading for its proper 
appreciation. 

Much else also is barred. There are the questions of subject, of archaic 
language and thought, and of occasional expression, which will occur to 
everyone. Then there is dialect, and here one has to remember that these 
poems are intended for use at the very time that a child is painfully 
acquiring a normal — often quite arbitrary — orthography. Is it fair to 
that child to hammer into him — perhaps literally — that porridge is 
spelt porridge, and next minute to present it to him, in an official 
‘Reader,’ under the guise of parritch? I think not; and I have accordingly 
kept as far as possible to the normal, though at some loss of material. 

vi In the output of those writers who have deliberately written for 
children, it is surprising how largely the subject of death is found to bulk. 
Dead fathers and mothers, dead brothers and sisters, dead uncles and 
aunts, dead puppies and kittens, dead birds, dead flowers, dead dolls — a 
compiler of Obituary Verse for the delight of children could make a fine 
fat volume with little difficulty. I have turned off this mournful tap of 
tears as far as possible, preferring that children should read of the joy of 
life, rather than revel in sentimental thrills of imagined bereavement. 
There exists, moreover, any quantity of verse for children, which is 
merely verse and nothing more. It lacks the vital spark of heavenly 


flame, and is useless to a selector of Poetry. And then there is the whole 
corpus of verse — most of it of the present day — which is written about 
children, and this has even more carefully to be avoided. When the time 
comes that we send our parents to school, it will prove very useful to the 
compilers of their primers. 

vii All these restrictions have necessarily led to two results. First, that 
this collection is chiefly lyrical — and that, after all, is no bad thing. 
Lyric verse may not be representative of the whole range of English 
poetry, but as an introduction to it, as a Wicket-gate, there is no better 
portal. The second result is, that it is but a small sheaf that these 
gleanings amount to; but for those children who frankly do not care for 
poetry it will be more than enough; and for those who love it and delight 
in it, no ‘selection’ could ever be sufficiently satisfying. 

KENNETH GRAHAME. 

October 1915. 


For the Very Smallest Ones 


RHYMES AND JINGLES 


We begin with some jingles and old rhymes; for rhymes and jingles must 
not be despised. They have rhyme, rhythm, melody, and joy; and it is 
well for beginners to know that these are all elements of poetry, so that 
they will turn to it with pleasant expectation. 


Merry are the Bells 


Merry are the bells, and merry would they ring, 
Merry was myself, and merry could I sing; 
With a merry ding-dong, happy, gay, and free, 
And a merry sing-song, happy let us be! 
Waddle goes your gait, and hollow are your hose; 
Noddle goes your pate, and purple is your nose; 
Merry is your sing-song, happy, gay, and free; 
With a merry ding-dong, happy let us be! 
Merry have we met, and merry have we been; 
Merry let us part, and merry meet again; 

With our merry sing-song, happy, gay, and free, 
With a merry ding-dong, happy let us be! 


Safe in Bed 


Matthew, Mark, Luke and John, 
Bless the bed that I lie on! 

Four comers to my bed, 

Five angels there lie spread; 

Two at my head, 

Two at my feet, 

One at my heart, my soul to keep. 


Jenny Wren 


Jenny Wren fell sick; 
Upon a merry time, 

In came Robin Redbreast, 
And brought her sops of wine. 
Eat well of the sop, Jenny, 
Drink well of the wine; 
Thank you Robin kindly, 
You shall be mine. 

Jenny she got well, 

And stood upon her feet, 
And told Robin plainly 
She loved him not a bit. 
Robin, being angry, 
Hopp’d on a twig, 

Saying, Out upon you, 
Fye upon you, 

Bold-faced jig! 


Curly Locks 


Curly locks! Curly locks! 
Wilt thou be mine? 

Thou shalt not wash dishes 
Nor yet feed the swine. 

But sit on a cushion 

And sew a fine seam, 

And feed upon strawberries 
Sugar and cream. 


Pussy-Cat Mew 


Pussy-cat Mew jumped over a coal, 

And in her best petticoat burnt a great hole. 
Pussy-cat Mew shall have no more milk 
Till she has mended her gown of silk. 


Draw a Pail of Water 


Draw a pail of water 

For my Lady’s daughter. 

Father’s a King, 

Mother’s a Queen, 

My two little sisters are dressed in green, 
Stamping marigolds and parsley. 


| Saw a Ship a-sailing 


I saw a ship a-sailing, 

A-sailing on the sea; 

And it was full of pretty things 

For baby and for me. 

There were sweetmeats in the cabin, 
And apples in the hold; 

The sails were made of silk, 

And the masts were made of gold. 
The four-and-twenty sailors 

That stood between the decks, 
Were four-and-twenty white mice, 
With chains about their necks. 

The captain was a duck, 

With a packet on his back; 

And when the ship began to move, 
The captain cried, “Quack, quack!” 


The Nut-Tree 


I had a little nut-tree, 

Nothing would it bear 

But a silver nutmeg 

And a golden pear; 

The King of Spain’s daughter 

She came to see me, 

And all because of my little nut-tree. 

I skipped over water, 

I danced over sea, 

And all the birds in the air couldn’t catch me. 


My Maid Mary 


My maid Mary she minds the dairy, 

While I go a-hoeing and a-mowing each mom; 
Gaily run the reel and the little spinning-wheel, 
Whilst I am singing and mowing my corn. 


The Wind and the Fisherman 


When the wind is in the East, 

Tis neither good for man or beast; 
When the wind is in the North, 

The skilful fisher goes not forth; 
When the wind is in the South, 

It blows the bait in the fish’s mouth; 
When the wind is in the West, 

Then ’tis at the very best. 


Blow, Wind, Blow 


Blow, wind, blow! and go, mill, go! 

That the miller may grind his corn; 

That the baker may take it and into rolls make it, 
And send us some hot in the morn. 


The cock’s on the house-top, 
Blowing his horn; 

The bull’s in the barn, 
A-threshing of corn; 

The maids in the meadows 
Are making the hay, 

The ducks in the river 

Are swimming away. 


All Busy 


Winter has Come 


Cold and raw 

The north wind doth blow 

Bleak in the morning early; 

All the hills are covered with snow, 
And winter’s now come fairly. 


Poor Robin 


The north wind doth blow, 

And we shall have snow, 

And what will poor Robin do then, poor thing? 
He’ll sit in the barn, 

And keep himself warm, 

And hide his head under his wing, poor thing! 


I have a Little Sister 


I have a little sister, they call her Peep, Peep, 
She wades the waters, deep, deep, deep; 

She climbs the mountains, high, high, high; 
Poor little creature, she has but one eye. 

(A star.) 


In Marble Walls 


In marble walls as white as milk, 
Lined with a skin as soft as silk, 
Within a fountain crystal-clear, 

A golden apple doth appear. 

No doors there are to this stronghold, 
Yet thieves break in and steal the gold. 


(An egg.) 


FAMILIAR OBJECTS 


Here are some poems about things with which we are all quite familiar: 
the Moon and the Stars that we see through our bedroom window; Pussy 
purring on the hearthrug, the spotted shell on the mantelpiece. 


O, look at the moon! 

She is shining up there; 

O mother, she looks 

Like a lamp in the air. 

Last week she was smaller, 
And shaped like a bow; 
But now she’s grown bigger, 
And round as an O. 

Pretty moon, pretty moon, 
How you shine on the door, 
And make it all bright 

On my nursery floor! 

You shine on my playthings, 
And show me their place, 
And I love to look up 

At your pretty bright face. 
And there is a star 

Close by you, and maybe 
That small twinkling star 
Is your little baby. 

Eliza Lee Follen. 


The Moon 


The Star 


Twinkle, twinkle, little star, 

How I wonder what you are! 

Up above the world so high, 
Like a diamond in the sky. 

When the blazing sun is gone, 
When he nothing shines upon, 
Then you show your little light, 
Twinkle, twinkle, all the night. 
Then the traveller in the dark 
Thanks you for your tiny spark; 
He could not see which way to go, 
If you did not twinkle so. 

In the dark blue sky you keep, 
And often through my curtains peep, 
For you never shut your eye 

Till the sun is in the sky. 

As your bright and tiny spark 
Lights the traveller in the dark, 
Though I know not what you are, 
Twinkle, twinkle, little star. 

Ann and Jane Taylor. 


Kitty 


Once there was a little kitty 
Whiter than snow; 

In a barn she used to frolic, 
Long time ago. 

In the barn a little mousie 

Ran to and fro; 

For she heard the kitty coming, 
Long time ago. 

Two eyes had little kitty, 

Black as a sloe; 

And they spied the little mousie, 
Long time ago. 

Four paws had little kitty, 

Paws soft as dough, 

And they caught the little mousie, 
Long time ago. 

Nine teeth had little kitty, 

All in a row; 

And they bit the little mousie, 
Long time ago. 

When the teeth bit little mousie, 
Little mouse cried “Oh!” 

But she got away from kitty, 
Long time ago. 

Mrs E. Prentiss. 


Kitty: How to Treat Her 


I like little Pussy, her coat is so warm, 

And if I don’t hurt her she’ll do me no harm; 
So PII not pull her tail, nor drive her away, 
But Pussy and I very gently will play. 


Kitty: what She thinks of Herself 


I am the Cat of Cats. I am 

The everlasting cat! 

Cunning, and old, and sleek as jam, 
The everlasting cat! 

I hunt the vermin in the night — 
The everlasting cat! 

For I see best without the light — 
The everlasting cat! 

W. B. Rands. 


The Sea Shell 


Sea Shell, Sea Shell, 

Sing me a song, O please! 

A song of ships and sailor-men, 

Of parrots and tropical trees; 

Of islands lost in the Spanish Main 
Which no man ever may see again, 
Of fishes and corals under the waves, 
And sea-horses stabled in great green caves — 
Sea Shell, Sea Shell, 

Sing me a song, O please! 

Amy Lowell. 


COUNTRY BOYS’ SONGS 


The cuckoo’s a bonny bird, 
She sings as she flies; 

She brings us good tidings, 
And tells us no lies. 

She sucks little birds’ eggs, 
To make her voice clear, 
And never cries Cuckoo 
Till the spring of the year. 


The Cuckoo 


The Bird-Scarer’s Song 


We’ve ploughed our land, we’ve sown our seed, 
We’ve made all neat and gay; 

Then take a bit and leave a bit, 

Away, birds, away! 


Cradle Song 


Sleep, baby, sleep, 

Our cottage vale is deep; 

The little lamb is on the green, 

With woolly fleece so soft and clean, 
Sleep, baby, sleep! 

Sleep, baby, sleep, 

Down where the woodbines creep; 
Be always like the lamb so mild, 

A kind and sweet and gentle child, 
Sleep, baby, sleep! 


GOOD NIGHT! 


Little baby, lay your head 

On your pretty cradle-bed; 

Shut your eye-peeps, now the day 
And the light are gone away; 

All the clothes are tucked in tight; 
Little baby dear, good night. 

Yes, my darling, well I know 
How the bitter wind doth blow; 
And the winter’s snow and rain 
Patter on the window-pane: 

But they cannot come in here, 

To my little baby dear. 

For the window shutteth fast, 

Till the stormy night is past; 

And the curtains warm are spread 
Round about her cradle-bed: 

So till morning shineth bright 
Little baby dear, good night! 

Ann and Jane Taylor. 


For Those a Little Older 


A BUNCH OF LENT LILIES 


Here three Poets treat the same flower each from his own distinct and 
delightful point of view. To the first it appeals as the flower of courage, 
the brave early comer; to the second it is the early goer, the flower of a 
too swift departure — though daffodils really bloom for a fairly long 
time, as flowers go; the third is grateful for an imperishable recollection. 





Daffodils 
... Daffodils 


That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty. 


Shakespeare. 


To Daffodils 


Fair daffodils, we weep to see 
You haste away so soon; 

As yet the early-rising sun 

Has not attain’d his noon. 

Stay, stay 

Until the hasting day 

Has run 

But to the evensong; 

And, having pray’d together, we 
Will go with you along. 

We have short time to stay, as you, 
We have as short a spring; 

As quick a growth to meet decay, 
As you, or anything. 

We die 

As your hours do, and dry 

Away 

Like to the summer’s rain; 

Or as the pearls of morning’s dew, 
Ne’er to be found again. 


Robert Herrick. 


Daffodils 


I wander’d lonely as a cloud 

That floats on high o’er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 

A host, of golden daffodils; 

Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 
Continuous as the stars that shine 

And twinkle on the Milky Way, 

They stretch’d in never-ending line 
Along the margin of a bay: 

Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 
The waves beside them danced, but they 
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee: 

A poet could not but be gay, 

In such a jocund company: 

I gazed — and gazed — but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought: 
For oft, when on my couch I lie 

In vacant or in pensive mood, 

They flash upon that inward eye 

Which is the bliss of solitude; 

And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils. 


William Wordsworth. 


SEASONS AND WEATHER 


The Months 


January brings the snow, 

Makes our feet and fingers glow. 
February brings the rain, 

Thaws the frozen lake again. 
March brings breezes loud and shrill, 
Stirs the dancing daffodil. 

April brings the primrose sweet, 
Scatters daisies at our feet. 

May brings flocks of pretty lambs, 
Skipping by their fleecy dams. 
June brings tulips, lilies, roses, 
Fills the children’s hands with posies. 
Hot July brings cooling showers, 
Apricots and gillyflowers. 

August brings the sheaves of corn, 
Then the harvest home is borne. 
Warm September brings the fruit, 
Sportsmen then begin to shoot. 
Fresh October brings the pheasant, 
Then to gather nuts is pleasant. 
Dull November brings the blast, 
Then the leaves are whirling fast. 
Chill December brings the sleet, 
Blazing fire and Christmas treat. 


Sara Coleridge. 


The Wind in a Frolic 


The wind one morning sprang up from sleep, 
Saying, “Now for a frolic! now for a leap! 
Now for a madcap galloping chase! 
PIl make a commotion in every place 
So it swept with a bustle right through a great town, 
Creaking the signs and scattering down 

Shutters; and whisking, with merciless squalls, 

Old women’s bonnets and gingerbread stalls. 

There never was heard a much lustier shout, 

As the apples and oranges trundled about; 

And the urchins, that stand with their thievish eyes 

For ever on watch, ran off each with a prize. 

Then away to the field it went blustering and humming, 
And the cattle all wondered whatever was coming. 

It plucked by their tails the grave matronly cows, 

And tossed the colts’ manes all about their brows, 

Till, offended at such a familiar salute, 

They all turned their backs, and stood sullenly mute. 

So on it went, capering and playing its pranks; 
Whistling with reeds on the broad river’s banks; 

Puffing the birds as they sat on the spray, 

Or the traveller grave on the king’s highway. 

It was not too nice to hustle the bags 

Of the beggar, and flutter his dirty rags; 

’ Twas so bold that it feared not to play its joke 

With the doctor’s wig, or the gentleman’s cloak. 
Through the forest it roared, and cried gaily, “Now, 

You sturdy old oaks, Pll make you bow!” 

And it made them bow without more ado, 

Or it cracked their great branches through and through. 
Then it rushed like a monster on cottage and farm, 
Striking their dwellers with sudden alarm; 

And they ran out like bees in a midsummer swarm. 
There were dames with their kerchiefs tied over their caps, 
To see if their poultry were free from mishaps; 

The turkeys they gobbled, the geese screamed aloud, 
And the hens crept to roost in a terrified crowd; 


1? 


There was rearing of ladders, and logs laying on 

Where the thatch from the roof threatened soon to be gone. 
But the wind had passed on, and had met in a lane 

With a schoolboy, who panted and struggled in vain; 

For it tossed him and twirled him, then passed, and he stood 
With his hat in a pool and his shoe in the mud. 

But away went the wind in its holiday glee, 

And now it was far on the billowy sea, 

And the lordly ships felt its staggering blow, 

And the little boats darted to and fro. 

But lo! it was night, and it sank to rest, 

On the sea-bird’s rock in the gleaming West, 

Laughing to think, in its fearful fun, 

How little of mischief it had done. 


William Howitt. 


The Four Sweet Months 


First, April, she with mellow showers 
Opens the way for early flowers; 

Then after her comes smiling May, 

In a more sweet and rich array; 

Next enters June, and brings us more 
Gems than those two that went before: 
Then, lastly, July comes and she 

More wealth brings in than all those three. 


Robert Herrick. 


Glad Day 


Here’s another day, dear, 
Here’s the sun again 

Peeping in his pleasant way 
Through the window pane. 
Rise and let him in, dear, 
Hail him “hip hurray!” 

Now the fun will all begin. 
Here’s another day! 

Down the coppice path, dear, 
Through the dewy glade, 
(When the Morning took her bath 
What a splash she made!) 

Up the wet wood-way, dear, 
Under dripping green 

Run to meet another day, 
Brightest ever seen. 
Mushrooms in the field, dear, 
Show their silver gleam. 
What a dainty crop they yield 
Firm as clouted cream, 

Cool as balls of snow, dear, 
Sweet and fresh and round! 
Ere the early dew can go 

We must clear the ground. 
Such a lot to do, dear, 

Such a lot to see! 

How we ever can get through 
Fairly puzzles me. 

Hurry up and out, dear, 

Then — away! away! 

In and out and round about, 
Here’s another day! 


W. Graham Robertson. 


Buttercups and Daisies 


Buttercups and daisies — 

O the pretty flowers! 
Coming ere the spring-time, 
To tell of sunny hours. 
When the trees are leafless; 
When the fields are bare; 
Buttercups and daisies 
Spring up here and there. 
Welcome, yellow buttercups! 
Welcome, daisies white! 

Ye are in my spirit 

Vision’d, a delight! 

Coming ere the spring-time, 
Of sunny hours to tell — 
Speaking to our hearts of Him 
Who doeth all things well. 


Mary Howitt. 


The Merry Month of March 


The cock is crowing, 

The stream is flowing, 

The small birds twitter, 

The lake doth glitter, 

The green field sleeps in the sun; 
The oldest and youngest 

Are at work with the strongest; 
The cattle are grazing, 

Their heads never raising; 

There are forty feeding like one! 
Like an army defeated 

The snow hath retreated, 

And now doth fare ill 

On the top of the bare hill; 

The Plough-boy is whooping anon, anon. 
There’s joy in the mountains; 
There’s life in the fountains; 
Small clouds are sailing, 

Blue sky prevailing; 

The rain is over and gone! 


William Wordsworth. 


What the Birds Say 


Do you know what the birds say? The sparrow, the dove, 
The linnet and thrush say “I love and I love!” 

In the winter they’re silent — the wind is so strong; 

What it says I don’t know, but it sings a loud song. 

But green leaves, and blossoms, and sunny warm weather, 
And singing, and loving, all come back together. 

But the lark is so brimful of gladness and love, 

The green fields below him, the blue sky above, 

That he sings, and he sings, and for ever sings he — 

“I love my love, and my love loves me!” 


S. T. Coleridge. 


Spring’s Procession 


First came the primrose, 

On the bank high, 

Like a maiden looking forth 

From the window of a tower 
When the battle rolls below, 

So look’d she, 

And saw the storms go by. 

Then came the wind-flower 

In the valley left behind, 

As a wounded maiden, pale 

With purple streaks of woe, 

When the battle has roll’d by 
Wanders to and fro, 

So tottered she, 

Dishevell’d in the wind. 

Then came the daisies, 

On the first of May, 

Like a banner’d show’s advance 
While the crowd runs by the way, 
With ten thousand flowers about them 
they came trooping through the fields. 
As a happy people come, 

So came they, 

As a happy people come 

When the war has roll’d away, 
With dance and tabor, pipe and drum, 
And all make holiday. 

Then came the cowslip, 

Like a dancer in the fair, 

She spread her little mat of green, 
And on it danced she. 

With a fillet bound about her brow, 
A fillet round her happy brow, 

A golden fillet round her brow, 
And rubies in her hair. 


Sydney Dobell. 


The Call of the Woods 


Under the greenwood tree, 

Who loves to lie with me, 

And tune his merry note 

Unto the sweet bird’s throat, 

Come hither, come hither, come hither! 
Here shall he see 

No enemy 

But winter and rough weather. 

Who doth ambition shun, 

And loves to live in the sun, 

Seeking the food he eats, 

And pleas’d with what he gets, 

Come hither, come hither, come hither! 
Here shall he see 

No enemy 

But winter and rough weather. 


Shakespeare. 


A Prescription for a Spring Morning 


At early dawn through London you must go 

Until you come where long black hedgerows grow, 
With pink buds pearl’d, with here and there a tree, 
And gates and stiles; and watch good country folk; 
And scent the spicy smoke 

Of wither’d weeds that burn where gardens be; 
And in a ditch perhaps a primrose see. 

The rooks shall stalk the plough, larks mount the skies, 
Blackbirds and speckled thrushes sing aloud, 

Hid in the warm white cloud 

Mantling the thorn, and far away shall rise 

The milky low of cows and farm-yard cries. 

From windy heavens the climbing sun shall shine, 
And February greet you like a maid 

In russet cloak array’d; 

And you shall take her for your mistress fine, 

And pluck a crocus for her valentine. 


John Davidson. 


The Country Faith 


Here in the country’s heart 
Where the grass is green, 
Life is the same sweet life 
As it e’er hath been 

Trust in a God still lives, 
And the bell at morn 

Floats with a thought of God 
O’er the rising corn. 

God comes down in the rain, 
And the crop grows tall — 
This is the country faith, 
And the best of all. 


Norman Gale. 


The Butterfly’s Ball 


“Come, take up your hats, and away let us haste 

To the Butterfly’s Ball and the Grasshopper’s Feast; 
The Trumpeter, Gadfly, has summoned the crew, 
And the revels are now only waiting for you.” 

So said little Robert, and pacing along, 

His merry Companions came forth in a throng, 

And on the smooth Grass by the side of a Wood, 
Beneath a broad oak that for ages had stood, 

Saw the Children of Earth and the Tenants of Air 

For an Evening’s Amusement together repair. 

And there came the Beetle, so blind and so black, 
Who carried the Emmet, his friend, on his back. 

And there was the Gnat and the Dragon-fly too, 

With all their Relations, green, orange and blue. 

And there came the Moth, with his plumage of down, 
And the Hornet in jacket of yellow and brown; 

Who with him the Wasp, his companion, did bring, 
But they promised that evening to lay by their sting. 
And the sly little Dormouse crept out of his hole, 
And brought to the feast his blind Brother, the Mole, 
And the Snail, with his horns peeping out of his shell, 
Came from a great distance, the length of an ell. 

A Mushroom their Table, and on it was laid 

A water-dock leaf, which a table-cloth made. 

The Viands were various, to each of their taste, 

And the Bee brought her honey to crown the Repast. 
Then close on his haunches, so solemn and wise, 

The Frog from a corner look’d up to the skies; 

And the Squirrel, well pleased such diversions to see, 
Mounted high overhead and look’d down from a tree. 
Then out came the Spider, with finger so fine, 

To show his dexterity on the tight-line. 

From one branch to another his cobwebs he slung, 
Then quick as an arrow he darted along. 

But just in the middle — oh! shocking to tell, 

From his rope, in an instant, poor Harlequin fell. 

Yet he touched not the ground, but with talons outspread, 


Hung suspended in air, at the end of a thread. 

Then the Grasshopper came, with a jerk and a spring, 
Very long was his leg, though but short was his Wing; 
He took but three leaps, and was soon out of sight, 
Then chirp’d his own praises the rest of the night. 
With step so majestic the Snail did advance, 

And promised the Gazers a Minuet to dance; 

But they all laughed so loud that he pulled in his head, 
And went in his own little chamber to bed. 

Then as Evening gave way to the shadows of Night, 
Their Watchman, the Glowworm, came out with a light. 
“Then home let us hasten, while yet we can see, 

For no Watchman is waiting for you and for me.” 

So said little Robert, and pacing along, 

His merry Companions return’d in a throng. 


William Roscoe. 


TASTES AND PREFERENCES 


A Wish 


Mine be a cot beside the hill; 

A bee-hive’s hum shall soothe my ear; 

A willowy brook, that turns a mill, 

With many a fall shall linger near. 

The swallow oft beneath my thatch 

Shall twitter from her clay-built nest; 

Oft shall the pilgrim lift the latch 

And share my meal, a welcome guest. 
Around my ivied porch shall spring 
Each fragrant flower that drinks the dew; 
And Lucy at her wheel shall sing 

In russet gown and apron blue. 

The village church among the trees, 
Where first our marriage vows were given, 
With merry peals shall swell the breeze, 
And point with taper spire to Heaven. 


Samuel Rogers. 


Wishing 


Ring-ting! I wish I were a Primrose, 

A bright yellow Primrose blowing in the Spring! 
The stooping boughs above me, 

The wandering bee to love me, 

The fern and moss to creep across, 

And the Elm-tree for our King! 

Nay — stay! I wish I were an Elm-tree, 

A great lofty Elm-tree, with green leaves gay! 
The winds would set them dancing, 

The sun and moonshine glance in, 

The birds would house among the boughs, 
And sweetly sing! 

O — no! I wish I were a Robin, 

A Robin or a little Wren, everywhere to go; 
Through forest, field, or garden, 

And ask no leave or pardon, 

Till Winter comes with icy thumbs 

To ruffle up our wing! 

Well — tell! Where should I fly to, 

Where go to sleep in the dark wood or dell? 
Before a day was over, 

Home comes the rover, 

For Mother’s kiss, — sweeter this 

Than any other thing! 


William Allingham. 


Bunches of Grapes 


“Bunches of grapes,” says Timothy; 
“Pomegranates pink,” says Elaine; 
“A junket of cream and a cranberry tart 
For me,” says Jane. 
“Love-in-a-mist,” says Timothy; 
“Primroses pale,” says Elaine; 

“A nosegay of pinks and mignonette 
For me,” says Jane. 

“Chariots of gold,” says Timothy; 
“Silvery wings,” says Elaine; 

“A bumpity ride in a waggon of hay 
For me,” says Jane. 


Walter Ramal. 


Contentment 


Once on a time an old red hen 

Went strutting round with pompous clucks, 
For she had little babies ten, 

A part of which were tiny ducks. 

“Tis very rare that hens,” said she, 
“Have baby ducks as well as chicks — 
But I possess, as you can see, 

Of chickens four and ducklings six!” 
A season later, this old hen 

Appeared, still cackling of her luck, 
For, though she boasted babies ten, 
Not one among them was a duck! 

“Tis well,” she murmured, brooding o’er 
The little chicks of fleecy down, 

“My babies now will stay ashore, 

And, consequently, cannot drown!” 
The following spring the old red hen 
Clucked just as proudly as of yore — 
But lo! her babes were ducklings ten, 
Instead of chickens as before! 

“Tis better,” said the old red hen, 

As she surveyed her waddling brood; 
“A little water now and then 

Will surely do my darlings good!” 

But oh! alas, how very sad! 

When gentle spring rolled round again, 
The eggs eventuated bad, 

And childless was the old red hen! 

Yet patiently she bore her woe, 

And still she wore a cheerful air, 

And said: “’Tis best these things are so, 
For babies are a dreadful care!” 

I half suspect that many men, 

And many, many women too, 

Could learn a lesson from the hen 
With plumage of vermilion hue. 

She ne’er presumed to take offence 


At any fate that might befall, 
But meekly bowed to Providence — 
She was contented — that was all! 


Eugene Field. 


TOYS AND PLAY, IN-DOORS AND OUT 


The Land of Story-Books 


At evening when the lamp is lit, 
Around the fire my parents sit; 
They sit at home and talk and sing, 
And do not play at anything. 

Now, with my little gun, I crawl 

All in the dark along the wall, 

And follow round the forest track 
Away behind the sofa back. 

There, in the night, where none can spy, 
All in my hunter’s camp I lie, 

And play at books that I have read 
Till it is time to go to bed. 

These are the hills, these are the woods, 
These are my starry solitudes; 

And there the river by whose brink 
The roaring lions come to drink. 

I see the others far away 

As if in firelit camp they lay, 

And I, like to an Indian scout, 
Around their party prowled about. 
So, when my nurse comes in for me, 
Home I return across the sea, 

And go to bed with backward looks 
At my dear land of Story-books. 


R. L. Stevenson. 


Sand Castles 


Build me a castle of sand 

Down by the sea. 

Here on the edge of the strand 
Build it for me. 

How shall a foeman invade, 
Where may he land, 

While we can raise with our spade 
Castles of sand? 

Turrets upleap and aspire, 
Battlements rise 

Sweeping the sea with their fire, 
Storming the skies. 

Pile that a monarch might own, 
Mightily plann’d! 

I can’t sit here on a throne, 

This is too grand. 

Build me a cottage of sand 

Up on the hill; 

Snug in a cleft it must stand 
Sunny and still. 

Plant it with ragwort and ling, 
Bramble and bine: 

Castles I’ ll leave to the King, 
This shall be mine. 

Storm-clouds drive over the land, 
High flies the spray; 

Gone are our houses of sand, 
Vanished away! 

Look at the damage you’ve done, 
Sea-wave and rain! 

— “Nay, we but give you your fun 
Over again.” 


W. Graham Robertson. 


Ring o’ Roses 


Hush a while, my darling, for the long day closes, 
Nodding into slumber on the blue hill’s crest. 

See the little clouds play Ring a ring o’ roses, 
Planting Fairy gardens in the red-rose West. 

Greet him for us, cloudlets, say we’re not forgetting 
Golden gifts of sunshine, merry hours of play. 

Ring a ring o° roses round the sweet sun’s setting, 
Spread a bed of roses for the dear dead day. 
Hush-a-bye, my little one, the dear day dozes, 
Doffed his crown of kingship and his fair flag furled, 
While the earth and sky play Ring a ring o’ roses, 
Ring a ring o’ roses round the rose-red world. 


W. Graham Robertson. 


DREAM-LAND 


Wynken, Blynken, and Nod 


Wynken, Blynken, and Nod one night 

Sailed off in a wooden shoe — 

Sailed on a river of crystal light, 

Into a sea of dew. 

“Where are you going, and what do you wish?” 
The old moon asked the three. 

“We have come to fish for the herring fish 
That live in this beautiful sea; 
Nets of silver and gold have we 
Said Wynken, 

Blynken, 

And Nod. 

The old moon laughed and sang a song, 

As they rocked in the wooden shoe, 

And the wind that sped them all night long 

Ruffled the waves of dew. 

The little stars were the herring fish 

That lived in that beautiful sea — 

“Now cast your nets wherever you wish — 

Never afeared are we”: 

So cried the stars to the fishermen three: 

Wynken, 

Blynken, 

And Nod. 

All night long their nets they threw 

To the stars in the twinkling foam — 

Then down from the skies came the wooden shoe, 
Bringing the fishermen home; 

Twas all so pretty a sail it seemed 

As if it could not be, 

And some folks thought ’twas a dream they’d dreamed 
Of sailing that beautiful sea — 

But I shall name you the fishermen three: 

Wynken, 

Blynken, 

And Nod. 

Wynken and Blynken are two little eyes, 
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And Nod is a little head, 

And the wooden shoe that sailed the skies 
Is a wee one’s trundle-bed. 

So shut your eyes while mother sings 

Of wonderful sights that be, 

And you shall see the beautiful things 

As you rock in the misty sea, 

Where the old shoe rocked the fishermen three: 
Wynken, 

Blynken, 

And Nod. 


Eugene Field. 


The Drummer-Boy and the Sheperdess 


Drummer-boy, drummer-boy, where is your drum? 
And why do you weep, sitting here on your thumb? 
The soldiers are out, and the fifes we can hear; 
But where is the drum of the young grenadier? 
“My dear little drum it was stolen away 

Whilst I was asleep on a sunshiny day; 

It was all through the drone of a big bumblebee, 
And sheep and a shepherdess under a tree.” 
Shepherdess, shepherdess, where is your crook? 
And why is your little lamb over the brook? 

It bleats for its dam, and dog Tray is not by, 

So why do you stand with a tear in your eye? 

“My dear little crook it was stolen away 

Whilst I dreamt a dream on a morning in May; 

It was all through the drone of a big bumblebee, 
And a drum and a drummer-boy under a tree.” 


W. B. Rands. 


The Land of Dreams 


“Awake, awake, my little boy! 

Thou wast thy mother’s only joy; 

Why dost thou weep in thy gentle sleep? 

O wake! thy father doth thee keep. 

O what land is the land of dreams? 

What are its mountains and what are its streams?” 
“O father! I saw my mother there, 

Among the lilies by waters fair.” 

“Dear child! I also by pleasant streams 

Have wandered all night in the land of dreams, 
But, though calm and warm the waters wide 

I could not get to the other side.” 

“Father, O father! what do we here, 

In this land of unbelief and fear? 

The land of dreams is better far, 

Above the light of the morning star.” 


William Blake. 


Sweet and Low 


Sweet and low, sweet and low, 

Wind of the western sea, 

Low, low, breathe and blow, 

Wind of the western sea! 

Over the rolling waters go, 

Come from the dying moon, and blow, 

Blow him again to me; 

While my little one, while my pretty one, sleeps. 
Sleep and rest, sleep and rest, 

Father will come to thee soon; 

Rest, rest, on mother’s breast, 

Father will come to thee soon; 

Father will come to his babe in the nest, 

Silver sails all out of the west 

Under the silver moon: 

Sleep, my little one, sleep, my pretty one, sleep. 
Alfred, Lord Tennyson. 


Cradle Song 


O hush thee, my baby, thy sire was a knight, 

Thy mother a lady, both lovely and bright; 

The woods and the glens, from the towers which we see, 
They all are belonging, dear baby, to thee. 

O fear not the bugle, though loudly it blows, 

It calls but the warders that guard thy repose; 

Their bows would be bended, their blades would be red, 
Ere the step of a foeman draws near to thy bed. 

O hush thee, my baby, the time will soon come, 

When thy sleep shall be broken by trumpet and drum; 
Then hush thee, my darling, take rest while you may, 
For strife comes with manhood, and waking with day. 


Sir Walter Scott. 


Mother and | 


O Mother-My-Love, if you’ll give me your hand, 
And go where I ask you to wander, 

I will lead you away to a beautiful land — 

The Dreamland that’s waiting out yonder. 

We’ll walk in a sweet-posy garden out there, 
Where moonlight and starlight are streaming, 
And the flowers and the birds are filling the air 
With the fragrance and music of dreaming. 
There’ Il be no little tired-out boy to undress, 

No questions or cares to perplex you; 

There’ Il be no little bruises or bumps to caress, 
Nor patching of stockings to vex you. 

For Pll rock you away on a silver-dew stream, 
And sing you asleep when you’re weary, 

And no one shall know of our beautiful dream 
But you and your own little dearie. 

And when I am tired I’ Il nestle my head 

In the bosom that’s sooth’d me so often, 

And the wide-awake stars shall sing in my stead 
A song which our dreaming shall soften. 

So Mother-My-Love, let me take your dear hand, 
And away through the starlight we’ ll wander — 
Away through the mist to the beautiful land — 
The Dreamland that’s waiting out yonder! 


Eugene Field. 


FAIRY-LAND 


The Fairies 


Up the airy mountain, 

Down the rushy glen, 

We daren’t go a-hunting 

For fear of little men; 

Wee folk, good folk, 

Trooping all together; 

Green jacket, red cap, 

And white owl’s feather! 
Down along the rocky shore 
Some make their home, 

They live on crispy pancakes 
Of yellow tide-foam; 

Some in the reeds 

Of the black mountain-lake, 
With frogs for their watch-dogs, 
All night awake. 

High on the hill-top 

The old King sits; 

He is now so old and grey 
He’s nigh lost his wits. 

With a bridge of white mist 
Columbkill he crosses, 

On his stately journeys 

From Slieveleague to Rosses; 
Or going up with music 

On cold starry nights, 

To sup with the Queen 

Of the gay Northern Lights. 
They stole little Bridget 

For seven years long; 

When she came down again 
Her friends were all gone. 
They took her lightly back, 
Between the night and morrow, 
They thought that she was fast asleep, 
But she was dead with sorrow. 
They have kept her ever since 


Deep within the lakes, 

On a bed of flag-leaves, 
Watching till she wakes. 

By the craggy hill-side, 
Through the mosses bare, 
They have planted thorn-trees 
For pleasure here and there. 
Is any man so daring 

As dig one up in spite, 

He shall find their sharpest thorns 
In his bed at night. 

Up the airy mountain, 

Down the rushy glen, 

We daren’t go a-hunting 

For fear of little men; 

Wee folk, good folk, 
Trooping all together, 

Green jacket, red cap, 

And white owl’s feather! 


William Allingham. 


Shakespeare’s Fairies 


Some of them, — 

Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes and groves, 
And ye that on the sands with printless foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune and do fly him 
When he comes back; you demi-puppets, that 
By moonshine do the green sour ringlets make 
Whereof the ewe not bites, and you whose pastime 
Is to make midnight mushrooms, that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew.... 

They Dance and Play, — 

Come unto these yellow sands, 

And then take hands: 

Courtsied when you have, and kiss’d, — 

The wild waves whist, — 

Foot it featly here and there; 

And, sweet sprites, the burthen bear. 

Hark, hark! 

Bow, wow, 

The watch-dogs bark: 

Bow, wow, 

Hark, hark! I hear 

The strain of strutting chanticleer 

Cry, Cock-a-diddle-dow! 

Ariel Sings, — 

Where the bee sucks, there suck I: 

In a cowslip’s bell I lie; 

There I couch when owls do cry. 

On the bat’s back I do fly 

After summer merrily. 

Merrily, merrily, shall I live now, 

Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 
A Busy One 

Over hill, over dale, 

Thorough bush, thorough brier, 

Over park, over pale, 

Thorough flood, thorough fire, 

I do wander everywhere, 


Swifter than the moone’s sphere; 

And I serve the fairy queen, 

To dew her orbs upon the green. 

The cowslips tall her pensioners be; 

In their gold coats spots you see; 
Those be rubies, fairy favours, 

In those freckles live their savours: 

I must go seek some dewdrops here, 
And hang a pearl in every cowslip’s ear. 
They Sing Their Queen to Sleep, — 
You spotted snakes with double tongue, 
Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen; 

Newts and blind-worms, do no wrong; 
Come not near our fairy queen. 
Philomel, with melody 

Sing in our sweet lullaby; 

Lulla, lulla, lullaby; lulla, lulla, lullaby! 
Never harm, 

Nor spell nor charm, 

Come our lovely lady nigh; 

So, good night, with lullaby. 

Weaving spiders, come not here; 
Hence, you long-legg’d spinners, hence! 
Beetles black, approach not near; 
Worm nor snail, do no offence. 
Philomel, with melody, 

Sing in our sweet lullaby; 

Lulla, lulla, lullaby; lulla, lulla, lullaby! 
Never harm, 

Nor spell nor charm, 

Come our lovely lady nigh; 

So, good night, with lullaby. 


Shakespeare. 


The Lavender Beds 


The garden was pleasant with old-fashioned flowers, 
The sunflowers and hollyhocks stood up like towers; 
There were dark turncap lilies and jessamine rare, 

And sweet thyme and marjoram scented the air. 

The moon made the sun-dial tell the time wrong; 

Twas too late in the year for the nightingale’s song; 
The box-trees were clipped, and the alleys were straight, 
Till you came to the shrubbery hard by the gate. 

The fairies stepped out of the lavender beds, 

With mob-caps, or wigs, on their quaint little heads; 

My lord had a sword and my lady a fan; 

The music struck up and the dancing began. 

I watched them go through with a grave minuet; 
Wherever they footed the dew was not wet; 

They bowed and they curtsied, the brave and the fair; 
And laughter like chirping of crickets was there. 

Then all on a sudden a church clock struck loud: 

A flutter, a shiver, was seen in the crowd, 

The cock crew, the wind woke, the trees tossed their heads, 
And the fairy folk hid in the lavender beds. 


W. B. Rands. 


Farewell to the Fairies 


Farewell rewards and fairies, 
Good housewives now may Say, 
For now foul sluts in dairies 

Do fare as well as they. 

And though they sweep their hearths no less 
Than maids were wont to do, 

Yet who of late, for cleanliness, 
Finds sixpence in her shoe? 

At morning and at evening both, 
You merry were and glad, 

So little care of sleep or sloth 
Those pretty ladies had. 

When Tom came home from labour, 
Or Cis to milking rose, 

Then merrily went their tabor, 
And nimbly went their toes. 
Witness those rings and roundelays 
Of theirs, which yet remain, 

Were footed in Queen Mary’s days 
On many a grassy plain; 

But since of late Elizabeth, 

And later, James came in, 

They never danced on any heath 
As when the time hath been. 

By which we note the fairies 

Were of the old profession, 

Their songs were Ave-Maries, 
Their dances were procession: 

But now, alas! they all are dead, 
Or gone beyond the seas; 

Or farther for religion fled, 

Or else they take their ease. 

A tell-tale in their company 

They never could endure, 

And whoso kept not secretly 

Their mirth, was punished sure; 

It was a just and Christian deed 


To pinch such black and blue: 

O how the commonwealth doth need 
Such justices as you! 

Richard Corbet (1582—1635). 


Dirge on the Death of Oberon, the Fairy King 


Toll the lilies’ silver bells! 

Oberon, the King, is dead! 

In her grief the crimson rose 

All her velvet leaves has shed. 

Toll the lilies’ silver bells! 

Oberon is dead and gone! 

He who looked an emperor 

When his glow-worm crown was on. 
Toll the lilies’ silver bells! 

Slay the dragonfly, his steed; 

Dig his grave within the ring 

Of the mushrooms in the mead. 

G. W. Thornbury. 

(But he wasn’t dead really. It was all a mistake. So they didn’t slay the 
dragonfly after all.) 


Kilmeny 


(A Story about one who went there) 

Bonny Kilmeny gaed up the glen; 

But it wasna to meet Duneira’s men, 

Nor the rosy monk of the isle to see, 

For Kilmeny was pure as pure could be. 

It was only to hear the yorlin sing, 

And pull the blue cress-flower round the spring; 
To pull the hip and the hindberrye, 

And the nut that hung frae the hazel-tree; 

For Kilmeny was pure as pure could be. 

But lang may her minnie look o’er the wa’, 
And lang may she seek in the greenwood shaw; 
Lang the Laird o’ Duneira blame, 

And lang, lang greet e’er Kilmeny come hame! 
When many a day had come and fled, 

When grief grew calm, and hope was dead, 
When mass for Kilmeny’s soul had been sung, 
When the bedesman had prayed and the dead-bell rung; 
Late, late in a gloaming, when all was still, 
When the fringe was red on the westlin hill, 
The wood was sere, the moon i’ the wane, 

The reek of the cot hung o’er the plain, 

Like a little wee cloud in the world its lane; 
When the ingle lowed with an eery gleam, 
Late, late in the gloamin’, Kilmeny came hame! 
“Kilmeny, Kilmeny, where have you been? 
Lang hae we sought baith holt and dene; 

By linn, by ford, and green-wood tree, 

Yet you are halesome and fair to see. 

Where gat you that joup of the lily sheen? 

That bonny snood of the birk sae green? 

And these roses, the fairest that ever were seen? 
Kilmeny, Kilmeny, where have you been?” 
Kilmeny look’d up with a lovely grace, 

But nae smile was seen on Kilmeny’s face; 

As still was her look, and as still was her ee, 

As the stillness that lay on the emerald lea, 


Or the mist that sleeps on a waveless sea. 

For Kilmeny had been she knew not where, 

And Kilmeny had seen what she could not declare. 
Kilmeny had been where the cock never crew, 
Where the rain never fell, and the wind never blew. 
But it seem’d as the harp of the sky had rung, 

And the airs of heaven play’d round her tongue, 
When she spake of the lovely forms she had seen, 
And a land where sin had never been; 

A land of love and a land of light, 

Withouten sun, or moon, or night; 

The land of vision it would seem, 

And still an everlasting dream. 


They lifted Kilmeny, they led her away, 

And she walk’d in the light of a sunless day; 
The sky was a dome of crystal bright, 

The fountain of vision, and fountain of light: 
The emerald fields were of dazzling glow, 
And the flowers of everlasting blow. 

Then deep in the stream her body they laid, 
That her youth and beauty might never fade; 
And they smiled on heaven, when they saw her lie 
In the stream of life that wander’d by. 

And she heard a song, she heard it sung, 

She kenn’d not where; but so sweetly it rung, 
It fell on the ear like a dream of the morn: 

“O blest be the day Kilmeny was born!” 
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To sing of the sights Kilmeny saw, 

So far surpassing nature’s law, 

The singer’s voice would sink away, 

And the string of his harp would cease to play. 
But she saw till the sorrows of man were by, 
And all was love and harmony; 


Till the stars of heaven fell calmly away, 
Like the flakes of snow on a winter day. 


When seven lang years had come and fled, 
When grief was calm and hope was dead; 
When scarce was remembered Kilmeny’s name, 
Late, late in a gloaming Kilmeny came hame! 
And O, her beauty was fair to see, 

But still and steadfast was her ee! 

Her seymar was the lily flower, 

And her cheek the moss-rose in the shower; 
And her voice like the distant melody 

That floats along the twilight sea. 

But she loved to raike the lanely glen, 

And keepit away frae the haunts of men; 

Her holy hymns unheard to sing, 

To suck the flowers, and drink the spring. 
But wherever her peaceful form appear’ d, 
The wild beasts of the hill were cheer’ d; 

The wolf play’d blythly round the field, 

The lordly bison low’d and kneel’d; 

The dun deer woo’d with manner bland, 

And cower’d aneath her lily hand. 

And all in a peaceful ring were hurl’d; 

It was like an eve in a sinless world! 

When a month and a day had come and gane, 
Kilmeny sought the green-wood wene; 

There laid her down on the leaves sae green, 
And Kilmeny on earth was never mair seen. 


James Hogg. 


TWO SONGS 


A Boy’s Song 


Where the pools are bright and deep, 
Where the grey trout lies asleep, 

Up the river and over the lea, 

That’s the way for Billy and me. 
Where the blackbird sings the latest, 
Where the hawthorn blooms the sweetest, 
Where the nestlings chirp and flee, 
That’s the way for Billy and me. 
Where the mowers mow the cleanest, 
Where the hay lies thick and greenest, 
There to track the homeward bee, 
That’s the way for Billy and me. 
Where the hazel bank is steepest, 
Where the shadow falls the deepest, 
Where the clustering nuts fall free, 
That’s the way for Billy and me. 
Why the boys should drive away 
Little sweet maidens from the play, 
Or love to banter and fight so well, 
That’s the thing I never could tell. 
But this I know, I love to play 
Through the meadow, among the hay; 
Up the water and over the lea, 

That’s the way for Billy and me. 


James Hogg. 


A Girl’s Song 


There’s a bower of roses by Bendemeer’s stream, 
And the nightingale sings round it all the day long; 

In the time of my childhood ’twas like a sweet dream 
To sit in the roses and hear the bird’s song. 

That bower and its music I never forget, 

But oft when alone in the bloom of the year, 

I think — is the nightingale singing there yet? 

Are the roses still bright by the calm Bendemeer? 

No, the roses soon withered that hung o’er the wave, 
But some blossoms were gathered, while freshly they shone, 
And a dew was distilled from their flowers, that gave 
All the fragrance of summer, when summer was gone. 
Thus memory draws from delight, ere it dies, 

An essence that breathes of it many a year; 

Thus bright to my soul, as ’twas then to my eyes, 

Is that bower on the banks of the calm Bendemeer! 


Thomas Moore. 


FUR AND FEATHER 


“Men are brethren of each other, 
One in flesh and one in food; 
And a sort of foster brother 

Is the litter, or the brood, 

Of that folk in fur or feather, 
Who, with men together, 

Breast the wind and weather.” 


Christina Rossetti. 


Three Things to Remember 


A Robin Redbreast in a cage 

Puts all Heaven in a rage. 

A skylark wounded on the wing 
Doth make a cherub cease to sing. 
He who shall hurt the little wren 
Shall never be beloved by men. 


William Blake. 


The Knight of Bethlehem 


There was a Knight of Bethlehem, 
Whose wealth was tears and sorrows; 
His men-at-arms were little lambs, 
His trumpeters were sparrows. 

His castle was a wooden cross, 

On which he hung so high; 

His helmet was a crown of thorns, 
Whose crest did touch the sky. 


H. N. Maugham. 


The Lamb 


Little Lamb, who made thee? 
Dost thou know who made thee? 
Gave thee life, and bade thee feed 
By the stream and o’er the mead; 
Gave thee clothing of delight, 
Softest clothing, woolly, bright; 
Gave thee such a tender voice, 
Making all the vales rejoice? 
Little lamb, who made thee? 
Dost thou know who made thee? 
Little lamb, Pl tell thee; 

Little lamb, I’ ll tell thee: 

He is called by thy name, 

For He calls Himself a Lamb. 
He is meek, and He is mild, 

He became a little child. 

I a child, and thou a lamb, 

We are called by His name. 
Little lamb, God bless thee! 
Little lamb, God bless thee! 


William Blake. 


The Tiger 


Tiger, Tiger, burning bright 

In the forest of the night, 

What immortal hand or eye 

Framed thy fearful symmetry? 

In what distant deeps or skies 

Burned that fire within thine eyes? 

On what wings dared he aspire? 

What the hand dared seize the fire? 
And what shoulder, and what art, 

Could twist the sinews of thy heart? 
When thy heart began to beat, 

What dread hand formed thy dread feet? 
What the hammer, what the chain, 

Knit thy strength and forged thy brain? 
What the anvil? What dread grasp 
Dared thy deadly terrors clasp? 

When the stars threw down their spears, 
And water’d heaven with their tears, 
Did He smile His work to see? 

Did He who made the lamb make thee? 


William Blake. 


| had a Dove 


I had a dove, and the sweet dove died; 

And I have thought it died of grieving; 

O, what could it grieve for? Its feet were tied 
With a silken thread of my own hands’ weaving. 
Sweet little red feet! why should you die — 
Why would you leave me, sweet bird! why? 
You lived alone in the forest tree, 

Why, pretty thing! would you not live with me? 
I kiss’d you oft and gave you white peas; 

Why not live sweetly, as in the green trees? 


John Keats. 


Robin Redbreast 


Good-bye, good-bye to Summer! 
For Summer’s nearly done; 

The garden smiling faintly, 

Cool breezes in the sun; 

Our thrushes now are silent, 
Our swallows flown away, 
But Robin’s here in coat of brown, 
And scarlet breast-knot gay. 

Robin, Robin Redbreast, 

O Robin dear! 

Robin sings so sweetly 

In the falling of the year. 

Bright yellow, red, and orange, 

The leaves come down in hosts; 
The trees are Indian princes, 

But soon they’ll turn to ghosts; 

The leathery pears and apples 

Hang russet on the bough; 

It’s Autumn, Autumn, Autumn late, 
“Twill soon be Winter now. 

Robin, Robin Redbreast, 

O Robin dear! 

And what will this poor Robin do? 
For pinching days are near. 

The fireside for the cricket, 

The wheatstack for the mouse, 
When trembling night-winds whistle 
And moan all round the house. 

The frosty ways like iron, 

The branches plumed with snow, — 
Alas! in winter dead and dark, 
Where can poor Robin go? 

Robin, Robin Redbreast, 

O Robin dear! 

And a crumb of bread for Robin, 
His little heart to cheer. 





William Allingham. 


Black Bunny 


It was a black Bunny, with white in its head, 

Alive when the children went cosy to bed — 

O early next morning that Bunny was dead! 

When Bunny’s young master awoke up from sleep, 

To look at the creatures young master did creep, 

And saw that this black one lay all of a heap. 

“O Bunny, what ails you? What does it import 

That you lean on one side, with your breath coming short? 
For I never before saw a thing of the sort!” 

They took him so gently up out of his hutch, 

They made him a sick-bed, they loved him so much; 
They wrapped him up warm; they said, Poor thing, and such; 
But all to no purpose. Black Bunny he died, 

And rolled over limp on his little black side; 

The grown-up spectators looked awkward and sighed. 
While, as for those others in that congregation, 

You heard voices lifted in sore lamentation; 

But three-year-old Baby desired explanation: 

At least, so it seemed. Then they buried their dead 

In a nice quiet place, with a flag at his head; 

“Poor Bunny!” — in large print — was what the flag said. 
Now, as they were shovelling the earth in the hole, 

Little Baby burst out, “I don’t like it!” — poor soul! 

And bitterly wept. So the dead had his dole. 

That evening, as Babe she was cuddling to bed, 

“The Bunny will come back again,” Baby said, 

“And be a white bunny, and never be dead!” 


W. B. Rands. 


The Cow 


Thank you, pretty cow, that made 
Pleasant milk to soak my bread, 
Every day, and every night, 
Warm, and fresh, and sweet, and white. 
Do not chew the hemlock rank, 
Growing on the weedy bank; 

But the yellow cowslips eat, 
They will make it very sweet. 
Where the purple violet grows, 
Where the bubbling water flows, 
Where the grass is fresh and fine, 
Pretty cow, go there and dine. 


Ann and Jane Taylor. 


The Skylark 


Bird of the wilderness, 

Blythesome and cumberless, 

Sweet be thy matin o’er moorland and lea! 
Emblem of happiness, 

Blest is thy dwelling-place — 

O to abide in the desert with thee! 

Wild is thy lay and loud 

Far in the downy cloud, 

Love gives it energy, love gave it birth. 
Where, on thy dewy wing, 

Where art thou journeying? 

Thy lay is in heaven, thy love is on earth. 
O’er fell and fountain sheen, 

O’er moor and mountain green, 

O’er the red streamer that heralds the day, 
Over the cloudlet dim, 

Over the rainbow’s rim, 

Musical cherub, soar, singing, away! 
Then, when the gloaming comes, 

Low in the heather blooms, 

Sweet will thy welcome and bed of love be! 
Emblem of happiness, 

Blest is thy dwelling-place — 

O to abide in the desert with thee! 


James Hogg. 


CHRISTMAS POEMS 


Here one would like to have begun with some of the old-time carols. But 
carols, somehow, seem to demand certain accompaniments — snow and 
frost, starlight and lantern-light, a mingling of Church bells, and above 
all their own simple haunting music. In cold print they do not appeal to 
us to the same extent. But the poems that follow are in the true carol- 
spirit. 


Christmas Eve 


In holly hedges starving birds 

Silently mourn the setting year; 
Upright like silver-plated swords 

The flags stand in the frozen mere. 
The mistletoe we still adore 

Upon the twisted hawthorn grows: 

In antique gardens hellebore 

Puts forth its blushing Christmas rose. 
Shrivell’d and purple, cheek by jowl, 
The hips and haws hang drearily; 
Roll’d in a ball the sulky owl 

Creeps far into his hollow tree. 

In abbeys and cathedrals dim 

The birth of Christ is acted 0’ er; 

The kings of Cologne worship him, 
Balthazar, Jasper, Melchior. 

The shepherds in the field at night 
Beheld an angel glory-clad, 

And shrank away with sore affright. 
“Be not afraid,” the angel bade. 

“I bring good news to king and clown, 
To you here crouching on the sward; 
For there is born in David’s town 

A Saviour, which is Christ the Lord. 
“Behold the babe is swathed, and laid 
Within a manger.” Straight there stood 
Beside the angel all arrayed 

A heavenly multitude. 

“Glory to God,” they sang; “and peace, 
Good pleasure among men.” 

The wondrous message of release! 
Glory to God again! 

Hush! Hark! the waits, far up the street! 
A distant, ghostly charm unfolds, 

Of magic music wild and sweet, 
Anomes and clarigolds. 


John Davidson. 


A Christmas Carol 


What sweeter music can we bring 
Than a carol, for to sing 

The birth of this our heavenly King? 
Awake the voice! awake the string! 
Heart, ear, and eye, and everything! 
Dark and dull night, fly hence away, 
And give the honour to this day, 

That sees December turned to May. 

If we may ask the reason, say, 

The why and wherefore all things here 
Seem like the spring-time of the year? 
Why does the chilling winter’s morn 
Smile, like a field beset with corn? 

Or smell, like to a mead new-shorn, 
Thus, on the sudden? 

Come and see 

The cause, why things thus fragrant be. 
*Tis He is born, whose quickening birth 
Gives light and lustre, public mirth, 

To heaven, and the under-earth. 

We see Him come, and know Him ours, 
Who with His sunshine and His showers 
Turns all the patient ground to flowers. 
The darling of the world is come, 

And fit it is we find a room 

To welcome Him. The nobler part 

Of all the house here, is the heart, 
Which we will give Him; and bequeath 
This holly, and this ivy wreath, 

To do Him honour; who’s our King, 
And Lord of all this revelling. 


Robert Herrick. 


A Child’s Present to His Child-Saviour 


Go, pretty child, and bear this flower 
Unto thy little Saviour; 

And tell Him, by that bud now blown, 
He is the Rose of Sharon known; 
When thou hast said so, stick it there 
Upon his bib, or stomacher; 

And tell Him, for good handsel too, 
That thou hast brought a whistle new, 
Made of a clean straight oaten reed, 
To charm his cries at time of need. 
Tell Him, for coral thou hast none; 
But if thou hadst, He should have one; 
But poor thou art, and known to be 
Even as moneyless, as He. 

Lastly, if thou canst win a kiss 

From those mellifluous lips of His, 
Then never take a second on, 

To spoil the first impression. 


Robert Herrick. 


The Peace-Giver 


Thou whose birth on earth 
Angels sang to men, 

While thy stars made mirth, 
Saviour, at thy birth. 

This day born again; 

As this night was bright 
With thy cradle-ray, 

Very light of light, 

Turn the wild world’s night 
To thy perfect day. 

Thou the Word and Lord 
In all time and space 
Heard, beheld, adored, 
With all ages poured 

Forth before thy face, 
Lord, what worth in earth 
Drew thee down to die? 
What therein was worth, 
Lord, thy death and birth? 
What beneath thy sky? 
Thou whose face gives grace 
As the sun’s doth heat, 

Let thy sunbright face 
Lighten time and space 
Here beneath thy feet. 

Bid our peace increase, 
Thou that madest morn; 
Bid oppression cease; 

Bid the night be peace; 

Bid the day be born. 


A. C. Swinburne. 


VARIOUS 


To a Singer 


My soul is an enchanted boat, 

Which, like a sleeping swan, doth float 
Upon the silver waves of thy sweet singing; 
And thine doth like an angel sit 

Beside the helm conducting it, 

Whilst all the winds with melody are ringing. 
It seems to float ever, for ever, 

Upon that many-winding river, 

Between mountains, woods, abysses, 

A paradise of wildernesses! 

Till, like one in slumber bound, 

Borne to the ocean, I float down, around, 
Into a sea profound, of ever-spreading sound. 
Meanwhile thy spirit lifts its pinions 

In music’s most serene dominions; 

Catching the winds that fan that happy heaven. 
And we sail on, away, afar, 

Without a course, without a star, 

But by the instinct of sweet music driven; 
Till through Elysian garden islets 

By thee, most beautiful of pilots, 

Where never mortal pinnace glided, 

The boat of my desire is guided: 

Realms where the air we breathe is love, 
Which in the winds on the waves doth move, 
Harmonizing this earth with what we feel above. 


P. B. Shelley. 


The Happy Piper 


Piping down the valleys wild, 
Piping songs of pleasant glee, 
On a cloud I saw a child, 

And he laughing said to me: 
“Pipe a song about a Lamb!” 
So I piped with merry cheer. 
“Piper, pipe that song again”; 
So I piped: he wept to hear. 
“Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe; 
Sing thy songs of happy cheer!” 
So I sang the same again, 
While he wept with joy to hear. 
“Piper, sit thee down and write 
In a book that all may read.” 

So he vanish’d from my sight, 
And I pluck’d a hollow reed, 
And I made a rural pen, 

And I stain’d the water clear, 
And I wrote my happy songs 
Every child may joy to hear. 


William Blake. 


The Destruction of Sennacherib 


The Assyrian came down like a wolf on the fold, 

And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold; 
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea, 
When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee. 
Like the leaves of the forest when Summer is green, 
That host with their banners at sunset were seen: 

Like the leaves of the forest when Autumn hath blown, 
That host on the morrow lay wither’d and strown. 

For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast, 
And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed; 

And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill, 
And their hearts but once heaved, and for ever grew still! 
And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide, 

But through it there rolled not the breath of his pride: 
And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf, 
And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf. 

And there lay the rider distorted and pale, 

With the dew on his brow and the rust on his mail; 
And the tents were all silent, the banners alone, 

The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown. 

And the widows of Ashur are loud in their wail, 

And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal; 

And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword, 
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord! 

Lord Byron. 


The next two spirited poems — both hailing from America — are 
inserted with a view to their being useful to boys who have a taste for 
recitation. 


Sheridan’s Ride 


Up from the south at break of day, 

Bringing to Winchester fresh dismay, 

The affrighted air with a shudder bore, 

Like a herald in haste, to the chieftain’s door, 

The terrible grumble and rumble and roar, 

Telling the battle was on once more — 

And Sheridan twenty miles away! 

And wilder still those billows of war 

Thundered along the horizon’s bar; 

And louder yet into Winchester rolled 

The roar of that red sea uncontrolled, 

Making the blood of the listener cold 

As he thought of the stake in that fiery fray, 

With Sheridan twenty miles away! 

But there is a road from Winchester town, 

A good broad highway leading down; 

And there, through the flash of the morning light, 
A steed, as black as the steeds of night, 

Was seen to pass as with eagle flight. 

As if he knew the terrible need, 

He stretched away with his utmost speed; 

Hills rose and fell, but his heart was gay, 

With Sheridan fifteen miles away! 

Still sprang from those swift hoofs, thundering south, 
The dust, like the smoke from the cannon’s mouth, 
Or the trail of a comet sweeping faster and faster, 
Foreboding to traitors the doom of disaster; 

The heart of the steed and the heart of the master 
Were beating like prisoners assaulting their walls, 
Impatient to be where the battle-field calls; 

Every nerve of the charger was strained to full play, 
With Sheridan only ten miles away! 

The first that the General saw was the groups 

Of stragglers, and then — the retreating troops! 
What was done — what to do — a glance told him both; 
And, striking his spurs, with a terrible oath 

He dashed down the line ‘mid a storm of huzzahs, 


And the wave of retreat checked its course there, because 
The sight of the Master compelled it to pause. 

With foam and with dust the black charger was grey; 

By the flash of his eye and his red nostril’s play 

He seemed to the whole great army to say 

“I have brought you Sheridan, all the way 

From Winchester town to save the day!” 

Hurrah, hurrah, for Sheridan! 

Hurrah, hurrah, for horse and man! 

And when their statues are placed on high 

Under the dome of the Union sky 

— The American soldier’s Temple of Fame — 

There, with the glorious General’s name, 

Be it said in letters both bold and bright, 

“Here is the steed that saved the day 
By carrying Sheridan into the fight, 
From Winchester — twenty miles away 


|!” 


Thomas Buchanan Read. 


Columbus 


Behind him lay the gray Azores, 

Behind, the Gates of Hercules; 

Before him not the ghost of shores; 

Before him only shoreless seas. 

The good mate said: “Now must we pray, 
For lo! the very stars are gone. 

Brave Admiral, speak; what shall I say?” 
“Why, say ‘Sail on! sail on! and on!’” 

“My men grow mutinous day by day; 

My men grow ghastly, wan and weak.” 

The stout mate thought of home; a spray 

Of salt wave washed his swarthy cheek. 
“What shall I say, brave Admiral, say, 

If we sight naught but seas at dawn?” 

“Why, you shall say at break of day: 

‘Sail on! sail on! sail on! and on!’” 

They sailed and sailed, as winds might blow, 
Until at last the blanched mate said: 

“Why, now not even God would know 
Should I and all my men fall dead. 

These very winds forget their way, 

For God from these dread seas is gone. 

Now speak, brave Admiral, speak and say—” 
He said: “Sail on! sail on! and on!” 

They sailed. They sailed. Then spake the mate: 
“This mad sea shows his teeth to-night. 

He curls his lip, he lies in wait, 

He lifts his teeth as if to bite! 

Brave Admiral, say but one good word: 
What shall we do when hope is gone?” 

The words leapt like a leaping sword: 

“Sail on! sail on! sail on! and on!” 

Then, pale and worn, he paced his deck, 
And peered through darkness. Ah, that night 
Of all dark nights! And then a speck — 

A light! A light! At last a light! 

It grew, a starlit flag unfurled! 


It grew to be Time’s burst of dawn. 
He gained a world; he gave that world 
Its grandest lesson: “On! sail on!” 
Joaquin Miller. 


Macaulay’s “Lays of Ancient Rome,” of which this is the first, deal only 
with the legends that Rome in her greatness liked to tell concerning her 
early beginnings. Unfortunately there is no similar group of poems 
treating of Imperial Rome, the centre of a world-empire; but children 
must please not think of the Mistress of the World purely as a little 
riverside town which could free itself from outside trouble by chopping 
down a wooden bridge. 


Horatius 


Lars Porsena of Clusium 

By the Nine Gods he swore 

That the great house of Tarquin 
Should suffer wrong no more. 

By the Nine Gods he swore it, 
And named a trysting day, 

And bade his messengers ride forth 
East and west and south and north 
To summon his array. 

East and west and south and north 
The messengers ride fast, 

And tower and town and cottage 
Have heard the trumpet’s blast. 
Shame on the false Etruscan 

Who lingers in his home, 

When Porsena of Clusium 

Is on the march for Rome. 

The horsemen and the footmen 
Are pouring in amain 

From many a stately market-place, 
From many a fruitful plain; 

From many a lonely hamlet 
Which, hid by beech and pine, 
Like an eagle’s nest hangs on the crest 
Of purple Apennine; 

From lordly Volaterre, 

Where scowls the far-famed hold 
Piled by the hands of giants 

For godlike kings of old; 

From sea-girt Populonia 

Whose sentinels descry 

Sardinia’s snowy mountain-tops 
Fringing the southern sky; 

From the proud mart of Pise, 
Queen of the western waves, 
Where ride Massilia’s triremes 
Heavy with fair-haired slaves; 


From where sweet Clanis wanders 
Through corn and vines and flowers; 
From where Cortona lifts to heaven 
Her diadem of towers. 

Tall are the oaks whose acorns 

Drop in dark Auser’s rill; 

Fat are the stags that champ the boughs 
Of the Ciminian hill; 

Beyond all streams Clitumnus 

Is to the herdsman dear; 

Best of all pools the fowler loves 
The great Volsinian mere. 

But now no stroke of woodman 

Is heard by Auser’s rill; 

No hunter tracks the stag’s green path 
Up the Ciminian hill; 

Unwatched along Clitumnus 

Grazes the milk-white steer; 
Unharmed the water-fowl may dip 
In the Volsinian mere. 

The harvests of Arretium 

This year old men shall reap; 

This year young boys in Umbro 
Shall plunge the struggling sheep; 
And in the vats of Luna 

This year the must shall foam 
Round the white feet of laughing girls 
Whose sires have marched to Rome. 
There be thirty chosen prophets, 
The wisest of the land, 

Who always by Lars Porsena 

Both morn and evening stand: 
Evening and morn the Thirty 

Have turned the verses 0’ er, 

Traced from the right on linen white 
By mighty Seers of yore. 

And with one voice the Thirty 

Have their glad answer given: 

“Go forth, go forth, Lars Porsena; 
Go forth, beloved of Heaven; 


Go, and return in glory 

To Clusium’s royal dome, 

And hang round Nurscia’s altars 
The golden shields of Rome.” 
And now hath every city 

Sent up her tale of men; 

The foot are fourscore thousand, 
The horse are thousands ten. 
Before the gates of Sutrium 

Is met the great array. 

A proud man was Lars Porsena 
Upon the trysting day! 

For all the Etruscan armies 

Were ranged beneath his eye, 
And many a banished Roman, 
And many a stout ally; 

And with a mighty following 

To join the muster came 

The Tusculan Mamilius, 

Prince of the Latian name. 

But by the yellow Tiber 

Was tumult and affright: 

From all the spacious champaign 
To Rome men took their flight. 
A mile around the city 

The throng stopped up the ways; 
A fearful sight it was to see, 
Through two long nights and days. 
For agéd folk on crutches, 

And women great with child, 
And mothers sobbing over babes 
That clung to them and smiled, 
And sick men borne in litters 
High on the necks of slaves, 
And troops of sun-burned husbandmen 
With reaping-hooks and staves, 
And droves of mules and asses 
Laden with skins of wine, 

And endless flocks of goats and sheep, 
And endless herds of kine, 


And endless trains of waggons 
That creaked beneath the weight 
Of corn-sacks and of household goods, 
Choked every roaring gate. 

Now from the rock Tarpeian 

Could the wan burghers spy 

The line of blazing villages 

Red in the midnight sky. 

The Fathers of the City, 

They sat all night and day, 

For every hour some horseman came 
With tidings of dismay. 

To eastward and to westward 

Have spread the Tuscan bands; 

Nor house, nor fence, nor dovecote 
In Crustumerium stands. 

Verbenna down to Ostia 

Hath wasted all the plain; 

Astur hath stormed Janiculum, 

And the stout guards are slain. 

I wis, in all the Senate 

There was no heart so bold 

But sore it ached, and fast it beat, 
When that ill news was told. 
Forthwith up rose the Consul, 

Up rose the Fathers all; 

In haste they girded up their gowns, 
And hied them to the wall. 

They held a council standing 
Before the River-Gate; 

Short time was there, ye well may guess, 
For musing or debate. 

Out spake the Consul roundly: 
“The bridge must straight go down; 
For, since Janiculum is lost, 
Nought else can save the town.” 
Just then a scout came flying, 

All wild with haste and fear: 

“To arms! to arms! Sir Consul: 
Lars Porsena is here.” 


On the low hills to westward 

The Consul fixed his eye, 

And saw the swarthy storm of dust 
Rise fast along the sky. 

And nearer fast and nearer 

Doth the red whirlwind come; 

And louder still and still more loud 
From underneath that rolling cloud 
Is heard the trumpet’s war-note proud, 
The trampling, and the hum. 

And plainly and more plainly 

Now through the gloom appears, 
Far to left and far to right, 

In broken gleams of dark-blue light, 
The long array of helmets bright, 
The long array of spears. 

And plainly and more plainly 
Above that glimmering line 

Now might ye see the banners 

Of twelve fair cities shine; 

But the banner of proud Clusium 
Was highest of them all, 

The terror of the Umbrian, 

The terror of the Gaul. 

And plainly and more plainly 

Now might the burghers know, 

By port and vest, by horse and crest, 
Each warlike Lucumo. 

There Cilnius of Arretium 

On his fleet roan was seen; 

And Astur of the fourfold shield, 
Girt with the brand none else may wield, 
Tolumnius with the belt of gold, 
And dark Verbenna from the hold 
By reedy Thrasymene. 

Fast by the royal standard 
O’erlooking all the war, 

Lars Porsena of Clusium 

Sate in his ivory car. 

By the right wheel rode Mamilius, 


Prince of the Latian name; 

And by the left false Sextus, 

That wrought the deed of shame. 
But when the face of Sextus 

Was seen among the foes, 

A yell that rent the firmament 
From all the town arose. 

On the house-tops was no woman 
But spat towards him, and hissed; 
No child but screamed out curses, 
And shook its little fist. 

But the Consul’s brow was sad, 
And the Consul’s speech was low, 
And darkly looked he at the wall, 
And darkly at the foe. 

“Their van will be upon us 
Before the bridge goes down; 
And if they once may win the bridge, 
What hope to save the town?” 
Then out spake brave Horatius, 
The Captain of the gate: 

“To every man upon this earth 
Death cometh soon or late; 

And how can man die better 
Than facing fearful odds 

For the ashes of his fathers 

And the temples of his Gods, 
And for the tender mother 

Who dandled him to rest, 

And for the wife who nurses 

His baby at her breast, 

And for the holy maidens 

Who feed the eternal flame, 

To save them from false Sextus 
That wrought the deed of shame? 
Hew down the bridge, Sir Consul, 
With all the speed ye may; 

I, with two more to help me, 

Will hold the foe in play. 

In yon strait path a thousand 


May well be stopped by three: 

Now who will stand on either hand, 
And keep the bridge with me?” 
Then out spake Spurius Lartius, 

A Ramnian proud was he: 

“Lo, I will stand at thy right hand, 
And keep the bridge with thee.” 
And out spake strong Herminius, 
Of Titian blood was he: 

“T will abide on thy left side, 

And keep the bridge with thee.” 
“Horatius,” quoth the Consul, 

“As thou sayest, so let it be.” 

And straight against that great array 
Forth went the dauntless Three. 

For Romans in Rome’s quarrel 
Spared neither land nor gold, 

Nor son nor wife, nor limb nor life 
In the brave days of old. 

Then none was for a party; 

Then all were for the State; 

Then the great man helped the poor, 
And the poor man loved the great; 
Then lands were fairly portioned; 
Then spoils were fairly sold; 

The Romans were like brothers 

In the brave days of old. 

Now Roman is to Roman 

More hateful than a foe, 

And the Tribunes beard the high, 
And the Fathers grind the low. 

As we wax hot in faction, 

In battle we wax cold: 

Wherefore men fight not as they fought 
In the brave days of old. 

Now while the Three were tightening 
Their harness on their backs, 

The Consul was the foremost man 
To take in hand an axe: 

And Fathers mixed with Commons 


Seized hatchet, bar, and crow, 

And smote upon the planks above, 

And loosed the props below. 

Meanwhile the Tuscan army, 

Right glorious to behold, 

Came flashing back the noonday light, 
Rank behind rank, like surges bright 

Of a broad sea of gold. 

Four hundred trumpets sounded 

A peal of warlike glee, 

As that great host, with measured tread, 
And spears advanced, and ensigns spread, 
Rolled slowly towards the bridge’s head, 
Where stood the dauntless Three. 

The Three stood calm and silent, 

And looked upon the foes, 

And a great shout of laughter 

From all the vanguard rose: 

And forth three chiefs came spurring 
Before that deep array; 

To earth they sprang, their swords they drew, 
And lifted high their shields, and flew 
To win the narrow way; 

Aunus from green Tifernum, 

Lord of the Hill of Vines; 

And Seius, whose eight hundred slaves 
Sicken in Ilva’s mines; 

And Picus, long to Clusium 

Vassal in peace and war, 

Who led to fight his Umbrian powers 
From that grey crag where, girt with towers, 
The fortress of Nequinum lowers 

O’er the pale waves of Nar. 

Stout Lartius hurled down Aunus 

Into the stream beneath: 

Herminius struck at Seius, 

And clove him to the teeth: 

At Picus brave Horatius 

Darted one fiery thrust, 

And the proud Umbrian’s gilded arms 


Clashed in the bloody dust. 

Then Ocnus of Falerii 

Rushed on the Roman Three; 

And Lausulus of Urgo, 

The rover of the sea; 

And Aruns of Volsinium, 

Who slew the great wild boar, 

The great wild boar that had his den 
Amidst the reeds of Cosa’s fen, 

And wasted fields, and slaughtered men, 
Along Albinia’s shore. 

Herminius smote down Aruns: 
Lartius laid Ocnus low: 

Right to the heart of Lausulus 
Horatius sent a blow. 

“Lie there,” he cried, “fell pirate! 

No more, aghast and pale, 

From Ostia’s walls the crowd shall mark 
The track of thy destroying bark. 

No more Campania’s hinds shall fly 
To woods and caverns when they spy 
Thy thrice-accursed sail.” 

But now no sound of laughter 

Was heard amongst the foes. 

A wild and wrathful clamour 

From all the vanguard rose. 

Six spears’ lengths from the entrance 
Halted that deep array, 

And for a space no man came forth 
To win the narrow way. 

But hark! the cry is “Astur!” 

And lo! the ranks divide; 

And the great Lord of Luna 

Comes with his stately stride. 

Upon his ample shoulders 

Clangs loud the fourfold shield, 

And in his hand he shakes the brand 
Which none but he can wield. 

He smiled on those bold Romans 

A smile serene and high; 


He eyed the flinching Tuscans, 

And scorn was in his eye. 

Quoth he, “The she-wolf’s litter 

Stand savagely at bay: 

But will ye dare to follow, 

If Astur clears the way?” 

Then, whirling up his broadsword 

With both hands to the height, 

He rushed against Horatius, 

And smote with all his might. 

With shield and blade Horatius 

Right deftly turned the blow: 

The blow, though turned, came yet too nigh; 
It missed his helm, but gashed his thigh: 
The Tuscans raised a joyful cry 

To see the red blood flow. 

He reeled, and on Herminius 

He leaned one breathing-space; 

Then, like a wild cat mad with wounds, 
Sprang right at Astur’s face. 

Through teeth, and skull, and helmet, 
So fierce a thrust he sped, 

The good sword stood a handbreadth out 
Behind the Tuscan’s head. 

And the great Lord of Luna 

Fell at that deadly stroke, 

As falls on Mount Alvernus 

A thunder-smitten oak: 

Far o’er the crashing forest 

The giant arms lie spread; 

And the pale augurs, muttering low, 
Gaze on the blasted head. 

On Astur’s throat Horatius 

Right firmly pressed his heel, 

And thrice and four times tugged amain, 
Ere he wrenched out the steel. 

“And see,” he cried, “the welcome, 

Fair guests, that waits you here! 

What noble Lucumo comes next 

To taste our Roman cheer?” 


But at his haughty challenge 

A sullen murmur ran, 

Mingled of wrath and shame and dread, 
Along that glittering van. 

There lacked not men of prowess, 
Nor men of lordly race; 

For all Etruria’s noblest 

Were round the fatal place. 

But all Etruria’s noblest 

Felt their hearts sink to see 

On the earth the bloody corpses, 

In the path the dauntless Three: 
And, from the ghastly entrance 
Where those bold Romans stood, 
All shrank, like boys who unaware, 
Ranging the woods to start a hare, 
Come to the mouth of the dark lair 
Where, growling low, a fierce old bear 
Lies amidst bones and blood. 

Was none who would be foremost 
To lead such dire attack; 

But those behind cried “Forward!” 
And those before cried “Back!” 
And backward now and forward 
Wavers the deep array; 

And on the tossing sea of steel, 

To and fro the standards reel; 

And the victorious trumpet-peal 
Dies fitfully away. 

Yet one man for one moment 
Strode out before the crowd; 

Well known was he to all the Three, 
And they gave him greeting loud. 
“Now welcome, welcome, Sextus! 
Now welcome to thy home! 

Why dost thou stay, and turn away? 
Here lies the road to Rome.” 
Thrice looked he at the city; 

Thrice looked he at the dead; 

And thrice came on in fury, 


And thrice turned back in dread: 
And, white with fear and hatred, 
Scowled at the narrow way 

Where, wallowing in a pool of blood, 
The bravest Tuscans lay. 

But meanwhile axe and lever 

Have manfully been plied; 

And now the bridge hangs tottering 
Above the boiling tide. 

“Come back, come back, Horatius!” 
Loud cried the Fathers all. 

“Back, Lartius! back, Herminius! 
Back, ere the ruin fall!” 

Back darted Spurius Lartius; 
Herminius darted back: 

And, as they passed, beneath their feet 
They felt the timbers crack. 

But, when they turned their faces, 
And on the farther shore 

Saw brave Horatius stand alone, 
They would have crossed once more. 
But with a crash like thunder 

Fell every loosened beam, 

And, like a dam the mighty wreck 
Lay right athwart the stream: 

And a long shout of triumph 

Rose from the walls of Rome, 

As to the highest turret-tops 

Was splashed the yellow foam. 
And, like a horse unbroken 

When first he feels the rein, 

The furious river struggled hard, 
And tossed his tawny mane; 

And burst the curb, and bounded, 
Rejoicing to be free; 

And whirling down, in fierce career, 
Battlement, and plank, and pier, 
Rushed headlong to the sea. 

Alone stood brave Horatius, 

But constant still in mind; 


Thrice thirty thousand foes before, 
And the broad flood behind. 
“Down with him!” cried false Sextus, 
With a smile on his pale face. 
“Now yield thee,” cried Lars Porsena, 
“Now yield thee to our grace.” 
Round turned he, as not deigning 
Those craven ranks to see; 

Nought spake he to Lars Porsena, 
To Sextus nought spake he; 

But he saw on Palatinus 

The white porch of his home; 

And he spake to the noble river 
That rolls by the towers of Rome. 
“O Tiber! father Tiber! 

To whom the Romans pray, 

A Roman’s life, a Roman’s arms 
Take thou in charge this day!” 

So he spake, and speaking sheathéd 
The good sword by his side, 

And with his harness on his back 
Plunged headlong in the tide. 

No sound of joy or sorrow 

Was heard from either bank; 

But friends and foes in dumb surprise, 
With parted lips and straining eyes, 
Stood gazing where he sank; 

And when above the surges 

They saw his crest appear, 

All Rome sent forth a rapturous cry, 
And even the ranks of Tuscany 
Could scarce forbear to cheer. 

But fiercely ran the current, 
Swollen high by months of rain: 
And fast his blood was flowing; 
And he was sore in pain, 

And heavy with his armour, 

And spent with changing blows: 
And oft they thought him sinking, 
But still again he rose. 


Never, I ween, did swimmer, 

In such an evil case, 

Struggle through such a raging flood 
Safe to the landing-place: 

But his limbs were borne up bravely 
By the brave heart within, 

And our good father Tiber 

Bare bravely up his chin. 

“Curse on him!” quoth false Sextus; 
“Will not the villain drown? 

But for this stay ere close of day 
We should have sacked the town!” 
“Heaven help him!” quoth Lars Porsena, 
“And bring him safe to shore; 

For such a gallant feat of arms 

Was never seen before.” 

And now he feels the bottom; 

Now on dry earth he stands; 

Now round him throng the Fathers 
To press his gory hands; 

And now with shouts and clapping, 
And noise of weeping loud, 

He enters through the River-Gate, 
Borne by the joyous crowd. 

They gave him of the corn-land, 
That was of public right, 

As much as two strong oxen 

Could plough from morn till night; 
And they made a molten image, 
And set it up on high, 

And there it stands unto this day 

To witness if I lie. 

It stands in the Comitium 

Plain for all folk to see; 

Horatius in his harness, 

Halting upon one knee: 

And underneath is written, 

In letters all of gold, 

How valiantly he kept the bridge 

In the brave days of old. 


And still his name sounds stirring 
Unto the men of Rome, 

As the trumpet-blast that cries to them 
To charge the Volscian home; 

And wives still pray to Juno 

For boys with hearts as bold 

As his who kept the bridge so well 
In the brave days of old. 

And in the nights of winter, 

When the cold north winds blow, 
And the long howling of the wolves 
Is heard amidst the snow; 

When round the lonely cottage 
Roars loud the tempest’s din, 

And the good logs of Algidus 

Roar louder yet within; 

When the oldest cask is opened, 
And the largest lamp is lit; 

When the chestnuts glow in the embers, 
And the kid turns on the spit; 

When young and old in circle 
Around the firebrands close; 

When the girls are weaving baskets, 
And the lads are shaping bows; 
When the goodman mends his armour 
And trims his helmet’s plume; 
When the goodwife’s shuttle merrily 
Goes flashing through the loom; 
With weeping and with laughter 
Still is the story told, 

How well Horatius kept the bridge 
In the brave days of old. 


Lord Macaulay. 


PART Il 


NOTE 


The Editor has to express his thanks for permission to use copyright 
matter to the Editor of A Sailor’s Garland and its publishers, Messrs 
Methuen, to Mr Elkin Mathews for the poem by Richard Hovey, to 
Messrs G. Routledge & Sons for a poem by Joaquin Miller. 


NATURE, COUNTRY, AND THE OPEN AIR 


To Meadows 


Ye have been fresh and green, 
Ye have been fill’d with flowers; 
And ye the walks have been 
Where maids have spent their hours. 
You have beheld how they 

With wicker arks did come 

To kiss and bear away 

The richer cowslips home. 
You’ve heard them sweetly sing, 
And seen them in a round: 

Each virgin like a spring, 

With honeysuckles crown’d. 
But now we see none here 
Whose silv’ry feet did tread 
And with dishevelled hair 
Adorn’d this smoother mead. 
Like unthrifts, having spent 
Your stock, and needy grown, 
You’re left here to lament 

Your poor estates, alone. 


Robert Herrick. 


The Brook 


I come from haunts of coot and hern, 
I make a sudden sally, 

And sparkle out among the fern, 
To bicker down a valley. 

By thirty hills I hurry down, 

Or slip between the ridges, 

By twenty thorps, a little town, 
And half a hundred bridges. 

I chatter over stony ways 

In little sharps and trebles, 

I bubble into eddying bays, 

I babble on the pebbles. 

With many a curve my banks I fret 
By many a field and fallow, 

And many a fairy foreland set 
With willow-weed and mallow. 

I chatter, chatter, as I flow 

To join the brimming river, 

For men may come and men may go, 
But I go on for ever. 

I wind about and in and out, 
With here a blossom sailing, 

And here and there a lusty trout, 
And here and there a grayling. 
And here and there a foamy flake 
Upon me, as I travel 

With many a silvery waterbreak 
Above the golden gravel. 

I steal by lawns and grassy plots, 
I slide by hazel covers; 

I move the sweet forget-me-nots 
That grow for happy lovers. 

I slip, I slide, I gloom, I glance, 
Among my skimming swallows; 
I make the netted sunbeam dance 
Against my sandy shallows. 

I murmur under moon and stars 


In brambly wildemesses; 

I linger by my shingly bars; 

I loiter round my cresses; 

And out again I curve and flow 

To join the brimming river, 

For men may come and men may go, 
But I go on for ever. 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson. 


Recollections of Early Childhood 


There was a time when meadow, grove, and stream, 
The earth, and every common sight, 

To me did seem 

Apparell’d in celestial light, 

The glory and the freshness of a dream. 

It is not now as it hath been of yore; — 

Turn wheresoe’ er I may, 

By night or day, 

The things which I have seen I now can see no more. 
The rainbow comes and goes, 

And lovely is the rose; 

The moon doth with delight 

Look round her when the heavens are bare; 

Waters on a Starry night 

Are beautiful and fair; 

The sunshine is a glorious birth; 

But yet I know, where’er I go, 

That there hath passed away a glory from the earth. 
Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song, 

And while the young lambs bound 

As to the tabor’s sound, 

To me alone there came a thought of grief: 

A timely utterance gave that thought relief, 

And I again am strong. 

The cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep; 
No more shall grief of mine the season wrong; 

I hear the echoes through the mountains throng, 
The winds come to me from the fields of sleep, 
And all the earth is gay; 

Land and sea 

Give themselves up to jollity, 

And with the heart of May 

Doth every beast keep holiday; — 

Thou Child of Joy, 

Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy Shepherd-boy! 
Ye blessed creatures, I have heard the call 

Ye to each other make; I see 


The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee; 
My heart is at your festival, 

My head hath its coronal, 

The fulness of your bliss, I feel — I feel it all. 
O evil day! if I were sullen 

While Earth herself is adorning, 

This sweet May morning, 

And the children are culling 

On every side, 

In a thousand valleys far and wide, 

Fresh flowers; while the sun shines warm, 
And the babe leaps up on his mother’s arm: — 
I hear, I hear, with joy I hear! 

— But there’s a tree, of many one, 

A single field which I have look’d upon, 
Both of them speak of something that is gone: 
The pansy at my feet 

Doth the same tale repeat: 

Whither is fled the visionary gleam? 

Where is it now, the glory and the dream? 
Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting: 

The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star, 
Hath had elsewhere its setting, 

And cometh from afar: 

Not in entire forgetfulness, 

And not in utter nakedness, 

But trailing clouds of glory do we come 
From God, who is our home: 

Heaven lies about us in our infancy! 

Shades of the prison-house begin to close 
Upon the growing Boy, 

But he beholds the light, and whence it flows, 
He sees it in his joy; 

The Youth, who daily further from the east 
Must travel, still is Nature’s priest, 

And by the vision splendid 

Is on his way attended; 

At length the man perceives it die away, 

And fade into the light of common day. 
William Wordsworth. 


(This is only a portion of the poem, which later you should take an 
opportunity of reading as a whole.) 


To Autumn 


Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness! 

Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun; 
Conspiring with him how to load and bless 

With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eaves run; 
To bend with apples the moss’d cottage-trees, 
And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core; 

To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells 
With a sweet kernel; to set budding more, 

And still more, later flowers for the bees, 

Until they think warm days will never cease, 

For Summer has o’er-brimm/’d their clammy cells. 
Who hath not seen Thee oft amid thy store? 
Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find 

Thee sitting careless on a granary floor, 

Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind; 

Or on a half-reap’d furrow sound asleep, 

Drowsed with the fume of poppies, while thy hook 
Spares the next swath and all its twinéd flowers; 
And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep 
Steady thy laden head across a brook; 

Or by a cider-press, with patient look, 

Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours. 
Where are the songs of Spring? Ay, where are they? 
Think not of them, thou hast thy music too, — 
While barréd clouds bloom the soft-dying day, 
And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue; 

Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn 
Among the river sallows, borne aloft 

Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies; 

And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn; 
Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft 

The redbreast whistles from a garden-croft; 

And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 


John Keats. 


Ode to the West Wind 
I. 


O wild West Wind, thou breath of Autumn’s being, 
Thou from whose unseen presence the leaves dead 
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing, 
Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red, 
Pestilence-stricken multitudes! O thou 

Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed 

The wingéd seeds, where they lie cold and low, 
Each like a corpse within its grave, until 

Thine azure sister of the Spring shall blow 

Her clarion o’er the dreaming earth, and fill 
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air) 
With living hues and odours plain and hill: 

Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere; 
Destroyer and preserver; hear, O hear! 


II. 


Thou on whose stream, ‘mid the steep sky’s commotion, 
Loose clouds like earth’s decaying leaves are shed, 
Shook from the tangled boughs of heaven and ocean, 
Angels of rain and lightning! there are spread 

On the blue surface of thine airy surge, 

Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 

Of some fierce Maenad, even from the dim verge 

Of the horizon to the zenith’s height, 

The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 

Of the dying year, to which this closing night 

Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre, 

Vaulted with all thy congregated might 

Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere 

Black rain, and fire, and hail, will burst: O hear! 


II. 


Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams 
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay, 


Lull’d by the coil of his crystalline streams, 
Beside a pumice isle in Baiae’s bay, 

And saw in sleep old palaces and towers 
Quivering within the wave’s intenser day, 

All overgrown with azure moss, and flowers 

So sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou 
For whose path the Atlantic’s level powers 
Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below 
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear 
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know 

Thy voice, and suddenly grow grey with fear, 
And tremble and despoil themselves: O hear! 


IV. 


If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear; 

If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee; 

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 

The impulse of thy strength, only less free 

Than thou, O uncontrollable! if even 

I were as in my boyhood, and could be 

The comrade of thy wanderings over heaven, 

As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed 

Scarce seem’d a vision — I would ne’er have striven 
As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need. 

O! lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud! 

I fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed! 

A heavy weight of years has chain’d and bow’d 
One too like thee — tameless, and swift, and proud. 


V. 


Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is: 

What if my leaves are falling like its own? 

The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 

Will take from both a deep autumnal tone, 
Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce, 
My spirit! Be thou me, impetuous one! 

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe, 
Like wither’d leaves, to quicken a new birth; 


And, by the incantation of this verse, 

Scatter, as from an unextinguish’d hearth 
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind! 
Be through my lips to unawaken’d earth 

The trumpet of a prophecy! O Wind, 

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind? 


Percy Bysshe Shelley. 


To a Skylark 


Hail to thee, blithe spirit! 

Bird thou never wert — 

That from heaven or near it 

Pourest thy full heart 

In profuse strains of unpremeditated art. 

Higher still and higher 

From the earth thou springest 

Like a cloud of fire; 

The blue deep thou wingest, 

And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest. 
In the golden lightning 

Of the sunken sun, 

O’er which clouds are bright’ning, 

Thou dost float and run, 

Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun. 
The pale purple even 

Melts around thy flight; 

Like a star of heaven, 

In the broad daylight 

Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight. 
Keen as are the arrows 

Of that silver sphere, 

Whose intense lamp narrows 

In the white dawn clear, 

Until we hardly see, we feel that it is there. 

All the earth and air 

With thy voice is loud, 

As, when night is bare, 

From one lonely cloud 

The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is overflow’ d. 
What thou art we know not; 

What is most like thee? 

From rainbow clouds there flow not 

Drops so bright to see, 

As from thy presence showers a rain of melody: — 
Like a poet hidden 

In the light of thought, 


Singing hymns unbidden, 

Till the world is wrought 

To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not: 

Like a high-born maiden 

In a palace tower, 

Soothing her love-laden 

Soul in secret hour 

With music sweet as love, which overflows her bower: 
Like a glow-worm golden 

In a dell of dew, 

Scattering unbeholden 

Its aérial hue 

Among the flowers and grass which screen it from the view: 
Like a rose embower’d 

In its own green leaves, 

By warm winds deflower’ d, 

Till the scent it gives 

Makes faint with too much sweet these heavy-wingéd thieves: 
Sound of vernal showers 

On the twinkling grass, 

Rain-awaken’d flowers — 

All that ever was 

Joyous and clear and fresh — thy music doth surpass. 
Teach us, sprite or bird, 

What sweet thoughts are thine: 

I have never heard 

Praise of love or wine 

That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine. 

Chorus hymeneal 

Or triumphal chant, 

Match’d with thine would be all 

But an empty vaunt — 

A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want. 
What objects are the fountains 

Of thy happy strain? 

What fields, or waves, or mountains? 

What shapes of sky or plain? 

What love of thine own kind? what ignorance of pain? 
With thy clear keen joyance 

Languor cannot be: 


Shadow of annoyance 

Never came near thee: 

Thou lovest, but ne’er knew love’s sad satiety. 
Waking or asleep, 

Thou of death must deem 

Things more true and deep 

Than we mortals dream, 

Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream? 
We look before and after, 

And pine for what is not: 

Our sincerest laughter 

With some pain is fraught; 

Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought. 
Yet if we could scorn 

Hate and pride and fear, 

If we were things born 

Not to shed a tear, 

I know not how thy joy we ever should come near. 
Better than all measures 

Of delightful sound, 

Better than all treasures 

That in books are found, 

Thy skill to poet were, thou scorer of the ground! 
Teach me half the gladness 

That thy brain must know; 

Such harmonious madness 

From my lips would flow, 

The world should listen then, as I am listening now. 


Percy Bysshe Shelley. 


The Moon-Goddess 


Queen and huntress, chaste and fair, 
Now the sun is laid to sleep, 

Seated in thy silver chair, 

State in wonted manner keep: 
Hesperus entreats thy light, 
Goddess excellently bright. 

Earth, let not thy envious shade 
Dare itself to interpose; 

Cynthia’s shining orb was made 
Heaven to clear when day did close: 
Bless us then with wishéd sight, 
Goddess excellently bright. 

Lay thy bow of pearl apart, 

And thy crystal-shining quiver; 
Give unto the flying hart 

Space to breathe, how short soever: 
Thou that mak’st a day of night — 
Goddess excellently bright. 


Ben Jonson. 


Home-Thoughts from Abroad 


O, to be in England 

Now that April’s there, 

And whoever wakes in England 

Sees, some morning, unaware, 

That the lowest boughs and the brushwood sheaf 
Round the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf, 

While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough 

In England — now! 

And after April, when May follows, 

And the white throat builds, and all the swallows! 
Hark, where my blossom’d pear-tree in the hedge 
Leans to the field and scatters on the clover 
Blossoms and dewdrops — at the bent spray’s edge — 
That’s the wise thrush; he sings each song twice over, 
Lest you should think he never could recapture 

The first fine careless rapture! 

And though the fields look rough with hoary dew, 
All will be gay when noontide wakes anew 

The buttercups, the little children’s dower 

— Far brighter than this gaudy melon-flower! 


Robert Browning. 


Home-Thoughts from the Sea 


Nobly, nobly Cape Saint Vincent to the North-west died away; 

Sunset ran, one glorious blood-red, reeking into Cadiz Bay; 

Bluish ‘mid the burning water, full in face Trafalgar lay; 

In the dimmest North-east distance dawn’d Gibraltar grand and gray; 
“Here and here did England help me: how can I help England?” — say, 
Whoso turns as I, this evening, turn to God to praise and pray, 

While Jove’s planet rises yonder, silent over Africa. 


Robert Browning. 


GREEN SEAS AND SAILOR MEN 


The Call of the Sea 


Ye Mariners of England 


Ye Mariners of England! 

That guard our native seas; 

Whose flag has braved a thousand years 
The battle and the breeze! 

Your glorious standard launch again 
To match another foe; 

And sweep through the deep, 

While the stormy winds do blow! 
While the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

The spirits of your fathers 

Shall start from every wave; 

For the deck it was their field of fame, 
And Ocean was their grave: 

Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell 
Your manly hearts shall glow, 

As ye sweep through the deep, 
While the stormy winds do blow! 
While the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow. 
Britannia needs no bulwarks, 

No towers along the steep; 

Her march is o’er the mountain-waves, 
Her home is on the deep. 

With thunders from her native oak 
She quells the floods below, 

As they roar on the shore, 

When the stormy winds do blow! 
When the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

The meteor flag of England 

Shall yet terrific burn; 

Till danger’s troubled night depart 
And the star of peace return. 

Then, then, ye ocean-warriors! 

Our song and feast shall flow 

To the fame of your name, 


When the storm has ceased to blow! 
When the fiery fight is heard no more, 
And the storm has ceased to blow. 


Thomas Campbell. 


The Secret of the Sea 


Ah! what pleasant visions haunt me 
As I gaze upon the sea! 

All the old romantic legends, 

All my dreams come back to me. 
Sails of silk and ropes of sendal, 
Such as gleam in ancient lore; 

And the singing of the sailors, 

And the answer from the shore! 
Most of all, the Spanish ballad 
Haunts me oft, and tarries long, 

Of the noble Count Arnaldos 

And the sailor’s mystic song. 
Telling how the Count Arnaldos, 
With his hawk upon his hand, 

Saw a fair and stately galley, 
Steering onward to the land; — 
How he heard the ancient helmsman 
Chant a song so wild and clear, 

That the sailing sea-bird slowly 
Poised upon the mast to hear, 

Till his soul was full of longing, 
And he cried, with impulse strong, — 
“Helmsman! for the love of heaven, 
Teach me, too, that wondrous song!” 
“Wouldst thou,” — so the helmsman answered, 
“Learn the secret of the sea? 

Only those who brave its dangers 
Comprehend its mystery!” 

In each sail that skims the horizon, 
In each landward-blowing breeze, 

I behold that stately galley, 

Hear those mournful melodies. 

Till my soul is full of longing 

For the secret of the sea, 

And the heart of the great ocean 
Sends a thrilling pulse through me. 


H. W. Longfellow. 


A Dutch Picture 


Simon Danz has come home again, 

From cruising about with his buccaneers; 
He has singed the beard of the King of Spain, 
And carried away the Dean of Jaen, 

And sold him in Algiers. 

In his house by the Maese, with its roof of tiles, 
And weathercocks flying aloft in air, 
There are silver tankards in antique styles, 
Plunder of convent and castle, and piles 
Of carpets rich and rare. 

In his tulip-garden there by the town, 
Overlooking the sluggish stream, 

With his Moorish cap and dressing-gown, 
The old sea-captain, hale and brown, 
Walks in a waking dream. 

A smile in his gray mustachio lurks 
Whenever he thinks of the King of Spain, 
And the listed tulips look like Turks, 

And the silent gardener as he works 

Is changed to the Dean of Jaen. 

The windmills on the outermost 

Verge of the landscape in the haze, 

To him are towers on the Spanish coast, 
With whiskered sentinels at their post, 
Though this is the river Maese. 

But when the winter rains begin, 

He sits and smokes by the blazing brands, 
And old seafaring men come in, 
Goat-bearded, gray, and with double chin, 
And rings upon their hands. 

They sit there in the shadow and shine 

Of the flickering fire of the winter night; 
Figures in colour and design 

Like those by Rembrandt of the Rhine, 
Half darkness and half light. 

And they talk of ventures lost or won, 
And their talk is ever and ever the same, 


While they drink the red wine of Tarragon, 
From the cellars of some Spanish Don, 

Or convent set on flame. 

Restless at times, with heavy strides 

He paces his parlour to and fro; 

He is like a ship that at anchor rides, 

And swings with the rising and falling tides, 
And tugs at her anchor-tow. 

Voices mysterious far and near, 

Sound of the wind and sound of the sea, 
Are calling and whispering in his ear, 
“Simon Danz! Why stayest thou here? 
Come forth and follow me!” 

So he thinks he shall take to the sea again 
For one more cruise with his buccaneers, 
To singe the beard of the King of Spain, 
And capture another Dean of Jaen, 

And sell him in Algiers. 


H. W. Longfellow. 


Sea Memories 


Often I think of the beautiful town 

That is seated by the sea; 

Often in thought go up and down 

The pleasant streets of that dear old town, 

And my youth comes back to me. 

And a verse of a Lapland song 

Is haunting my memory still: 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will, 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.” 
I can see the shadowy lines of its trees, 

And catch, in sudden gleams, 

The sheen of the far-surrounding seas, 

And islands that were the Hesperides 

Of all my boyish dreams. 

And the burden of that old song, 

It murmurs and whispers still: 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will, 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.” 
I remember the black wharves and the slips, 

And the sea-tides tossing free; 

And the Spanish sailors with bearded lips, 

And the beauty and mystery of the ships, 

And the magic of the sea. 

And the voice of that wayward song 

Is singing and saying still: 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will, 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.” 


H. W. Longfellow. 


The Sea Gypsy 


I am fever’d with the sunset, 

I am fretful with the bay, 

For the wander-thirst is on me 
And my soul is in Cathay. 
There’s a schooner in the offing, 
With her topsails shot with fire, 
And my heart has gone aboard her 
For the Islands of Desire. 

I must forth again to-morrow! 
With the sunset I must be 

Hull down on the trail of rapture 
In the wonder of the Sea. 


Richard Hovey. 


The Greenwich Pensioner 


Twas in the good ship Rover, 
I sailed the world all round, 
And for three years and over 

I ne’er touched British ground; 
At length in England landed, 

I left the roaring main, 

Found all relations stranded, 
And went to sea again, 

And went to sea again. 

That time bound straight for Portugal, 
Right fore and aft we bore, 
But when we made Cape Ortegal, 
A gale blew off the shore; 

She lay, so did it shock her, 

A log upon the main, 

Till, saved from Davy’s locker, 
We put to sea again, 

We put to sea again. 

Next sailing in a frigate 

I got my timber toe. 

I never more shall jig it 

As once I used to do; 

My leg was shot off fairly, 

All by a ship of Spain; 

But I could swab the galley, 

I went to sea again, 

I went to sea again. 

And still I am enabled 

To bring up in the rear, 
Although I’m quite disabled 
And lie in Greenwich tier. 
There’s schooners in the river 
A riding to the chain, 

But I shall never, ever 

Put out to sea again, 

Put out to sea again. 


From A Sailor’s Garland. 


The Press-gang 


Here’s the tender coming, 
Pressing all the men; 

O, dear honey, 

What shall we do then? 
Here’s the tender coming, 
Off at Shields Bar. 

Here’s the tender coming, 
Full of men of war. 
Here’s the tender coming, 
Stealing of my dear; 

O, dear honey, 

They’ ll ship you out of here, 
They’ ll ship you foreign, 
For that is what it means. 
Here’s the tender coming, 
Full of red marines. 


From A Sailor’s Garland. 


A Sea Dirge 


Full fathom five thy father lies: 

Of his bones are coral made; 
Those are pearls that were his eyes: 
Nothing of him that doth fade, 

But doth suffer a sea-change 

Into something rich and strange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell: 
Hark! now I hear them, 

Ding, dong, bell. 


Shakespeare. 


Its Lawless Joys 


The Old Buccaneer 


Oh England is a pleasant place for them that’s rich and high, 
But England is a cruel place for such poor folks as I; 

And such a port for mariners I ne’er shall see again 

As the pleasant Isle of Avés, beside the Spanish main. 

There were forty craft in Avès that were both swift and stout, 
All furnished well with small arms and cannons round about; 
And a thousand men in Avés made laws so fair and free 

To choose their valiant captains and obey them loyally. 

Thence we sailed against the Spaniard with his hoards of plate and gold, 
Which he wrung with cruel tortures from Indian folk of old; 
Likewise the merchant captains, with hearts as hard as stone, 
Who flog men, and keel-haul them, and starve them to the bone. 
O the palms grew high in Avès, and fruits that shone like gold, 
And the colibris and parrots they were gorgeous to behold; 

And the negro maids to Avés from bondage fast did flee, 

To welcome gallant sailors, a-sweeping in from sea. 

O sweet it was in Avès to hear the landward breeze, 

A-swing with good tobacco in a net between the trees, 

With a negro lass to fan you, while you listened to the roar 

Of the breakers on the reef outside, that never touched the shore. 
But Scripture saith, an ending to all fine things must be; 

So the King’s ships sailed on Avès, and quite put down were we. 
All day we fought like bulldogs, but they burst the booms at night; 
And I fled in a piragua, sore wounded, from the fight. 

Nine days I floated starving, and a negro lass beside, 

Till, for all I tried to cheer her, the poor young thing she died; 
But as I lay a-gasping, a Bristol sail came by, 

And brought me home to England here, to beg until I die. 

And now I’m old and going — I’m sure I can’t tell where; 

One comfort is, this world’s so hard, I can’t be worse off there: 
If I might but be a sea-dove, I’d fly across the main, 

To the pleasant Isle of Avés, to look at it once again. 


Charles Kingsley. 


The Salcombe Seaman’s Flaunt to the Proud Pirate 


A lofty ship from Salcombe came, 

Blow high, blow low, and so sailed we; 
She had golden trucks that shone like flame, 
On the bonny coasts of Barbary. 
“Masthead, masthead,” the captains hail, 
Blow high, blow low, and so sailed we; 
“Look out and round, d’ye see a sail?” 

On the bonny coasts of Barbary. 

“There’s a ship that looms like Beachy Head,” 
Blow high, blow low, and so sailed we; 
“Her banner aloft it blows out red,” 

On the bonny coasts of Barbary. 

“Oh, ship ahoy, where do you steer?” 
Blow high, blow low, and so sailed we; 
“Are you man-of-war, or privateer?” 

On the bonny coasts of Barbary. 

“T am neither one of the two,” said she, 
Blow high, blow low, and so sailed we; 
“I’m a pirate, looking for my fee,” 

On the bonny coasts of Barbary. 

“T’m a jolly pirate, out for gold:” 

Blow high, blow low, and so sailed we; 

“I will rummage through your after hold,” 
On the bonny coasts of Barbary. 

The grumbling guns they flashed and roared, 
Blow high, blow low, and so sailed we; 
Till the pirate’s masts went overboard, 

On the bonny coasts of Barbary. 

They fired shots till the pirate’s deck, 
Blow high, blow low, and so sailed we; 
Was blood and spars and broken wreck, 
On the bonny coasts of Barbary. 

“O do not haul the red flag down,” 

Blow high, blow low, and so sailed we; 
“O keep all fast until we drown,” 

On the bonny coasts of Barbary. 

They called for cans of wine, and drank, 


Blow high, blow low, and so sailed we; 
They sang their songs until she sank, 
On the bonny coasts of Barbary. 

Now let us brew good cans of flip, 
Blow high, blow low, and so sailed we; 
And drink a bowl to the Salcombe ship, 
On the bonny coasts of Barbary. 

And drink a bowl to the lad of fame, 
Blow high, blow low, and so sailed we; 
Who put the pirate ship to shame, 

On the bonny coasts of Barbary. 


From A Sailor’s Garland. 


The Smuggler 


O my true love’s a smuggler and sails upon the sea, 

And I would I were a seaman to go along with he; 

To go along with he for the satins and the wine, 

And run the tubs at Slapton when the stars do shine. 

O Hollands is a good drink when the nights are cold, 

And Brandy is a good drink for them as grows old. 

There is lights in the cliff-top when the boats are home-bound, 
And we run the tubs at Slapton when the word goes round. 
The King he is a proud man in his grand red coat, 

But I do love a smuggler in a little fishing-boat; 

For he runs the Mallins lace and he spends his money free, 
And I would I were a seaman to go along with he. 


From A Sailor’s Garland. 


ARMS AND THE MAN 


The generations pass, each in its turn wondering whether it is to be the 
one to see the ending of War and the awakening of the common sense of 
nations. But the Poetry of the glory of Battle, the hymning of high 
heroisms, the dirges for those who nobly died — these will remain, to 
gild its memory, long after the last echo of the last war-drum has faded 
out of the world. 


The Maid 


Thunder of riotous hoofs over the quaking sod; 

Clash of reeking squadrons, steel-capped, iron-shod; 

The White Maid and the white horse, and the flapping banner of God. 
Black hearts riding for money; red hearts riding for fame; 

The Maid who rides for France and the King who rides for shame — 
Gentlemen, fools, and a saint riding in Christ’s high name! 

“Dust to dust!” it is written. Wind-scattered are lance and bow. 

Dust, the Cross of Saint George; dust, the banner of snow. 

The bones of the King are crumbled, and rotted the shafts of the foe. 
Forgotten, the young knight’s valour; forgotten, the captain’s skill; 
Forgotten, the fear and the hate and the mailed hands raised to kill; 
Forgotten, the shields that clashed and the arrows that cried so shrill. 
Like a story from some old book, that battle of long ago: 

Shadows, the poor French King and the might of his English foe; 
Shadows, the charging nobles and the archers kneeling a-row — 

But a flame in my heart and my eyes, the Maid with her banner of snow! 


Theodore Roberts. 


The Eve of Waterloo 


There was a sound of revelry by night, 

And Belgium’s capital had gather’d then 

Her Beauty and her Chivalry, and bright 

The lamps shone o’er fair women and brave men. 
A thousand hearts beat happily; and when 

Music arose with its voluptuous swell, 

Soft eyes look’d love to eyes which spake again, 
And all went merry as a marriage-bell; 

But hush! hark! a deep sound strikes like a rising knell! 
Did ye not hear it? — No; ’twas but the wind, 

Or the car rattling o’er the stony street; 

On with the dance! let joy be unconfined; 

No sleep till morn, when Youth and Pleasure meet 
To chase the glowing hours with flying feet. 

But hark! — that heavy sound breaks in once more, 
As if the clouds its echo would repeat; 

And nearer, clearer, deadlier than before! 

Arm! Arm! it is — it is — the cannon’s opening roar! 
Within a window’d niche of that high hall 

Sate Brunswick’s fated chieftain; he did hear 

That sound, the first amidst the festival, 

And caught its tone with Death’s prophetic ear; 
And when they smiled because he deem’d it near, 
His heart more truly knew that peal too well 

Which stretch’d his father on a bloody bier, 

And rous’d the vengeance blood alone could quell: 
He rush’d into the field, and, foremost fighting, fell. 
Ah! then and there was hurrying to and fro, 

And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress, 
And cheeks all pale, which but an hour ago 

Blush’d at the praise of their own loveliness; 

And there were sudden partings, such as press 

The life from out young hearts, and choking sighs 
Which ne’er might be repeated: who would guess 
If ever more should meet those mutual eyes, 

Since upon night so sweet such awful morn could rise! 
And there was mounting in hot haste: the steed, 


The mustering squadron, and the clattering car, 

Went pouring forward with impetuous speed, 

And swiftly forming in the ranks of war; 

And the deep thunder peal on peal afar; 

And near, the beat of the alarming drum 

Rous’d up the soldier ere the morning star; 

While throng’d the citizens with terror dumb, 

Or whispering with white lips— “The foe! they come! they come!” 
And wild and high the “Camerons’ gathering” rose, 

The war-note of Lochiel, which Albyn’s hills 

Have heard, and heard, too, have her Saxon foes: 

How in the noon of night that pibroch thrills 

Savage and shrill! But with the breath which fills 

Their mountain-pipe, so fill the mountaineers 

With the fierce native daring which instils 

The stirring memory of a thousand years, 

And Evan’s, Donald’s fame rings in each clansman’s ears! 
And Ardennes waves above them her green leaves, 
Dewy with Nature’s tear-drops, as they pass, 

Grieving, if aught inanimate e’er grieves, 

Over the unreturning brave, — alas! 

Ere evening to be trodden like the grass 

Which now beneath them, but above shall grow 

In its next verdure, when this fiery mass 

Of living valour, rolling on the foe, 

And burning with high hope, shall moulder cold and low. 
Last noon beheld them full of lusty life, 

Last eve in Beauty’s circle proudly gay, 

The midnight brought the signal-sound of strife, 

The morn the marshalling in arms, — the day 

Battle’s magnificently stern array! 

The thunder-clouds close o’er it, which when rent 

The earth is cover’d thick with other clay, 

Which her own clay shall cover, heap’d and pent, 

Rider and horse, — friend, foe, — in one red burial blent! 


Lord Byron. 


The Glory that was Greece 


I include this among the War Poems, because it is a call to a conquered 
nation to rise in arms against their oppressors — a call that was in due 
course answered. 

The isles of Greece! the isles of Greece! 
Where burning Sappho loved and sung, 
Where grew the arts of war and peace, 
Where Delos rose, and Phoebus sprung! 
Eternal summer gilds them yet, 

But all except their sun is set. 

The Scian and the Teian muse, 

The hero’s harp, the lover’s lute, 

Have found the fame your shores refuse: 
Their place of birth alone is mute 

To sounds which echo further west 
Than your sires’ “Islands of the Blest.” 
The mountains look on Marathon, 

And Marathon looks on the sea; 

And, musing there an hour alone, 

I dreamed that Greece might still be free; 
For, standing on the Persian’s grave, 

I could not deem myself a slave. 

A king sate on the rocky brow 

Which looks o’er sea-born Salamis; 
And ships by thousands lay below, 

And men in nations; — all were his! 

He counted them at break of day, 

And when the sun set, where were they? 
And where are they? and where art thou, 
My country? On thy voiceless shore 
The heroic lay is tuneless now, 

The heroic bosom beats no more! 

And must thy lyre, so long divine, 
Degenerate into hands like mine? 

*Tis something in the dearth of fame, 
Though linked among the fettered race, 
To feel at least a patriot’s shame, 

Even as I sing, suffuse my face; 


For what is left the poet here? 

For Greeks a blush — for Greece a tear! 
Must we but weep o’er days more blest? 
Must we but blush? Our fathers bled. 
Earth! render back from out thy breast 
A remnant of our Spartan dead! 

Of the three hundred grant but three, 
To make a new Thermopyle! 

What, silent still? and silent all? 

Ah! no: the voices of the dead 

Sound like a distant torrent’s fall, 

And answer, “Let one living head, 

But one arise, — we come, we come!” 
Tis but the living who are dumb. 

In vain — in vain; strike other chords; 
Fill high the cup with Samian wine! 
Leave battles to the Turkish hordes, 
And shed the blood of Scio’s vine! 
Hark! rising to the ignoble call, 

How answers each bold Bacchanal! 
You have the Pyrrhic dance as yet; 
Where is the Pyrrhic phalanx gone? 
Of two such lessons, why forget 

The nobler and the manlier one? 

You have the letters Cadmus gave; 
Think ye he meant them for a slave? 
Fill high the bowl with Samian wine! 
We will not think of themes like these! 
It made Anacreon’s song divine: 

He served — but served Polycrates: 

A tyrant; but our masters then 

Were still, at least, our countrymen. 
The tyrant of the Chersonese 

Was freedom’s best and bravest friend; 
That tyrant was Miltiades! 

Oh that the present hour would lend 
Another despot of the kind! 

Such chains as his were sure to bind. 
Fill high the bowl with Samian wine! 
On Suli’s rock and Parga’s shore 


Exists the remnant of a line 

Such as the Doric mothers bore; 

And there, perhaps, some seed is sown 
The Heracleidan blood might own. 
Trust not for freedom to the Franks — 
They have a king who buys and sells; 
In native swords and native ranks 

The only hope of courage dwells: 

But Turkish force and Latin fraud 
Would break your shield, however broad. 
Fill high the bowl with Samian wine! 
Our virgins dance beneath the shade — 
I see their glorious black eyes shine; 
But, gazing on each glowing maid, 

My own the burning tear-drop laves, 
To think such breasts must suckle slaves. 
Place me on Sunium’s marbled steep, 
Where nothing save the waves and I 
May hear our mutual murmurs sweep; 
There, swan-like, let me sing and die: 
A land of slaves shall ne’er be mine — 
Dash down yon cup of Samian wine! 


Lord Byron. 


Battle Hymn of the American Republic 


Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord: 

He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored; 
He hath loosed the fatal lightning of his terrible swift sword: 
His truth is marching on. 

I have seen him in the watch-fires of a hundred circling camps; 
They have builded him an altar in the evening dews and damps; 
I can read his righteous sentence by the dim and flaring lamps: 
His day is marching on. 

He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall never call retreat; 
He is sifting out the hearts of men before his Judgment Seat; 

O, be swift, my soul to answer Him, be jubilant my feet! 

Our God is marching on. 

In the beauty of the lilies Christ was born, across the sea, 

With a glory in his bosom that transfigures you and me: 

As he died to make men holy, let us die to make men free, 
While God is marching on. 


Julia Ward Howe. 


To Lucasta, on going to the Wars 


Tell me not, Sweet, I am unkind, 
That from the nunnery 

Of thy chaste breast and quiet mind 
To war and arms I fly. 

True, a new mistress now I chase, 
The first foe in the field; 

And with a stronger faith embrace 
A sword, a horse, a shield. 

Yet this inconstancy is such 

As you too shall adore; 

I could not love thee, Dear, so much, 
Loved I not Honour more. 


Richard Lovelace. 


The Black Prince 


O for the voice of that wild horn, 

On Fontarabian echoes borne, 

The dying hero’s call, 

That told imperial Charlemagne 

How Paynim sons of swarthy Spain 
Had wrought his champion’s fall. 

Sad over earth and ocean sounding, 
And England’s distant cliffs astounding, 
Such are the notes should say 

How Britain’s hope, and France’s fear, 
Victor of Cressy and Poitier, 

In Bordeaux dying lay. 

“Raise my faint head, my squires,” he said, 
“And let the casement be displayed, 
That I may see once more 

The splendour of the setting sun 

Gleam on thy mirrored wave, Garonne, 
And Blay’s empurpled shore. 

“Like me, he sinks to Glory’s sleep, 

His fall the dews of evening steep, 

As if in sorrow shed. 

So soft shall fall the trickling tear, 
When England’s maids and matrons hear 
Of their Black Edward dead. 

“And though my sun of glory set, 

Nor France nor England shall forget 
The terror of my name; 

And oft shall Britain’s heroes rise, 

New planets in these southern skies, 
Through clouds of blood and flame.” 


Sir Walter Scott. 


The Burial of Sir John Moore 


Not a drum was heard, not a funeral note, 
As his corse to the rampart we hurried; 

Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot 
O’er the grave where our hero we buried. 
We buried him darkly at dead of night, 

The sods with our bayonets turning, 

By the struggling moonbeam’s misty light 
And the lantern dimly burning. 

No useless coffin enclosed his breast, 

Not in sheet or in shroud we wound him; 
But he lay like a warrior taking his rest 
With his martial cloak around him. 

Few and short were the prayers we said, 
And we spoke not a word of sorrow; 

But we steadfastly gazed on the face of the dead, 
And we bitterly thought of the morrow. 

We thought, as we hollow’d his narrow bed 
And smooth’d down his lonely pillow, 
That the foe and the stranger would tread o’er his head, 
And we far away on the billow! 

Lightly they’ ll talk of the spirit that’s gone, 
And o’er his cold ashes upbraid him — 
But little he’ll reck, if they let him sleep on 
In the grave where a Briton has laid him. 
But half of our heavy task was done 

When the clock struck the hour for retiring; 
And we heard the distant and random gun 
That the foe was sullenly firing. 

Slowly and sadly we laid him down, 

From the field of his fame fresh and gory; 
We carved not a line, and we raised not a stone, 
But we left him alone with his glory. 


Charles Wolfe. 


How Sleep the Brave 


How sleep the brave, who sink to rest 
By all their country’s wishes blest! 
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallowed mould, 
She there shall dress a sweeter sod 
Than Fancy’s feet have ever trod. 

By fairy hands their knell is rung; 

By forms unseen their dirge is sung; 
There Honour comes, a pilgrim grey, 
To bless the turf that wraps their clay; 
And Freedom shall awhile repair 

To dwell, a weeping hermit, there! 


William Collins. 


Soldier, Rest! 


Soldier, rest! thy warfare o’er, 

Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking! 
Dream of battled fields no more, 

Days of danger, nights of waking. 

In our isle’s enchanted hall, 

Hands unseen thy couch are strewing, 
Fairy strains of music fall, 

Every sense in slumber dewing. 
Soldier, rest! thy warfare o’er, 

Dream of fighting fields no more; 

Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking, 
Morn of toil, nor night of waking. 

No rude sound shall reach thine ear, 
Armour’s clang, or war-steed champing 
Trump nor pibroch summon here 
Mustering clan, or squadron tramping. 
Yet the lark’s shrill fife may come 

At the daybreak from the fallow, 

And the bittern sound his drum, 
Booming from the sedgy shallow. 
Ruder sounds shall none be near, 
Guards nor warders challenge here, 
Here’s no war-steed’s neigh and champing, 
Shouting clans, or squadrons stamping. 
Huntsman, rest! thy chase is done; 
While our slumbrous spells assail ye, 
Dream not, with the rising sun, 

Bugles here shall sound reveillé. 

Sleep! the deer is in his den; 

Sleep! thy hounds are by thee lying; 
Sleep! nor dream in yonder glen, 

How thy gallant steed lay dying. 
Huntsman, rest! thy chase is done, 
Think not of the rising sun, 

For at dawning to assail ye, 

Here no bugles sound reveillé. 


Sir Walter Scott. 


THE OTHER SIDE OF IT 


1. The Patriot 


It was roses, roses, all the way, 

With myrtle mixed in my path like mad: 

The house-roofs seemed to heave and sway, 
The church-spires flamed, such flags they had, 
A year ago on this very day. 

The air broke into a mist with bells, 

The old walls rocked with the crowd and cries. 
Had I said, “Good folk, mere noise repels — 
But give me your sun from yonder skies!” 
They had answered, “And afterward, what else?” 
Alack, it was I who leaped at the sun 

To give it my loving friends to keep! 

Nought man could do, have I left undone: 
And you see my harvest, what I reap 

This very day, now a year is run. 

There’s nobody on the house-tops now — 
Just a palsied few at the windows set; 

For the best of the sight is, all allow, 

At the Shambles’ Gate — or, better yet, 

By the very scaffold’s foot, I trow. 

I go in the rain, and, more than needs, 

A rope cuts both my wrists behind; 

And I think, by the feel, my forehead bleeds, 
For they fling, whoever has a mind, 

Stones at me for my year’s misdeeds. 

Thus I entered, and thus I go! 

In triumphs, people have dropped down dead, 
“Paid by the world, what dost thou owe 

Me?” — God might question; now instead, 
’Tis God shall repay: I am safer so. 


Robert Browning. 


2. For those who fail 


“All honour to him who shall win the prize,” 
The world has cried for a thousand years; 
But to him who tries and who fails and dies, 
I give great honour and glory and tears. 

O great is the hero who wins a name, 

But greater many and many a time 

Some pale-faced fellow who dies in shame, 
And lets God finish the thought sublime. 
And great is the man with a sword undrawn, 
And good is the man who refrains from wine; 
But the man who fails and yet fights on, 

Lo he is the twin-born brother of mine! 


Joaquin Miller. 


3. Keeping On 


Say not the struggle nought availeth, 

The labour and the wounds are vain, 

The enemy faints not, nor faileth, 

And as things have been they remain. 

If hopes were dupes, fears may be liars; 

It may be, in yon smoke concealed, 

Your comrades chase e’en now the fliers, 
And, but for you, possess the field. 

For while the tired waves, vainly breaking, 
Seem here no painful inch to gain, 

Far back, through creeks and inlets making, 
Comes silent, flooding in, the main. 

And not by eastern windows only, 

When daylight comes, comes in the light; 
In front the sun climbs slow, how slowly! 
But westward, look, the land is bright! 


A. H. Clough. 


STORY-POEMS 


The Lady of Shalott 
I. 


On either side the river lie 

Long fields of barley and of rye, 

That clothe the wold and meet the sky; 
And through the field the road runs by 
To many-towered Camelot; 

And up and down the people go, 
Gazing where the lilies blow 

Round an island there below, 

The island of Shalott. 

Willows whiten, aspens quiver, 

Little breezes dusk and shiver 
Through the wave that runs for ever 
By the island in the river 

Flowing down to Camelot. 

Four gray walls, and four gray towers, 
Overlook a space of flowers, 

And the silent isle embowers 

The Lady of Shalott. 

By the margin, willow-veil’d, 

Slide the heavy barges trail’d 

By slow horses; and unhail’d 

The shallop flitteth silken-sail’d 
Skimming down to Camelot: 

But who has seen her wave her hand? 
Or at the casement seen her stand? 
Or is she known in all the land, 

The Lady of Shalott? 

Only reapers, reaping early 

In among the bearded barley, 

Hear a song that echoes cheerly 
From the river winding clearly, 
Down to towered Camelot: 

And by moon the reaper weary, 
Piling sheaves in upland airy, 


Listening, whispers, “’Tis the fairy 
Lady of Shalott.” 


Il. 


There she weaves by night and day 
A magic web with colours gay. 

She has heard a whisper say, 

A curse is on her if she stay 

To look down to Camelot. 

She knows not what the curse may be, 
And so she weaveth steadily, 

And little other care hath she, 

The Lady of Shalott. 

And moving thro’ a mirror clear 
That hangs before her all the year, 
Shadows of the world appear. 

There she sees the highway near 
Winding down to Camelot: 

There the river eddy whirls, 

And there the surly village-churls, 
And the red cloaks of market girls, 
Pass onward from Shalott. 
Sometimes a troop of damsels glad, 
An abbot on an ambling pad, 
Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad, 

Or long-hair’d page in crimson clad, 
Goes by to tower’d Camelot: 

And sometimes through the mirror blue 
The knights come riding two and two: 
She hath no loyal knight and true, 
The Lady of Shalott. 

But in her web she still delights 

To weave the mirror’s magic sights, 
For often through the silent nights 
A funeral, with plumes and lights 
And music, went to Camelot: 

Or, when the moon was overhead, 
Came two young lovers lately wed; 


“T am half sick of shadows,” said 
The Lady of Shalott. 


II. 


A bow-shot from her bower-eaves, 

He rode between the barley-sheaves, 
The sun came dazzling thro’ the leaves, 
And flamed upon the brazen greaves 
Of bold Sir Lancelot. 

A red-cross knight for ever kneel’d 

To a lady in his shield, 

That sparkled on the yellow field 
Beside remote Shalott. 

The gemmy bridle glitter’d free, 

Like to some branch of stars we see 
Hung in the golden Galaxy. 

The bridle bells rang merrily 

As he rode down to Camelot: 

And from his blazon’d baldric slung 

A mighty silver bugle hung, 

And as he rode his armour rung, 
Beside remote Shalott. 

All in the blue unclouded weather 
Thick-jewell’d shone the saddle-leather, 
The helmet and the helmet-feather 
Burn’d like one burning flame together, 
As he rode down to Camelot. 

As often thro’ the purple night, 

Below the starry clusters bright, 

Some bearded meteor, trailing light, 
Moves over still Shalott. 

His broad clear brow in sunlight glow’ d; 
On burnish’d hooves his war-horse trode; 
From underneath his helmet flow’d 

His coal-black curls as on he rode, 

As he rode down to Camelot. 

From the bank and from the river 

He flash’d into the crystal mirror, 
“Tirra lirra,” by the river 


Sang Sir Lancelot. 

She left the web, she left the loom, 
She made three paces thro’ the room, 
She saw the water-lily bloom, 

She saw the helmet and the plume, 
She look’d down to Camelot. 

Out flew the web and floated wide; 
The mirror crack’d from side to side; 
“The curse is come upon me,” cried 
The Lady of Shalott. 


IV. 


In the stormy east-wind straining, 
The pale yellow woods were waning, 
The broad stream in his banks complaining, 
Heavily the low sky raining 

Over tower’d Camelot; 

Down she came and found a boat 
Beneath a willow left afloat, 

And round about the prow she wrote 
The Lady of Shalott. 

And down the river’s dim expanse — 
Like some bold seer in a trance, 
Seeing all his own mischance — 
With a glassy countenance 

Did she look to Camelot. 

And at the closing of the day 

She loosed the chain and down she lay; 
The broad stream bore her far away, 
The Lady of Shalott. 

Lying, robed in snowy white 

That loosely flew to left and right — 
The leaves upon her falling light — 
Thro’ the noises of the night 

She floated down to Camelot: 

And as the boat-head wound along 
The willowy hills and fields among, 
They heard her singing her last song, 
The Lady of Shalott. 


Heard a carol, mournful, holy, 
Chanted loudly, chanted lowly, 

Till her blood was frozen slowly, 
And her eyes were darken’d wholly, 
Turn’d to tower’d Camelot. 

For ere she reached upon the tide 
The first house by the water-side, 
Singing in her song she died, 

The Lady of Shalott. 

Under tower and balcony, 

By garden-wall and gallery, 

A gleaming shape she floated by, 
Dead-pale between the houses high, 
Silent into Camelot. 

Out upon the wharfs they came, 
Knight and burgher, lord and dame, 
And round the prow they read her name, 
The Lady of Shalott. 

Who is this? and what is here? 

And in the lighted palace near 

Died the sound of royal cheer; 

And they cross’d themselves for fear 
All the knights at Camelot: 

But Lancelot mused a little space; 
He said, “She has a lovely face; 
God in his mercy lend her grace, 
The Lady of Shalott.” 


Alfred, Lord Tennyson. 


The Forsaken Merman 


Come, dear children, let us away; 
Down and away below. 

Now my brothers call from the bay; 
Now the great winds shoreward blow; 
Now the salt tides seaward flow; 

Now the wild white horses play, 
Champ and chafe and toss in the spray. 
Children dear, let us away. 

This way, this way! 

Call her once before you go — 

Call once yet! 

In a voice that she will know: 
“Margaret! Margaret!” 

Children’s voices should be dear 

(Call once more) to a mother’s ear; 
Children’s voices, wild with pain — 
Surely she will come again! 

Call her once and come away. 

This way, this way! 

“Mother dear, we cannot stay!” 

The wild white horses foam and fret. 
Margaret! Margaret! 

Come, dear children, come away down. 
Call no more. 

One last look at the white-wall’d town, 
And the little grey church on the windy shore. 
Then come down. 

She will not come though you call all day. 
Come away, come away! 

Children dear, was it yesterday 

We heard the sweet bells over the bay? 
In the caverns where we lay, 

Through the surf and through the swell, 
The far-off sound of a silver bell? 
Sand-strewn caverns, cool and deep, 
Where the winds are all asleep; 

Where the spent lights quiver and gleam; 


Where the salt weed sways in the stream; 

Where the sea-beasts, ranged all round, 

Feed in the ooze of their pasture-ground; 

Where the sea-snakes coil and twine, 

Dry their mail and bask in the brine; 

Where great whales come sailing by, 

Sail and sail, with unshut eye, 

Round the world for ever and aye? 

When did music come this way? 

Children dear, was it yesterday? 

Children dear, was it yesterday 

(Call yet once) that she went away? 

Once she sate with you and me, 

On a red gold throne in the heart of the sea, 

And the youngest sate on her knee. 

She combed its bright hair, and she tended it well, 
When down swung the sound of a far-off bell. 

She sigh’d, she look’d up through the clear green sea; 
She said: “I must go, for my kinsfolk pray 

In the little grey church on the shore to-day, 

“Twill be Easter-time in the world — ah me! 

And I lose my poor soul, Merman, here with thee.” 

I said, “Go up, dear heart, through the waves; 

Say thy prayer, and come back to the kind sea-caves.” 
She smiled, she went up through the surf in the bay. 
Children dear, was it yesterday? 

Children dear, were we long alone? 

“The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan. 

Long prayers,” I said, “in the world they say. 

Come!” I said, and we rose through the surf in the bay. 
We went up the beach, by the sandy down 

Where the sea-stocks bloom, to the white-walled town. 
Through the narrow paved streets, where all was still, 
To the little grey church on the windy hill. 

From the church came a murmur of folk at their prayers, 
But we stood without in the cold blowing airs. 

We climb’d on the graves, on the stones worn with rains, 
And we gazed up the aisle through the small leaded panes. 
She sate by the pillar; we saw her clear: 

“Margaret, hist! come quick, we are here! 


Dear heart,” I said, “we are long alone. 

The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan.” 
But, ah! she gave me never a look, 

For her eyes were sealed to the holy book. 
Loud prays the priest; shut stands the door. 
Come away, children, call no more. 

Come away, come down, call no more. 
Down, down, down, 

Down to the depths of the sea! 

She sits at her wheel in the humming town, 
Singing most joyfully. 

Hark what she sings: “O joy, O joy, 

For the humming street, and the child with its toy! 
For the priest, and the bell, and the holy well; 
For the wheel where I spun, 

And the blesséd light of the sun!” 

And so she sings her fill. 

Singing most joyfully, 

Till the spindle drops from her hand, 

And the whizzing wheel stands still. 

She steals to the window and looks at the sand, 
And over the sand at the sea; 

And her eyes are set in a stare; 

And anon there breaks a sigh, 

And anon there drops a tear, 

From a sorrow-clouded eye, 

And a heart sorrow-laden, 

A long, long sigh 

For the cold strange eyes of a little Mermaiden 
And the gleam of her golden hair. 

Come away, away, children! 

Come children, come down! 

The hoarse wind blows coldly; 

Lights shine in the town. 

She will start from her slumber 

When gusts shake the door; 

She will hear the winds howling, 

Will hear the waves roar. 

We shall see, while above us 

The waves roar and whirl, 


A ceiling of amber, 

A pavement of pearl. 

Singing: “Here came a mortal, 
But faithless was she: 

And alone dwell for ever 

The kings of the sea.” 

But, children, at midnight, 
When soft the winds blow, 
When clear falls the moonlight, 
When spring-tides are low: 
When sweet airs come seaward 
From heaths starr’d with broom; 
And high rocks throw mildly 
On the blanch’d sands a gloom: 
Up the still, glistening beaches, 
Up the creeks we will hie, 

Over banks of bright seaweed 
The ebb-tide leaves dry. 

We will gaze, from the sand-hills, 
At the white, sleeping town; 

At the church on the hill-side — 
And then come back down. 
Singing: “There dwells a loved one, 
But cruel is she. 

She left lonely for ever 

The kings of the sea.” 


Matthew Arnold. 


The Legend Beautiful 


“Hadst thou stayed, I must have fled!” 
That is what the Vision said. 

In his chamber all alone, 

Kneeling on the floor of stone, 
Prayed the Monk in deep contrition 
For his sins of indecision, 

Prayed for greater self-denial 

In temptation and in trial; 

It was noonday by the dial, 

And the Monk was all alone. 
Suddenly, as if it lighten’d, 

An unwonted splendour brighten’d 
All within him and without him 

In that narrow cell of stone; 

And he saw the Blessed Vision 

Of our Lord, with light Elysian 
Like a vesture wrapped about him, 
Like a garment round him thrown. 
Not as crucified and slain, 

Not in agonies of pain, 

Not with bleeding hands and feet, 
Did the Monk his Master see; 

But as in the village street, 

In the house or harvest-field, 

Halt and lame and blind he healed, 
When he walked in Galilee. 

In an attitude imploring, 

Hands upon his bosom crossed, 
Wondering, worshipping, adoring, 
Knelt the Monk in rapture lost. 
Lord, he thought, in heaven that reignest, 
Who am I, that thus thou deignest 
To reveal thyself to me? 

Who am I, that from the centre 

Of thy glory thou shouldst enter 
This poor cell, my guest to be? 
Then amid his exaltation, 


Loud the convent bell appalling, 
From its belfry calling, calling, 
Rang through court and corridor 
With persistent iteration 

He had never heard before. 

It was now the appointed hour 
When alike in sun or shower, 
Winter’s cold or summer’s heat, 
To the convent portals came 

All the blind and halt and lame, 
All the beggars of the street, 

For their daily dole of food 

Dealt them by the brotherhood; 
And their almoner was he 

Who upon his bended knee, 

Rapt in silent ecstasy 

Of divinest self-surrender, 

Saw the Vision and the Splendour. 
Deep distress and hesitation 
Mingled with his adoration; 
Should he go or should he stay? 
Should he leave the poor to wait 
Hungry at the convent gate, 

Till the Vision passed away? 
Should he slight his radiant guest, 
Slight his visitant celestial, 

For a crowd of ragged, bestial 
Beggars at the convent gate? 
Would the Vision there remain? 
Would the Vision come again? 
Then a voice within his breast 
Whispered, audible and clear, 

As if to the outward ear: 
“Do thy duty; that is best; 
Leave unto thy Lord the rest 
Straightway to his feet he started, 
And with longing look intent 

On the Blessed Vision bent, 
Slowly from his cell departed, 
Slowly on his errand went. 


1? 


At the gate the poor were waiting, 
Looking through the iron grating, 
With that terror in the eye 

That is only seen in those 

Who amid their wants and woes 
Hear the sound of doors that close, 
And of feet that pass them by; 
Grown familiar with disfavour, 
Grown familiar with the savour 

Of the bread by which men die! 

But to-day, they knew not why, 
Like the gate of Paradise 

Seemed the convent gate to rise, 
Like a sacrament divine 

Seemed to them the bread and wine. 
In his heart the Monk was praying, 
Thinking of the homeless poor, 
What they suffer and endure; 

What we see not, what we see; 

And the inward voice was saying: 
“Whatsoever thing thou doest 

To the least of mine and lowest, 
That thou doest unto me!” 

Unto me! but had the Vision 

Come to him in beggar’s clothing, 
Come a mendicant imploring, 
Would he then have knelt adoring, 
Or have listened with derision, 

And have turned away with loathing? 
Thus his conscience put the question, 
Full of troublesome suggestion, 

As at length, with hurried pace, 
Towards his cell he turned his face, 
And beheld the convent bright 

With a supernatural light, 

Like a luminous cloud expanding 
Over floor and wall and ceiling. 

But he paused with awe-struck feeling 
At the threshold of his door, 

For the Vision still was standing 


As he left it there before, 

When the convent bell appalling, 
From its belfry calling, calling, 
Summoned him to feed the poor. 
Through the long hour intervening 

It had waited his return, 

And he felt his bosom burn, 
Comprehending all the meaning, 
When the Blessed Vision said, 

“Hadst thou stayed, I must have fled!” 


H. W. Longfellow. 


Abou Ben Adhem 


Abou Ben Adhem (may his tribe increase!) 

Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace, 

And saw, within the moonlight in his room, 

Making it rich, and like a lily in bloom, 

An angel writing in a book of gold: — 

Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold, 

And to the presence in the room he said, 

“What writest thou?” — The vision rais’d its head, 
And with a look made all of sweet accord, 
Answer’d, “The names of those that love the Lord.” 
“And is mine one?” said Abou. “Nay, not so,” 
Replied the angel. Abou spoke more low, 

But cheerly still; and said, “I pray thee, then, 

Write me as one that loves his fellow men.” 

The angel wrote, and vanished. The next night 

It came again with a great wakening light, 

And show’d the names whom love of God had blest, 
And lo! Ben Adhem’s name led all the rest. 


Leigh Hunt. 


The Sands of Dee 


“O Mary, go and call the cattle home, 

And call the cattle home, 

And call the cattle home, 

Across the sands of Dee”; 

The western wind was wild and dank with foam, 
And all alone went she. 

The western tide crept up along the sand, 
And o’er and o’er the sand, 

And round and round the sand, 

As far as eye could see. 

The rolling mist came down and hid the land: 
And never home came she. 

“O is it weed, or fish, or floating hair — 

A tress of golden hair, 

A drownéd maiden’s hair, 

Above the nets at sea?” 

Was never salmon yet that shone so fair 
Among the stakes of Dee. 

They rowed her in across the rolling foam, 
The cruel crawling foam, 

The cruel hungry foam, 

To her grave beside the sea. 

But still the boatmen hear her call the cattle home, 
Across the sands of Dee. 


Charles Kingsley. 


Lochinvar 


O young Lochinvar is come out of the west, 

Through all the wide Border his steed was the best, 
And save his good broad-sword he weapons had none; 
He rode all unarmed, and he rode all alone. 

So faithful in love, and so dauntless in war, 

There never was knight like the young Lochinvar. 

He stay’d not for brake, and he stopp’d not for stone, 
He swam the Esk river where ford there was none; 
But, ere he alighted at Netherby gate, 

The bride had consented, the gallant came late: 

For a laggard in love, and a dastard in war, 

Was to wed the fair Ellen of brave Lochinvar. 

So boldly he entered the Netherby Hall, 

Among bride’s-men and kinsmen, and brothers and all: 
Then spoke the bride’s father, his hand on his sword 
(For the poor craven bridegroom said never a word), 
“O come ye in peace here, or come ye in war, 

Or to dance at our bridal, young Lord Lochinvar?” 

“I long wooed your daughter, my suit you denied: — 
Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs like its tide — 
And now I am come, with this lost love of mine 

To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine. 

There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by far, 
That would gladly be bride to the young Lochinvar.” 
The bride kiss’d the goblet; the knight took it up, 

He quaff’d off the wine, and he threw down the cup; 
She look’d down to blush, and she look’d up to sigh, 
With a smile on her lips and a tear in her eye. 

He took her soft hand, ere her mother could bar, — 
“Now tread we a measure!” said young Lochinvar. 

So stately his form, and so lovely her face, 

That never a hall such a galliard did grace; 

While her mother did fret, and her father did fume, 
And the bridegroom stood dangling his bonnet and plume; 
And the bride-maidens whisper’d, “‘Twere better by far 
To have match’d our fair cousin with young Lochinvar.” 
One touch to her hand and one word in her ear, 


When they reach’d the hall door and the charger stood near; 
So light to the croupe the fair lady he swung, 

So light to the saddle before her he sprung! 

“She is won! we are gone, over bank, bush, and scaur; 
They’ ll have fleet steeds that follow,” quoth young Lochinvar. 
There was mounting ‘mong Graemes of the Netherby clan; 
Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they rode and they ran: 
There was racing and chasing on Cannobie Lee, 

But the lost bride of Netherby ne’er did they see. 

So daring in love, and so dauntless in war, 

Have ye e’er heard of gallant like young Lochinvar? 


Sir Walter Scott. 


DAY-DREAMS 


This section will appeal to girls rather than to boys. And yet day-dreams 
are no bad things for either sex — just now and again, as a getting away 
from realities. 


Dreams to Sell 


If there were dreams to sell, 

What would you buy? 

Some cost a passing bell; 

Some a light sigh, 

That shakes from Life’s fresh crown 
Only a rose-leaf down. 

If there were dreams to sell, 

Merry and sad to tell, 

And the crier rang the bell, 

What would you buy? 

A cottage lone and still, 

With bowers nigh, 

Shadowy, my woes to still, 

Until I die. 

Such pearl from Life’s fresh crown 
Fain would I shake me down. 
Were dreams to have at will, 

This would best heal my ill, 

This would I buy. 


T. L. Beddoes. 


The Lost Bower 


In the pleasant orchard closes, 

“God bless all our gains,” say we; 

But “May God bless all our losses,” 

Better suits with our degree. — 

Listen gentle — ay, and simple! Listen children on the knee! 
Green the land is where my daily 

Steps in jocund childhood played — 

Dimpled close with hill and valley, 

Dappled very close with shade; 

Summer-snow of apple blossoms, running up from glade to glade. 
There is one hill I see nearer, 

In my vision of the rest; 

And a little wood seems clearer, 

As it climbeth from the west, 

Sideway from the tree-locked valley, to the airy upland crest. 
Small the wood is, green with hazels, 

And, completing the ascent, 

Where the wind blows and sun dazzles, 

Thrills in leafy tremblement: 

Like a heart that, after climbing, beateth quickly through content. 
Not a step the wood advances 

O’er the open hill-top’s bound: 

There, in green arrest, the branches 

See their image on the ground: 

You may walk between them smiling, glad with sight and glad with 
sound. 

For you hearken on your right hand, 

How the birds do leap and call 

In the greenwood, out of sight and 

Out of reach and fear of all; 

And the squirrels crack the filberts, through their cheerful madrigal. 
On your left, the sheep are cropping 

The slant grass and daisies pale; 

And five apple-trees stand, dropping 

Separate shadows toward the vale, 

Over which, in choral silence, the hills look you their “All hail!” 
Yet in childhood little prized I 


That fair walk and far survey: 

*Twas a straight walk, unadvised by 

The least mischief worth a nay — 

Up and down — as dull as grammar on an eve of holiday! 
But the wood, all close and clenching 

Bough in bough and root in root, — 

No more sky (for over-branching) 

At your head than at your foot, — 

Oh, the wood drew me within it, by a glamour past dispute. 
Few and broken paths showed through it, 

Where the sheep had tried to run, — 

Forced with snowy wool to strew it 

Round the thickets, when anon 

They with silly thorn-pricked noses bleated back into the sun. 
But my childish heart beat stronger 

Than those thickets dared to grow: 

I could pierce them! I could longer 

Travel on, methought, than so! 

Sheep for sheep-paths! braver children climb and creep where they 
would go. 

On a day, such pastime keeping, 

With a fawn’s heart debonair, 

Under-crawling, overleaping 

Thorns that prick and boughs that bear, 

I stood suddenly astonished — I was gladdened unaware! 
From the place I stood in, floated 

Back the covert dim and close; 

And the open ground was suited 

Carpet-smooth with grass and moss, 

And the blue-bell’s purple presence signed it worthily across. 
Twas a bower for garden fitter, 

Than for any woodland wide! 

Though a fresh and dewy glitter 

Struck it through, from side to side, 

Shaped and shaven was the freshness, as by garden-cunning plied. 
Rose-trees, either side the door, were 

Growing lithe and growing tall; 

Each one set a summer warder 

For the keeping of the hall, — 

With a red rose, and a white rose, leaning, nodding at the wall. 


As I entered — mosses hushing 

Stole all noises from my foot: 

And a round elastic cushion, 

Clasped within the linden’s root, 

Took me in a chair of silence, very rare and absolute. 

So, young muser, I sat listening 

To my Fancy’s wildest word — 

On a sudden, through the glistening 

Leaves around, a little stirred, 

Came a sound, a sense of music, which was rather felt than heard. 
Softly, finely, it inwound me — 

From the world it shut me in, — 

Like a fountain falling round me, 

Which with silver waters thin 

Clips a little marble Naiad, sitting smilingly within. 
Whence the music came, who knoweth? 

I know nothing. But indeed 

Pan or Faunus never bloweth 

So much sweetness from a reed 

Which has sucked the milk of waters, at the oldest river-head. 
Never lark the sun can waken 

With such sweetness! when the lark, 

The high planets overtaking 

In the half-evanished Dark, 

Casts his singing to their singing, like an arrow to the mark. 
Never nightingale so singeth — 

Oh! she leans on thorny tree, 

And her poet-soul she flingeth 

Over pain to victory! 

Yet she never sings such music, — or she sings it not to me! 
Never blackbirds, never thrushes, 

Nor small finches sing as sweet, 

When the sun strikes through the bushes 

To their crimson clinging feet, 

And their pretty eyes look sideways to the summer heavens complete. 
In a child-abstraction lifted, 

Straightway from the bower I passed; 

Foot and soul being dimly drifted 

Through the greenwood, till, at last, 

In the hill-top’s open sunshine, I all consciously was cast. 


And I said within me, laughing, 

I have found a bower to-day, 

A green lusus — fashioned half in 

Chance, and half in Nature’s play — 

And a little bird sings nigh it, I will never more missay. 
Henceforth, I will be the fairy 

Of this bower, not built by one; 

I will go there, sad or merry, 

With each morning’s benison; 

And the bird shall be my harper in the dream-hall I have won. 
So I said. But the next morning, 

( — Child, look up into my face — 

“Ware, O sceptic, of your scorning! 

This is truth in its pure grace;) 

The next morning, all had vanished, or my wandering missed the place. 
Day by day, with new desire, 

Toward my wood I ran in faith — 

Under leaf and over brier — 

Through the thickets, out of breath — 

Like the prince who rescued Beauty from the sleep as long as death. 
But his sword of mettle clashéd, 

And his arm smote strong, I ween; 

And her dreaming spirit flashéd 

Through her body’s fair white screen, 

And the light thereof might guide him up the cedarn alleys green. 
But for me, I saw no splendour — 

All my sword was my child-heart; 

And the wood refused surrender 

Of that bower it held apart, 

Safe as Œdipus’s grave-place, ‘mid Colone’s olives swart. 

I have lost — oh many a pleasure — 

Many a hope, and many a power — 

Studious health and merry leisure — 

The first dew on the first flower! 

But the first of all my losses was the losing of the bower. 

All my losses did I tell you, 

Ye, perchance, would look away; — 

Ye would answer me, “Farewell! you 

Make sad company to-day; 

And your tears are falling faster than the bitter words you say.” 


For God placed me like a dial 

In the open ground, with power; 

And my heart had for its trial, 

All the sun and all the shower! 

And I suffered many losses; and my first was of the bower. 


Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 


Echo and the Ferry 


Ay, Oliver! I was but seven, and he was eleven; 

He looked at me pouting and rosy. I blushed where I stood. 

They had told us to play in the orchard (and I only seven! 

A small guest at the farm); but he said, “Oh, a girl was no good,” 
So he whistled and went, he went over the stile to the wood. 

It was sad, it was sorrowful! Only a girl — only seven! 

At home in the dark London smoke I had not found it out. 

The pear trees looked on in their white, and blue birds flashed about; 
And they too were angry as Oliver. Were they eleven? 

I thought so. Yes, every one else was eleven — eleven! 

So Oliver went, but the cowslips were tall at my feet, 

And all the white orchard with fast-falling blossom was littered, 
And under and over the branches those little birds twittered, 

While hanging head downwards they scolded because I was seven. 
A pity. A very great pity. One should be eleven. 

But soon I was happy, the smell of the world was so sweet. 

And I saw a round hole in an apple-tree rosy and old. 

Then I knew! for I peeped, and I felt it was right they should scold! 
Eggs small and eggs many. For gladness I broke into laughter; 

And then some one else — oh, how softly! came after, came after 
With laughter — with laughter came after. 

So this was the country; clear dazzle of azure and shiver 

And whisper of leaves, and a humming all over the tall 

White branches, a humming of bees. And I came to the wall — 

A little low wall — and looked over, and there was the river, 

The lane that led on to the village, and then the sweet river. 
Clear-shining and slow, she had far far to go from her snow; 

But each rush gleamed a sword in the sunlight to guard her long flow, 
And she murmured methought, with a speech very soft, very low — 
“The ways will be long, but the days will be long,” quoth the river, 
“To me a long liver, long, long!” quoth the river — the river. 

I dreamed of the country that night, of the orchard, the sky, 

The voice that had mocked coming after and over and under. 

But at last — in a day or two namely — Eleven and I 

Were very fast friends, and to him I confided the wonder. 

He said that was Echo. “Was Echo a wise kind of bee 

That had learned how to laugh: could it laugh in one’s ear and then fly, 


And laugh again yonder?” “No; Echo” — he whispered it low — 

“Was a woman, they said, but a woman whom no one could see 

And no one could find; and he did not believe it, not he, 

But he could not get near for the river that held us asunder. 

Yet I that had money — a shilling, a whole silver shilling — 

We might cross if I thought I would spend it.” “Oh yes, I was willing” — 
And we ran hand in hand, we ran down to the ferry, the ferry, 

And we heard how she mocked at the folk with a voice clear and merry 
When they called for the ferry; but oh! she was very — was very 
Swift-footed. She spoke and was gone; and when Oliver cried, 

“Hie over! hie over! you man of the ferry — the ferry!” 

By the still water’s side she was heard far and wide — she replied, 
And she mocked in her voice sweet and merry “You man of the ferry, 
You man of — you man of the ferry!” 

“Hie over!” he shouted. The ferryman came at his calling, 

Across the clear reed-bordered river he ferried us fast; — 

Such a chase! Hand in hand, foot to foot, we ran on; it surpassed 

All measure her doubling — so close, then so far away falling, 

Then gone, and no more. Oh! to see her but once unaware, 

And the mouth that had mocked, but we might not (yet sure she was 
there!) 

Nor behold her wild eyes and her mystical countenance fair. 

We sought in the wood, and we found the wood-wren in her stead; 

In the field, and we found but the cuckoo that talked overhead; 

By the brook, and we found the reed-sparrow deep-nested, in brown — 
Not Echo, fair Echo! for Echo, sweet Echo! was flown. 

So we came to the place where the dead people wait till God call. 

The church was among them, grey moss over roof, over wall. 

Very silent, so low. And we stood on a green grassy mound 

And looked in at a window, for Echo, perhaps, in her round 

Might have come in to hide there. But no; every oak carven seat 

Was empty. We saw the great Bible — old, old, very old, 

And the parson’s great Prayer-book beside it; we heard the slow beat 
Of the pendulum swing in the tower; we saw the clear gold 

Of a sunbeam float down to the aisle and then waver and play 

On the low chancel step and the railing, and Oliver said, 

“Look, Katie! Look, Katie! when Lettice came here to be wed 

She stood where that sunbeam drops down, and all white was her gown; 
And she stepped upon flowers they strewed for her.” Then quoth small 
Seven, 





“Shall I wear a white gown and have flowers to walk upon ever?” 
All doubtful: “It takes a long time to grow up,” quoth Eleven; 
“You’re so little, you know, and the church is so old, it can never 
Last on till you’re tall.” And in whispers — because it was old, 

And holy, and fraught with strange meaning, half felt, but not told, 
Full of old parsons’ prayers, who were dead, of old days, of old folk 
Neither heard nor beheld, but about us, in whispers we spoke. 

Then we went from it softly, and ran hand in hand to the strand, 
While bleating of flocks and birds piping made sweeter the land, 
And Echo came back e’en as Oliver drew to the ferry, 

“O Katie!” “O Katie!” “Come on, then!” “Come on, then!” “For, see, 
The round sun, all red, lying low by the tree”— “by the tree.” 

“By the tree.” Ay, she mocked him again, with her voice sweet and 
merry: 

“Hie over!” “Hie over!” “You man of the ferry”— “the ferry.” 

“You man of the ferry — you man of — you man of — the ferry.” 
Ay, here — it was here that we woke her, the Echo of old; 

All life of that day seems an echo, and many times told. 

Shall I cross by the ferry to-morrow, and come in my white 

To that little old church? and will Oliver meet me anon? 

Will it all seem an echo from childhood passed over — passed on? 
Will the grave parson bless us? Hark, hark! in the dim failing light 

I hear her! As then the child’s voice clear and high, sweet and merry 
Now she mocks the man’s tone with “Hie over! Hie over the ferry!” 
“And Katie.” “And Katie.” “Art out with the glowworms to-night, 
My Katie?” “My Katie.” For gladness I break into laughter 

And tears. Then it all comes again as from far-away years; 

Again, some one else — Oh, how softly! — with laughter comes after, 
Comes after — with laughter comes after. 


Jean Ingelow. 


Poor Susan’s Dream 


At the corner of Wood Street, when daylight appears, 
Hangs a thrush that sings loud, it has sung for three years: 
Poor Susan has passed by the spot, and has heard 

In the silence of morning the song of the bird. 

’Tis a note of enchantment; what ails her? She sees 
A mountain ascending, a vision of trees; 

Bright volumes of vapour through Lothbury glide, 
And a river flows on through the vale of Cheapside. 
Green pastures she views in the midst of the dale 
Down which she so often has tripp’d with her pail; 
And a single small cottage, a nest like a dove’s, 

The one only dwelling on earth that she loves. 

She looks, and her heart is in heaven: but they fade, 
The mist and the river, the hill and the shade; 

The stream will not flow, and the hill will not rise, 
And the colours have all passed away from her eyes! 


William Wordsworth. 


Fancy 


Tell me where is Fancy bred, 

Or in the heart or in the head? 
How begot, how nourishéd? 
Reply, reply. 

It is engender’d in the eyes, 
With gazing fed; and Fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies. 

Let us all ring Fancy’s knell: 

I’ ll begin it, — Ding, dong, bell. 
Ding, dong, bell. 


Shakespeare. 


TWO HOME-COMINGS 


1. The Good Woman Made Welcome in Heaven 


Angels, thy old friends, there shall greet thee, 
Glad at their own home now to meet thee. 
All thy good works which went before, 

And waited for thee at the door, 

Shall own thee there; and all in one 

Weave a constellation 

Of crowns, with which the King, thy spouse, 
Shall build up thy triumphant brows. 

All thy old woes shall now smile on thee, 
And thy pains sit bright upon thee: 

All thy sorrows here shall shine, 

And thy sufferings be divine. 

Tears shall take comfort, and turn gems, 
And wrongs repent to diadems. 

Even thy deaths shall live, and new 

Dress the soul which late they slew. 

Thy wounds shall blush to such bright scars 
As keep account of the Lamb’s wars. 


Richard Crashaw. 


2. The Soldier Relieved 


Pd like now, yet had haply been afraid, 

To have just looked, when this man came to die, 
And seen who lined the clean gay garret sides, 
And stood about the neat low truckle-bed, 

With the heavenly manner of relieving guard. 
Here had been, mark, the general-in-chief, 

Thro’ a whole campaign of the world’s life and death, 
Doing the King’s work all the dim day long, 

In his old coat and up to knees in mud, 

Smoked like a herring, dining on a crust, — 

And, now the day was won, relieved at once! 

No further show or need of that old coat, 

You are sure, for one thing! Bless us, all the while 
How sprucely we are dressed out, you and I! 

A second, and the angels alter that. 


Robert Browning. 


WHEN KNIGHTS WERE BOLD 


Hunting Song 


Waken, lords and ladies gay, 

On the mountain dawns the day, 

All the jolly chase is here, 

With horse, and hawk, and hunting spear! 
Hounds are in their couples yelling, 
Hawks are whistling, horns are knelling. 
Merrily, merrily, mingle they, 
“Waken, lords and ladies gay.” 
Waken, lords and ladies gay, 

The mist has left the mountain grey, 
Springlets in the dawn are steaming, 
Diamonds on the brake are gleaming, 
And foresters have busy been 

To track the buck in thicket green; 
Now we come to chant our lay, 
“Waken, lords and ladies gay.” 
Waken, lords and ladies gay, 

To the greenwood haste away; 

We can show you where he lies, 

Fleet of foot, and tall of size; 

We can show the marks he made 
When ‘gainst the oak his antlers frayed; 
You shall see him brought to bay; 
“Waken, lords and ladies gay.” 
Louder, louder chant the lay, 

Waken, lords and ladies gay! 

Tell them youth, and mirth, and glee, 
Run a course as well as we; 

Time, stern huntsman! who can baulk, 
Stanch as hound, and fleet as hawk? 
Think of this, and rise with day, 
Gentle lords and ladies gay! 


Sir Walter Scott. 


The Riding to the Tournament 


Over meadows purple-flowered, 
Through the dark lanes oak-embowered, 
Over commons dry and brown, 
Through the silent red-roofed town, 
Past the reapers and the sheaves, 
Over white roads strewn with leaves, 
By the gipsy’s ragged tent, 

Rode we to the Tournament. 

Over clover wet with dew, 

Whence the sky-lark, startled, flew, 
Through brown fallows, where the hare 
Leapt up from its subtle lair, 

Past the mill-stream and the reeds 
Where the stately heron feeds, 

By the warren’s sunny wall, 

Where the dry leaves shake and fall, 
By the hall’s ancestral trees, 

Bent and writhing in the breeze, 
Rode we all with one intent, 

Gaily to the Tournament. 

Golden sparkles, flashing gem, 

Lit the robes of each of them, 

Cloak of velvet, robe of silk, 

Mantle snowy-white as milk, 

Rings upon our bridle-hand, 

Jewels on our belt and band, 

Bells upon our golden reins, 
Tinkling spurs and shining chains — 
In such merry mob we went 

Riding to the Tournament. 

Laughing voices, scraps of song, 
Lusty music loud and strong, 
Rustling of the banners blowing, 
Whispers as of rivers flowing. 
Whistle of the hawks we bore 

As they rise and as they soar, 

Now and then a clash of drums 


As the rabble louder hums, 

Now and then a burst of horns 
Sounding over brooks and bourns, 
As in metry guise we went 
Riding to the Tournament. 

There were abbots fat and sleek, 
Nuns in couples, pale and meek, 
Jugglers tossing cups and knives, 
Yeomen with their buxom wives, 
Pages playing with the curls 

Of the rosy village girls, 

Grizzly knights with faces scarred, 
Staring through their vizors barred, 
Huntsmen cheering with a shout 
At the wild stag breaking out, 
Harper, stately as a king, 
Touching now and then a string, 
As our revel laughing went 

To the solemn Tournament. 
Charger with the massy chest, 
Foam-spots flecking mane and breast, 
Pacing stately, pawing ground, 
Fretting for the trumpet’s sound, 
White and sorrel, roan and bay, 
Dappled, spotted, black, and grey, 
Palfreys snowy as the dawn, 
Ponies sallow as the fawn, 

All together neighing went 
Trampling to the Tournament. 
Long hair scattered in the wind, 
Curls that flew a yard behind, 
Flags that struggled like a bird 
Chained and restive — not a word 
But half buried in a laugh; 

And the lance’s gilded staff 
Shaking when the bearer shook 
At the jester’s merry look, 

As he grins upon his mule, 

Like an urchin leaving school, 
Shaking bauble, tossing bells, 


At the merry jest he tells, — 

So in happy mood we went, 
Laughing to the Tournament. 

What a bustle at the inn, 

What a stir, without — within; 
Filling flagons, brimming bowls 
For a hundred thirsty souls; 

Froth in snow-flakes flowing down, 
From the pitcher big and brown, 
While the tankards brim and bubble 
With the balm for human trouble; 
How the maiden coyly sips, 

How the yeoman wipes his lips, 
How the old knight drains the cup 
Slowly and with calmness up, 

And the abbot, with a prayer, 

Fills the silver goblet rare, 

Praying to the saints for strength 
As he holds it at arm’s length; 

How the jester spins the bowl 

On his thumb, then quaffs the whole; 
How the pompous steward bends 
And bows to half-a-dozen friends, 
As in a thirsty mood we went 

Duly to the Tournament. 

Then again the country over 
Through the stubble and the clover, 
By the crystal-dropping springs, 
Where the road dust clogs and clings 
To the pearl-leaf of the rose, 

Where the tawdry nightshade blows, 
And the bramble twines its chains 
Through the sunny village lanes, 
Where the thistle sheds its seed, 
And the goldfinch loves to feed, 

By the milestone green with moss, 
By the broken wayside cross, 

In a merry band we went 

Shouting to the Tournament. 
Pilgrims with their hood and cowl, 


Pursy burghers cheek by jowl, 
Archers with their peacock’s wing 
Fitting to the waxen string, 

Pedlars with their pack and bags, 
Beggars with their coloured rags, 
Silent monks, whose stony eyes 
Rest in trance upon the skies, 
Children sleeping at the breast, 
Merchants from the distant West, 
All in gay confusion went 

To the royal Tournament. 

Players with the painted face 

And a drunken man’s grimace, 
Grooms who praise their raw-boned steeds, 
Old wives telling maple beads, — 
Blackbirds from the hedges broke, 
Black crows from the beeches croak, 
Glossy swallows in dismay 

From the mill-stream fled away, 

The angry swan, with ruffled breast, 
Frowned upon her osier nest, 

The wren hopped restless on the brake, 
The otter made the sedges shake, 
The butterfly before our rout 

Flew like a blossom blown about, 
The coloured leaves, a globe of life, 
Spun round and scattered as in strife, 
Sweeping down the narrow lane 
Like the slant shower of the rain, 
The lark in terror, from the sod, 
Flew up and straight appealed to God, 
As a noisy band we went 

Trotting to the Tournament. 

But when we saw the holy town, 
With its river and its down, 

Then the drums began to beat 

And the flutes piped mellow sweet; 
Then the deep and full bassoon 
Murmured like a wood in June, 

And the fifes, so sharp and bleak, 


All at once began to speak. 

Hear the trumpets clear and loud, 
Full-tongued, eloquent and proud, 
And the dulcimer that ranges 
Through such wild and plaintive changes; 
Merry sounds the jester’s shawm, 
To our gladness giving form; 

And the shepherd’s chalumeau, 
Rich and soft and sad and low; 
Hark! the bagpipes squeak and groan — 
Every herdsman has his own; 

So in measured step we went 
Pacing to the Tournament. 

All at once the chimes break out, 
Then we hear the townsmen shout, 
And the morris-dancers’ bells 
Tinkling in the grassy dells; 

The bell thunder from the tower 
Adds its sound of doom and power, 
As the cannon’s loud salute 

For a moment made us mute; 

Then again the laugh and joke 

On the startled silence broke; — 
Thus in merry mood we went 
Laughing to the Tournament. 


G. W. Thornbury. 


VARIOUS 


A Red, Red Rose 


O, my love is like a red, red rose, 
That’s newly sprung in June: 

O, my love is like the melody 
That’s sweetly play’d in tune. 

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass, 
So deep in love am I, 

And I will love thee still, my dear, 
Till all the seas gang dry. 

Till all the seas gang dry, my dear, 
And the rocks melt wi’ the sun! 
And I will love thee still, my dear, 
While the sands o’ life shall run. 
And fare thee well, my only love, 
And fare thee well a while! 

And I will come again, my love, 
Tho’ it were ten thousand mile! 


Robert Burns. 


Blow, Bugle, Blow 


The splendour falls on castle walls 

And snowy summits old in story: 

The long light shakes across the lakes, 

And the wild cataract leaps in glory. 

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, 
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 
O hark, O hear! how thin and clear, 

And thinner, clearer, farther going! 

O sweet and far from cliff and scar 

The horns of Elfland faintly blowing! 

Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying: 

Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 
O love, they die in yon rich sky, 

They faint on hill or field or river: 

Our echoes roll from soul to soul, 

And grow for ever and for ever. 

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, 
And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying. 


Alfred, Lord Tennyson. 


West and East 


Rome is chiefly known to young readers through the medium of 
Macaulay’s spirited “Lays,” which, however, are only a re-telling, in 
English ballad form, of some of the legends which survived into 
historical times concerning the infant city, about which nothing certain is 
known. They give no idea of the Rome of history, the world-power, or of 
the brooding immensity of her influence through centuries. This and the 
following poem illustrate, to some slight extent, the later Rome. 

In his cool hall, with haggard eyes, 

The Roman noble lay; 

He drove abroad, in furious guise, 

Along the Appian way. 

He made a feast, drank fierce and fast, 

And crown’d his hair with flowers — 

No easier nor no quicker pass’d 

The impracticable hours. 

The brooding East with awe beheld 

Her impious younger world. 

The Roman tempest swell’d and swell’d, 

And on her head was hurled. 

The East bow’d low before the blast 

In patient, deep disdain; 

She let the legions thunder past, 

And plunged in thought again. 


Matthew Arnold. 


Genseric 


Genseric, King of the Vandals, who, having laid waste seven lands, 
From Tripolis far as Tangier, from the sea to the great desert sands, 

Was lord of the Moor and the African, — thirsting anon for new 
slaughter, 

Sail’d out of Carthage, and sail’d o’er the Mediterranean water; 
Plunder’d Palermo, seiz’d Sicily, sack’d the Lucanian coast, 

And paused, and said, laughing, “Where next?” 

Then there came to the Vandal a Ghost 

From the Shadowy Land that lies hid and unknown in the Darkness 
Below. 

And answered, “To Rome!” 

Said the King to the Ghost, “And whose envoy art thou? 

Whence com’st thou? and name me his name that hath sent thee: and say 
what is thine.” 

“From far: and His name that hath sent me is God,” the Ghost answered, 
“and mine 

Was Hannibal once, ere thou wast: and the name that I now have is Fate. 
But arise, and be swift, and return. For God waits, and the moment is 
late.” 

And, “I go,” said the Vandal. And went. When at last to the gates he was 
come, 

Loud he knock’d with his fierce iron fist. And full drowsily answer’d 
him Rome. 

“Who is it that knocketh so loud? Get thee hence. Let me be. For ’tis 
late.” 

“Thou art wanted,” cried Genseric. “Open! His name that hath sent me is 
Fate, 

And mine, who knock late, Retribution.” 

Rome gave him her glorious things; 

The keys she had conquer’d from kingdoms: the crowns she had wrested 
from kings: 

And Genseric bore them away into Carthage, avenged thus on Rome, 
And paused, and said, laughing, “Where next?” 

And again the Ghost answer’d him, “Home! 

For now God doth need thee no longer.” 

“Where leadest thou me by the hand?” 


Cried the King to the Ghost. And the Ghost answer’d, “Into the Shadowy 
Land.” 


Owen Meredith. 


Kubla Khan 


In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 

A stately pleasure-dome decree: 

Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 

Through caverns measureless to man 

Down to a sunless sea. 

So twice five miles of fertile ground 

With walls and towers were girdled round: 

And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills 
Where blossom’d many an incense-bearing tree; 
And here were forests ancient as the hills, 
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery. 

But O, that deep romantic chasm which slanted 
Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover! 

A savage place! as holy and enchanted 

As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted 
By woman wailing for her demon-lover! 

And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething, 
As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing, 
A mighty fountain momently was forced; 

Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst 

Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail, 
Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail: 

And ‘mid these dancing rocks at once and ever 
It flung up momently the sacred river. 

Five miles meandering with a mazy motion 
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran, 
Then reached the caverns measureless to man, 
And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean: 

And ‘mid this tumult Kubla heard from far 
Ancestral voices prophesying war! 

The shadow of the dome of pleasure 

Floated midway on the waves; 

Where was heard the mingled measure 

From the fountain and the caves. 

It was a miracle of rare device, 

A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice! 

A damsel with a dulcimer 


In a vision once I saw: 

It was an Abyssinian maid, 

And on her dulcimer she play’d, 
Singing of Mount Abora. 

Could I revive within me 

Her symphony and song, 

To such a deep delight ’twould win me 
That with music loud and long, 

I would build that dome in air, 

That sunny dome! those caves of ice! 
And all who heard should see them there, 
And all should cry, Beware! Beware! 
His flashing eyes, his floating hair! 
Weave a circle round him thrice, 

And close your eyes with holy dread, 
For he on honey-dew hath fed, 

And drunk the milk of Paradise. 


Samuel Taylor Coleridge. 


Something to Remember 


Ah, did you once see Shelley plain, 
And did he stop and speak to you, 
And did you speak to him again? 
How strange it seems, and new! 
But you were living before that. 
And also you are living after, 

And the memory I started at 
My starting moves your laughter! 

I crossed a moor, with a name of its own 
And a certain use in the world, no doubt, 
Yet a hand’s-breadth of it shines alone 
‘Mid the blank miles round about: 

For there I picked up on the heather 
And there I put inside my breast 

A moulted feather, an eagle-feather! 
Well, I forget the rest. 





Robert Browning. 


Ring Out, Wild Bells 


Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky, 
The flying cloud, the frosty light: 
The year is dying in the night; 

Ring out wild bells, and let him die. 
Ring out the old, ring in the new, 
Ring, happy bells, across the snow: 
The year is going, let him go; 

Ring out the false, ring in the true. 
Ring out the grief that saps the mind, 
For those that here we see no more; 
Ring out the feud of rich and poor, 
Ring in redress to all mankind. 
Ring out a slowly dying cause, 

And ancient forms of party strife; 
Ring in the nobler modes of life, 
With sweeter manners, purer laws. 
Ring out the want, the care, the sin, 
The faithless coldness of the times; 
Ring out, ring out my mournful rhymes, 
But ring the fuller minstrel in. 

Ring out false pride in place and blood, 
The civic slander and the spite; 
Ring in the love of truth and right, 
Ring in the common love of good. 
Ring out old shapes of foul disease; 
Ring out the narrowing lust of gold; 
Ring out the thousand wars of old, 
Ring in the thousand years of peace. 
Ring in the valiant man and free, 
The larger heart, the kindlier hand; 
Ring out the darkness of the land, 
Ring in the Christ that is to be. 


Alfred, Lord Tennyson. 
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BERTIE’S ESCAPADE 
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IT was eleven o’clock on a winter’s night. The fields, the hedges, the 
trees, were white with snow. From over Quarry Woods floated the sound 
of Marlow bells, practising for Christmas. In the paddock the only black 
spot visible was Bertie’s sty, and the only thing blacker than the sty was 
Bertie himself, sitting in the front courtyard and yawning. In Mayfield 
windows the fights were out, and the whole house was sunk in slumber. 

“This is very slow,’ yawned Bertie. ‘Why shouldn’t I do something?’ 

Bertie was a pig of action. ‘Deeds, not grunts,’ was his motto. 
Retreating as far back as he could, he took a sharp run, gave a mighty 
jump, and cleared his palings. 

“The rabbits shall come too,’ he said. ‘Do them good.’ 

He went to the rabbit-hutch, and unfastened the door. ‘Peter! Benjie!’ 
he called. “Wake up!’ 

“Whatever are you up to, Bertie?’ said Peter sleepily. 

‘Come on!’ said Bertie. “We’re going carol-singing. Bring Benjie too, 
and hurry up!’ 

Peter hopped out at once, in great delight. But Benjie grumbled, and 
burrowed down in his straw. So they hauled him out by his ears. 

Cautiously they crept down the paddock, past the house, and out at 
the front gate. Down the hill they went, took the turning by the pillar- 
box, and arrived at the foot of Chalkpit Hill. Then Benjie struck. 

‘Hang it all,’ he said. ‘I’m not going to fag up that hill to-night for any 
one!’ 

“Then Pl bite you,’ said Bertie. ‘Choose which you please.’ 

‘It’s all right, Bertie,’ said Peter. ‘We’re none of us going to fag up 
that hill. I know an easier way. You follow me.’ 

He led them into the chalk-pit, till they stood at the very foot. Looking 
up, it was like the cliffs at Broadstairs, only there was no band at the top 
and no bathing-machines at the bottom. 

Peter pulled out a large lump of chalk and disclosed the entrance to a 
long dark little tunnel. ‘Come on!’ he said, and dived in; and the others 
followed. 


They groped along the tunnel for a considerable way in darkness and 
silence, till at last they saw a glimmer of light; and presently the tunnel 
ended suddenly in a neat little lift, lit up with electric light, with a seat 
running round three sides of it. A mole was standing by the door. 

‘Come along there, please, if you’re going up!’ called the mole 
sharply. 

They hurried in and sat down. ‘Just in time!’ said Peter. 

‘Any more for the lift?’ cried the mole, looking down the tunnel. 
Then he stepped inside smartly, slammed the door, pulled the rope, and 
they shot upwards. 

“Well, I never!’ gasped Bertie. ‘Peter, you do know a thing or two, 
you do! Where — what — how—’ 

The lift stopped with a jerk. The mole flung the door open, saying 
‘Pass out quickly, please!’ and slammed it behind them. They found 
themselves standing on the fresh snow, under the open starlit sky. 


They turned round to ask the mole where they were, but the lift had 
vanished. Where it had been there was a square patch of grass free from 
snow, and in the middle of the patch was a buttony white mushroom. 

“Why, we’re in Spring Lane!’ cried Bertie. ‘There’s the well!’ 

‘And here’s Mr. Stone’s lodge, just in front of us!’ cried Peter. 

‘Splendid!’ said Bertie. ‘Now, we’ll go right up to the house, and sing 
our bewitching carols under the drawingroom windows. And presently 
Mr. Stone will come out, and praise us, and pat our heads, and say we’re 
dern clever animals, and ask us in. And that will mean supper in the 
dining-room, and champagne with it, and grand times!’ 

They hurried up the drive, and planted themselves under the windows. 
Then Bertie said, ‘First we’ll give ‘em “Good King Wenceslas”. Now 
then, all together!’ 

‘But I don’t know “Good King Wenceslas”, said Peter. 

‘And I can’t sing!’ said Benjie. 


“Well, you must both do the best you can,’ said Bertie. “Try and 
follow me. I’ll sing very slow.’ And he struck up. 

Peter followed him, as best he could, about two bars behind; and 
Benjie, who could not sing, imitated various musical instruments, not 
very successfully. 

Presently they heard a voice, inside the house. It was Mrs. Stone’s, 
and she was saying ‘What — on — earth — is — that — horrible 
caterwauling?’ 

Then they heard another voice — Mr. Stone’s — replying: ‘It sounds 
like animals — horrid little animals — under the windows, squealing and 
grunting. I will go out with a big stick, and drive them away.’ 

‘Stick! O my!’ said Bertie. 

‘Stick! Ow, ow!’ said Benjie. 

Then they heard Mrs. Stone again, saying, ‘O no, don’t trouble to go 
our, dear. Go through the stable yard to the kennels, and LET — LOOSE 
— ALL — THE — DOGS.’ 


‘Dogs, O my!’ said Bertie. 

‘Dogs, ow, ow!’ said Benjie. 

They turned tail and ran for their lives. Peter had already started, 
some ten seconds previously; they saw him sprinting down the carriage- 
drive ahead of them, a streak of rabbit- skin. Bertie ran and ran, and 
Benjie ran and ran; while behind them, and coming nearer and nearer, 
they could hear plainly Wow — wow — wow — wow — wow — 
WOW! 

Peter was the first to reach the mushroom. He flung himself on it and 
pressed it; and, click! the little lift was there! The door was flung open, 
and the mole, stepping out, said sharply: ‘Now then! hurry up, please, if 
you’re going down! Any more for the lift?’ 

Hurry up indeed! There was no need to say that. They flung 
themselves on the seat, breathless and exhausted; the mole slammed the 
door and pulled the rope, and they sank downwards. 

Then the mole looked them over and grinned. ‘Had a pleasant 
evening?’ he inquired. 

Bertie would not answer, he was too sulky; but Peter replied 
sarcastically: ‘O yes, first rate. My friend here’s a popular carol singer. 
They make him welcome wherever he goes, and give him the best of 
everything.’ 

‘Now don’t you start pulling my leg, Peter,’ said Bertie, ‘for I won’t 
stand it. I’ve been a failure to-night, and I admit it; and Pll tell you what 
I will do to make up for it. You two come back to my sty, and I’ll give 
you a first-rate supper, the best you ever had!’ 

‘O ah, first-rate cabbage-stalks,’ said Benjie. ‘We know your suppers!’ 

‘Not at all,’ said Bertie earnestly. ‘On the contrary. There’s a window 
in Mayfield that I can get into the house by, at any time. And I know 
where Mr. Grahame keeps his keys — very careless man, Mr. Grahame. 
Put your trust in me and you shall have cold chicken, tongue, pressed 
beef, jellies, trifle, and champagne — at least; perhaps more, but that’s 
the least you’ ll have!’ 

Here the lift stopped with a jerk. “Tumble out, all of you,’ said the 
mole, flinging the door open. ‘And look sharp, for it’s closing time, and 
I’m going home.’ 

‘No you’re not, old man,’ said Bertie affectionately. “You’re coming 
along to have supper with us.’ 


The mole protested it was much too late; but in the end they 
persuaded him. 
[BERTIE BOOK] 


IV 


When they got back to Mayfield, the rabbits took the mole off to wash 
his hands and brush his hair; while Bertie disappeared cautiously round a 
comer of the house. In about ten minutes he appeared at the pigsty, 
staggering under the weight of two large baskets. One of them contained 
all the eatables he had already mentioned, as well as apples, oranges, 
chocolates, ginger, and crackers. The other contained ginger-beer, soda- 
water, and champagne. 

The supper was laid in the inner pigsty. They were all very hungry, 
naturally; and when everything was ready they sat down, and stuffed, 
and drank, and told stories, and all talked at once; and when they had 
stuffed enough, they proposed toasts, and drank healths— ‘The King’— 
‘Our host Bertie’™— ‘Mr. Grahame’— ‘The Visitors, coupled with the 
name of Mole’— ‘Absent friends, coupled with the name of Mr. Stone’ 
— and many others. Then there were speeches, and songs, and then more 
speeches, and more songs; and it was three o’clock in the morning before 
the mole slipped through the palings and made his way back to his own 
home, where Mrs. Mole was sitting up for him, in some uneasiness of 
mind. 


Mr. Grahame’s night was a very disturbed one, owing to agitating 
dreams. He dreamt that the house was broken into by burglars, and he 
wanted to get up and go down and satch them, but he could not move 
hand or foot. He heard them ransacking his pantry, stealing his cold 
chicken and things, and plundering his wine-cellar, and still he could not 
move a muscle. Then he dreamt that he was at one of the great City 
Banquets that he used to go to, and he heard the Chairman propose the 
health of ‘The King’ and there was great cheering. And he thought of a 
most excellent speech to make in reply — a really clever speech. And he 
tried to make it, but they held him down in his chair and wouldn’t let 
him. And then he dreamt that the Chairman actually proposed his own 
health — the health of Mr. Grahame! and he got up to reply, and he 
couldn’t think of anything to say! And so he stood there, for hours and 
hours it seemed, in a dead silence, the glittering eyes of the guests — 
there were hundreds and hundreds of guests — all fixed on him, and still 
he couldn’t think of anything to say! Till at last the Chairman rose, and 
said ‘He can’t think of anything to say! Turn him out!’ Then the waiters 
fell upon him, and dragged him from the room, and threw him into the 


street, and flung his hat and coat after him; and as he was shot out he 
heard the whole company singing wildly ‘For he’s a jolly good fellow — 
p 

He woke up in a cold perspiration. And then a strange thing 
happened. Although he was awake — he knew he was awake — he 
could distinctly hear shrill little voices, still singing ‘For he’s a jolly 
good fe-e-llow, and so say all of us!’ He puzzled over it for a few 
minutes, and then, fortunately, he fell asleep. 

Next morning, when Miss S. and A. G. went to call on the rabbits, 
they found a disgraceful state of things. The hutch in a most untidy mess, 
clothes flung about anyhow, and Peter and Benjie sprawling on the floor, 
fast asleep and snoring frightfully. They tried to wake them, but the 
rabbits only murmured something about ‘jolly good fellows’, and fell 
asleep again. 

“Well, we never!’ said Miss S. and A. G. 

When Albert King went to take Bertie his dinner, you cannot imagine 
the state he found the pigsty in. Such a litter of things of every sort, and 
Bertie in the midst of it all, fast asleep. King poked him with a stick, and 
said, ‘Dinner, Bertie!’ But even then he didn’t wake. He only grunted 
something that sounded like ‘ — God — save — King — Wenceslas!’ 

‘Well!’ said King. ‘Of all the animals!’ 


THE END 
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two years later, as The Golden Age. Pagan Papers features eighteen 
essays and tales, with themes ranging from working, loafing, book- 
loving, justifiable homicide and other diverse topics. 
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The Romance of the Road 


Among the many places of magic visited by Pantagruel and his company 
during the progress of their famous voyage, few surpass that island 
whose roads did literally “go” to places— “ou les chemins cheminent, 
comme animaulx”: and would-be travellers, having inquired of the road 
as to its destination, and received satisfactory reply, “se guindans” (as 
the old book hath it — hoisting themselves up on) “au chemin opportun, 
sans aultrement se poiner ou fatiguer, se trouvoyent au lieu destiné. ” 

The best example I know of an approach to this excellent sort of 
vitality in roads is the Ridgeway of the North Berkshire Downs. Join it at 
Streatley, the point where it crosses the Thames; at once it strikes you out 
and away from the habitable world in a splendid, purposeful manner, 
running along the highest ridge of the Downs a broad green ribbon of 
turf, with but a shade of difference from the neighbouring grass, yet 
distinct for all that. No villages nor homesteads tempt it aside or modify 
its course for a yard; should you lose the track where it is blent with the 
bordering turf or merged in and obliterated by criss-cross paths, you have 
only to walk straight on, taking heed of no alternative to right or left; and 
in a minute ’tis with you again — arisen out of the earth as it were. Or, if 
still not quite assured, lift you your eyes, and there it runs over the brow 
of the fronting hill. Where a railway crosses it, it disappears indeed — 
hiding Alpheus-like, from the ignominy of rubble and brick-work; but a 
little way on it takes up the running again with the same quiet 
persistence. Out on that almost trackless expanse of billowy Downs such 
a track is in some sort humanly companionable: it really seems to lead 
you by the hand. 

The “Rudge” is of course an exceptional instance; but indeed this 
pleasant personality in roads is not entirely fanciful. It exists as a 
characteristic of the old country road, evolved out of the primitive 
prehistoric track, developing according to the needs of the land it passes 
through and serves: with a language, accordingly, and a meaning of its 
own. Its special services are often told clearly enough; but much else too 
of the quiet story of the country-side: something of the old tale whereof 
you learn so little from the printed page. Each is instinct, perhaps, with a 
separate suggestion. Some are martial and historic, and by your side the 
hurrying feet of the dead raise a ghostly dust. The name of yon town — 
with its Roman or Saxon suffix to British root — hints at much. Many a 
strong man, wanting his vates sacer, passed silently to Hades for that 





suffix to obtain. The little rise up yonder on the Downs that breaks their 
straight green line against the sky showed another sight when the sea of 
battle surged and beat on its trampled sides; and the Roman, sore beset, 
may have gazed down this very road for relief, praying for night or the 
succouring legion. This child that swings on a gate and peeps at you 
from under her sun-bonnet — so may some girl-ancestress of hers have 
watched with beating heart the Wessex levies hurry along to clash with 
the heathen and break them on the down where the ash trees grew. And 
yonder, where the road swings round under gloomy overgrowth of 
drooping boughs — is that gleam of water or glitter of lurking spears? 

Some sing you pastorals, fluting low in the hot sun between dusty 
hedges overlooked by contented cows; past farmsteads where man and 
beast, living in frank fellowship, learn pleasant and serviceable lessons 
each of the other; over the full-fed river, lipping the meadow-sweet, and 
thence on either side through leagues of hay. Or through bending corn 
they chant the mystical wonderful song of the reaper when the harvest is 
white to the sickle. But most of them, avoiding classification, keep each 
his several tender significance; as with one I know, not so far from town, 
which woos you from the valley by gentle ascent between nut-laden 
hedges, and ever by some touch of keen fragrance in the air, by some 
mystery of added softness under foot — ever a promise of something to 
come, unguessed, delighting. Till suddenly you are among the pines, 
their keen scent strikes you through and through, their needles carpet the 
ground, and in their swaying tops moans the unappeasable wind — sad, 
ceaseless, as the cry of a warped humanity. Some paces more, and the 
promise is fulfilled, the hints and whisperings become fruition: the 
ground breaks steeply away, and you look over a great inland sea of 
fields, homesteads, rolling woodland, and — bounding all, blent with the 
horizon, a greyness, a gleam — the English Channel. A road of 
promises, of hinted surprises, following each other with the inevitable 
sequence in a melody. 

But we are now in another and stricter sense an island of chemins qui 
cheminent: dominated, indeed, by them. By these the traveller, veritably 
se guindans, may reach his destination “sans se poiner ou se fatiguer” 
(with large qualifications); but sans very much else whereof he were 
none the worse. The gain seems so obvious that you forget to miss all 
that lay between the springing stride of the early start and the pleasant 
weariness of the end approached, when the limbs lag a little as the lights 
of your destination begin to glimmer through the dusk. All that lay 
between! “A Day’s Ride a Life’s Romance” was the excellent title of an 


unsuccessful book; and indeed the journey should march with the day, 
beginning and ending with its sun, to be the complete thing, the golden 
round, required of it. This makes that mind and body fare together, hand 
in hand, sharing the hope, the action, the fruition; finding equal 
sweetness in the languor of aching limbs at eve and in the first god-like 
intoxication of motion with braced muscle in the sun. For walk or ride 
take the mind over greater distances than a throbbing whirl with 
stiffening joints and cramped limbs through a dozen counties. Surely you 
seem to cover vaster spaces with Lavengro, footing it with gipsies or 
driving his tinker’s cart across lonely commons, than with many a globe- 
trotter or steam-yachtsman with diary or log? And even that dividing line 
— strictly marked and rarely overstepped — between the man who 
bicycles and the man who walks, is less due to a prudent regard for 
personal safety of the one part than to an essential difference in minds. 

There is a certain supernal, a deific, state of mind which may indeed 
be experienced in a minor degree, by any one, in the siesta part of a 
Turkish bath. But this particular golden glow of the faculties is only felt 
at its fulness after severe and prolonged exertion in the open air. “A man 
ought to be seen by the gods,” says Marcus Aurelius, “neither 
dissatisfied with anything, nor complaining.” Though this does not sound 
at first hearing an excessive demand to make of humanity, yet the gods, I 
fancy, look long and often for such a sight in these unblest days of hurry. 
If ever seen at all, ’tis when after many a mile in sun and wind — maybe 
rain — you reach at last, with the folding star, your destined rustic inn. 
There, in its homely, comfortable strangeness, after unnumbered chops 
with country ale, the hard facts of life begin to swim in a golden mist. 
You are isled from accustomed cares and worries — you are set in a 
peculiar nook of rest. Then old failures seem partial successes, then old 
loves come back in their fairest form, but this time with never a shadow 
of regret, then old jokes renew their youth and flavour. You ask nothing 
of the gods above, nothing of men below — not even their company. To- 
morrow you shall begin life again: shall write your book, make your 
fortune, do anything; meanwhile you sit, and the jolly world swings 
round, and you seem to hear it circle to the music of the spheres. What 
pipe was ever thus beatifying in effect? You are aching all over, and 
enjoying it; and the scent of the limes drifts in through the window. This 
is undoubtedly the best and greatest country in the world; and none but 
good fellows abide in it. 


Laud we the Gods, 
And let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrils 
From our blest altars. 


The Romance of the Rail 


In these iron days of the dominance of steam, the crowning wrong that is 
wrought us of furnace and piston-rod lies in their annihilation of the 
steadfast mystery of the horizon, so that the imagination no longer begins 
to work at the point where vision ceases. In happier times, three hundred 
years ago, the seafarers from Bristol City looked out from the prows of 
their vessels in the grey of the morning, and wot not rightly whether the 
land they saw might be Jerusalem or Madagascar, or if it were not North 
and South America. “And there be certaine flitting islands,” says one, 
“which have been oftentimes seene, and when men approached near 
them they vanished.” “It may be that the gulfs will wash us down,” said 
Ulysses (thinking of what Americans call the “getting-off place”); “it 
may be we shall touch the Happy Isles.” And so on, and so on; each with 
his special hope or “wild surmise.” There was always a chance of 
touching the Happy Isles. And in that first fair world whose men and 
manners we knew through story-books, before experience taught us far 
other, the Prince mounts his horse one fine morning, and rides all day, 
and sleeps in a forest; and next morning, lo! a new country: and he rides 
by fields and granges never visited before, through faces strange to him, 
to where an unknown King steps down to welcome the mysterious 
stranger. And he marries the Princess, and dwells content for many a 
year; till one day he thinks “I will look upon my father’s face again, 
though the leagues be long to my own land.” And he rides all day, and 
sleeps in a forest; and next morning he is made welcome at home, where 
his name has become a dim memory. Which is all as it should be; for, 
annihilate time and space as you may, a man’s stride remains the true 
standard of distance; an eternal and unalterable scale. The severe 
horizon, too, repels the thoughts as you gaze to the infinite 
considerations that lie about, within touch and hail; and the night 
cometh, when no man can work. 

To all these natural bounds and limitations it is good to get back now 
and again, from a life assisted and smooth by artificialities. Where iron 
has superseded muscle, the kindly life-blood is apt to throb dull as the 
measured beat of the steam-engine. But the getting back to them is now a 
matter of effort, of set purpose, a stepping aside out of our ordinary 
course; they are no longer unsought influences towards the making of 
character. So perhaps the time of them has gone by, here in this second 
generation of steam. Pereunt et imputantur; they pass away, and are 


scored against not us but our guilty fathers. For ourselves, our peculiar 
slate is probably filling fast. The romance of the steam-engine is yet to 
be captured and expressed — not fully nor worthily, perhaps, until it too 
is a vanished regret; though Emerson for one will not have it so, and 
maintains and justifies its right to immediate recognition as poetic 
material. “For as it is dislocation and detachment from the life of God 
that makes things ugly, the poet, who re-attaches things to Nature and the 
whole — re-attaching even artificial things and violations of Nature to 
Nature by a deeper insight — disposes very easily of the most 
disagreeable facts”; so that he looks upon “the factory village and the 
railway” and “sees them fall within the great Order not less than the bee- 
hive or the spider’s geometrical web.” The poet, however, seems hard to 
convince hereof. Emerson will have it that “Nature loves the gliding train 
of cars”; “instead of which” the poet still goes about the country singing 
purling brooks. Painters have been more flexible and liberal. Turner saw 
and did his best to seize the spirit of the thing, its kinship with the 
elements, and to blend furnace-glare and rush of iron with the storm- 
shower, the wind and the thwart-flashing sun-rays, and to make the 
whole a single expression of irresoluble force. And even in a certain 
work by another and a very different painter — though I willingly acquit 
Mr Frith of any deliberate romantic intention — you shall find the 
element of romance in the vestiges of the old order still lingering in the 
first transition period: the coach-shaped railway carriages with luggage 
piled and corded on top, the red-coated guard, the little engine tethered 
well ahead as if between traces. To those bred within sight of the sea, 
steamers will always partake in somewhat of the “beauty and mystery of 
the ships”; above all, if their happy childhood have lain among the 
gleaming lochs and sinuous firths of the Western Highlands, where, 
twice a week maybe, the strange visitant crept by headland and bay, a 
piece of the busy, mysterious outer world. For myself, I probably stand 
alone in owning to a sentimental weakness for the night-piercing whistle 
— judiciously remote, as some men love the skirl of the pipes. In the 
days when streets were less wearily familiar than now, or ever the golden 
cord was quite loosed that led back to relinquished fields and wider 
skies, I have lain awake on stifling summer nights, thinking of luckier 
friends by moor and stream, and listening for the whistles from certain 
railway stations, veritable “horns of Elf-land, faintly blowing.” Then, a 
ghostly passenger, I have taken my seat in a phantom train, and sped up, 
up, through the map, rehearsing the journey bit by bit: through the 
furnace-lit Midlands, and on till the grey glimmer of dawn showed stone 


walls in place of hedges, and masses looming up on either side; till the 
bright sun shone upon brown leaping streams and purple heather, and the 
clear, sharp northern air streamed in through the windows. Return, 
indeed, was bitter; Endymion-like, “my first touch of the earth went nigh 
to kill”: but it was only to hurry northwards again on the wings of 
imagination, from dust and heat to the dear mountain air. “We are only 
the children who might have been,” murmured Lamb’s dream babes to 
him; and for the sake of those dream-journeys, the journeys that might 
have been, I still hail with a certain affection the call of the engine in the 
night: even as I love sometimes to turn the enchanted pages of the 
railway a b c, and pass from one to the other name reminiscent or 
suggestive of joy and freedom, Devonian maybe, or savouring of 
Wessex, or bearing me away to some sequestered reach of the quiet 
Thames. 


Non Libri Sed Liberi 


It will never be clear to the lay mind why the book-buyer buys books. 
That it is not to read them is certain: the closest inspection always fails to 
find him thus engaged. He will talk about them — all night if you let him 
— wave his hand to them, shake his fist at them, shed tears over them (in 
the small hours of the morning); but he will not read them. Yet it would 
be rash to infer that he buys his books without a remote intention of ever 
reading them. Most book lovers start with the honest resolution that 
some day they will “shut down on” this fatal practice. Then they purpose 
to themselves to enter into their charmed circle, and close the gates of 
Paradise behind them. Then will they read out of nothing but first 
editions; every day shall be a debauch in large paper and tall copies; and 
crushed morocco shall be familiar to their touch as buckram. Meanwhile, 
though, books continue to flaunt their venal charms; it would be 
cowardice to shun the fray. In fine, one buys and continues to buy; and 
the promised Sabbath never comes. 

The process of the purchase is always much the same, therein 
resembling the familiar but inferior passion of love. There is the first 
sight of the Object, accompanied of a catching of the breath, a trembling 
in the limbs, loss of appetite, ungovernable desire, and a habit of 
melancholy in secret places. But once possessed, once toyed with 
amorously for an hour or two, the Object (as in the inferior passion 
aforesaid) takes its destined place on the shelf — where it stays. And this 
saith the scoffer, is all; but even he does not fail to remark with a certain 
awe that the owner goeth thereafter as one possessing a happy secret and 
radiating an inner glow. Moreover, he is insufferably conceited, and his 
conceit waxeth as his coat, now condemned to a fresh term of servitude, 
groweth shabbier. And shabby though his coat may be, yet will he never 
stoop to renew its pristine youth and gloss by the price of any book. No 
man — no human, masculine, natural man — ever sells a book. Men 
have been known in moments of thoughtlessness, or compelled by 
temporary necessity, to rob, to equivocate, to do murder, to commit what 
they should not, to “wince and relent and refrain” from what they should: 
these things, howbeit regrettable, are common to humanity, and may 
happen to any of us. But amateur bookselling is foul and unnatural; and 
it is noteworthy that our language, so capable of particularity, contains no 
distinctive name for the crime. Fortunately it is hardly known to exist: 


the face of the public being set against it as a flint — and the trade giving 
such wretched prices. 

In book-buying you not infrequently condone an extravagance by the 
reflection that this particular purchase will be a good investment, 
sordidly considered: that you are not squandering income but sinking 
capital. But you know all the time that you are lying. Once possessed, 
books develop a personality: they take on a touch of warm human life 
that links them in a manner with our kith and kin. Non angli sed Angeli 
was the comment of a missionary (old style) on the small human 
duodecimos exposed for sale in the Roman market-place; and many a 
buyer, when some fair-haired little chattel passed into his possession, 
must have felt that here was something vendible no more. So of these 
you may well affirm Non libri sed liberi; children now, adopted into the 
circle, they shall be trafficked in never again. 

There is one exception which has sadly to be made — one class of 
men, of whom I would fain, if possible, have avoided mention, who are 
strangers to any such scruples. These be Executors — a word to be 
strongly accented on the penultimate; for, indeed, they are the common 
headsmen of collections, and most of all do whet their bloody edge for 
harmless books. Hoary, famous old collections, budding young 
collections, fair virgin collections of a single author — all go down 
before the executor’s remorseless axe. He careth not and he spareth not. 
“The iniquity of oblivion blindly scattereth her poppy,” and it is chiefly 
by the hand of the executor that she doth love to scatter it. May oblivion 
be his portion for ever! 

Of a truth, the foes of the book-lover are not few. One of the most 
insidious, because he cometh at first in friendly, helpful guise, is the 
bookbinder. Not in that he bindeth books — for the fair binding is the 
final crown and flower of painful achievement — but because he bindeth 
not: because the weary weeks lapse by and turn to months, and the 
months to years, and still the binder bindeth not: and the heart grows sick 
with hope deferred. Each morn the maiden binds her hair, each spring the 
honeysuckle binds the cottage-porch, each autumn the harvester binds 
his sheaves, each winter the iron frost binds lake and stream, and still the 
bookbinder he bindeth not. Then a secret voice whispereth: “Arise, be a 
man, and slay him! Take him grossly, full of bread, with all his crimes 
broad-blown, as flush as May; At gaming, swearing, or about some act 
That hath no relish of salvation in it!” But when the deed is done, and the 
floor strewn with fragments of binder — still the books remain unbound. 
You have made all that horrid mess for nothing, and the weary path has 


to be trodden over again. As a general rule, the man in the habit of 
murdering bookbinders, though he performs a distinct service to society, 
only wastes his own time and takes no personal advantage. 

And even supposing that after many days your books return to you in 
leathern surcoats bravely tricked with gold, you have scarce yet 
weathered the Cape and sailed into halcyon seas. For these books — 
well, you kept them many weeks before binding them, that the 
oleaginous printer’s-ink might fully dry before the necessary hammering; 
you forbore to open the pages, that the autocratic binder might refold the 
sheets if he pleased; and now that all is over — consummatum est — still 
you cannot properly enjoy the harvest of a quiet mind. For these purple 
emperors are not to be read in bed, nor during meals, nor on the grass 
with a pipe on Sundays; and these brief periods are all the whirling times 
allow you for solid serious reading. Still, after all, you have them; you 
can at least pulverise your friends with the sight; and what have they to 
show against them? Probably some miserable score or so of half- 
bindings, such as lead you scornfully to quote the hackneyed couplet 
concerning the poor Indian whose untutored mind clothes him before but 
leaves him bare behind. Let us thank the gods that such things are: that to 
some of us they give not poverty nor riches but a few good books in 
whole bindings. Dowered with these and (if it be vouchsafed) a cup of 
Burgundy that is sound even if it be not old, we can leave to others the 
foaming grape of Eastern France that was vintaged in ‘74, and with it the 
whole range of shilling shockers, — the Barmecidal feast of the 
purposeful novelist — yea, even the countless series that tell of Eminent 
Women and Successful Men. 


Loafing 


When the golden Summer has rounded languidly to his close, when 
Autumn has been carried forth in russet winding-sheet, then all good 
fellows who look upon holidays as a chief end of life return from moor 
and stream and begin to take stock of gains and losses. And the wisest, 
realising that the time of action is over while that of reminiscence has 
begun, realise too that the one is pregnant with greater pleasures than the 
other — that action, indeed, is only the means to an end of reflection and 
appreciation. Wisest of all, the Loafer stands apart supreme. For he, of 
one mind with the philosopher as to the end, goes straight to it at once; 
and his happy summer has accordingly been spent in those subjective 
pleasures of the mind whereof the others, the men of muscle and peeled 
faces, are only just beginning to taste. 

And yet though he may a little despise (or rather pity) them, the 
Loafer does not dislike nor altogether shun them. Far from it: they are 
very necessary to him. For “Suave mari magno” is the motto of your 
true Loafer; and it is chiefly by keeping ever in view the struggles and 
the clamorous jostlings of the unenlightened making holiday that he is 
able to realise the bliss of his own condition and maintain his self- 
satisfaction at boiling-point. And so is he never very far away from the 
track beaten by the hurrying Philistine hoof, but hovers more or less on 
the edge of it, where, the sole fixed star amidst whirling constellations, 
he may watch the mad world “glance, and nod, and hurry by.” 

There are many such centres of contemplation along the West Coast 
of Scotland. Few places are better loafing-ground than a pier, with its 
tranquil “lucid interval” between steamers, the ever recurrent throb of 
paddle-wheel, the rush and foam of beaten water among the piles, splash 
of ropes and rumble of gangways, and all the attendant hurry and scurry 
of the human morrice. Here, tanquam in speculo, the Loafer as he 
lounges may, by attorney as it were, touch gently every stop in the great 
organ of the emotions of mortality. Rapture of meeting, departing woe, 
love at first sight, disdain, laughter, indifference — he may experience 
them all, but attenuated and as if he saw them in a dream; as if, indeed, 
he were Heine’s god in dream on a mountain-side. Let the drowsy deity 
awake and all these puppets, emanations of his dream, will vanish into 
the nothing whence they came. And these emotions may be renewed 
each morning; if a fair one sail to-day, be sure that one as fair will land 
to-morrow. The supply is inexhaustible. 


But in the South perhaps the happiest loafing-ground is the gift of 
Father Thames; for there again the contrast of violent action, with its 
blisters, perspiration, and the like, throws into fine relief the bliss of 
“quietism.” I know one little village in the upper reaches where loafing 
may be pushed to high perfection. Here the early hours of the morning 
are vexed by the voices of boaters making their way down the little street 
to the river. The most of them go staggering under hampers, bundles of 
waterproofs, and so forth. Their voices are clamant of feats to be 
accomplished: they will row, they will punt, they will paddle, till they 
weary out the sun. All this the Loafer hears through the open door of his 
cottage, where in his shirt-sleeves he is dallying with his bacon, as a 
gentleman should. He is the only one who has had a comfortable 
breakfast — and he knows it. Later he will issue forth and stroll down in 
their track to the bridge. The last of these Argonauts is pulling lustily 
forth; the river is dotted with evanishing blazers. Upon all these lunatics 
a pitiless Phoebus shines triumphant. The Loafer sees the last of them off 
the stage, turns his back on it, and seeks the shady side of the street. 

A holy calm possesses the village now; the foreign element has 
passed away with shouting and waving of banners, and its natural life of 
somnolency is in evidence at last. And first, as a true Loafer should, let 
him respectfully greet each several village dog. Arcades ambo — loafers 
likewise — they lie there in the warm dust, each outside his own door, 
ready to return the smallest courtesy. Their own lords and masters are not 
given to the exchange of compliments nor to greetings in the market- 
place. The dog is generally the better gentleman, and he is aware of it; 
and he duly appreciates the loafer, who is not too proud to pause a 
moment, change the news, and pass the time of day. He will mark his 
sense of this attention by rising from his dust-divan and accompanying 
his caller some steps on his way. But he will stop short of his neighbour’s 
dust-patch; for the morning is really too hot for a shindy. So, by easy 
Stages (the street is not a long one: six dogs will see it out), the Loafer 
quits the village; and now the world is before him. Shall he sit on a gate 
and smoke? or lie on the grass and smoke? or smoke aimlessly and at 
large along the road? Such a choice of happiness is distracting; but 
perhaps the last course is the best — as needing the least mental effort of 
selection. Hardly, however, has he fairly started his first daydream when 
the snappish “ting” of a bellkin recalls him to realities. By comes the 
bicyclist: dusty, sweating, a piteous thing to look upon. But the irritation 
of the strepitant metal has jarred the Loafer’s always exquisite nerves: he 


is fain to climb a gate and make his way towards solitude and the breezy 
downs. 

Up here all vestiges of a sordid humanity disappear. The Loafer is 
alone with the south-west wind and the blue sky. Only a carolling of 
larks and a tinkling from distant flocks break the brooding noonday 
stillness; above, the wind-hover hangs motionless, a black dot on the 
blue. Prone on his back on the springy turf, gazing up into the sky, his 
fleshy integument seems to drop away, and the spirit ranges at will 
among the tranquil clouds. This way Nirvana nearest lies. Earth no 
longer obtrudes herself; possibly somewhere a thousand miles or so 
below him the thing still “spins like a fretful midge.” The Loafer knows 
not nor cares. His is now an astral body, and through golden spaces of 
imagination his soul is winging her untrammelled flight. And there he 
really might remain for ever, but that his vagrom spirit is called back to 
earth by a gentle but resistless, very human summons, — a gradual, 
consuming, Pantagruelian, god-like, thirst: a thirst to thank Heaven on. 
So, with a sigh half of regret, half of anticipation, he bends his solitary 
steps towards the nearest inn. Tobacco for one is good; to commune with 
oneself and be still is truest wisdom; but beer is a thing of deity — beer 
is divine. 

Later the Loafer may decently make some concession to popular taste 
by strolling down to the river and getting out his boat. With one paddle 
out he will drift down the stream: just brushing the flowering rush and 
the meadow-sweet and taking in as peculiar gifts the varied sweets of 
even. The loosestrife is his, and the arrow-head: his the distant moan of 
the weir; his are the glories, amber and scarlet and silver, of the sunset- 
haunted surface. By-and-by the boaters will pass him homeward-bound. 
All are blistered and sore: his withers are unwrung. Most are too tired 
and hungry to see the sunset glories; no corporeal pangs clog his esthesis 
— his perceptive faculty. Some have quarrelled in the day and are no 
longer on speaking terms; he is at peace with himself and with the whole 
world. Of all that lay them down in the little village that night, his sleep 
will be the surest and the sweetest. For not even the blacksmith himself 
will have better claim to have earned a night’s repose. 


Cheap Knowledge 


When at times it happens to me that I ‘gin to be aweary of the sun, and to 
find the fair apple of life dust and ashes at the core — just because, 
perhaps, I can’t afford Melampus Brown’s last volume of poems in large 
paper, but must perforce condescend upon the two-and-sixpenny edition 
for the million — then I bring myself to a right temper by recalling to 
memory a sight which now and again in old days would touch the heart 
of me to a happier pulsation. In the long, dark winter evenings, outside 
some shop window whose gaslight flared brightest into the chilly street, I 
would see some lad — sometimes even a girl — book in hand, heedless 
of cold and wet, of aching limbs and straining eyes, careless of jostling 
passers-by, of rattle and turmoil behind them and about, their happy 
spirits far in an enchanted world: till the ruthless shopman turned out the 
gas and brought them rudely back to the bitter reality of cramped legs 
and numbed fingers. “My brother!” or “My sister!” I would cry inwardly, 
feeling the link that bound us together. They possessed, for the hour, the 
two gifts most precious to the student — light and solitude: the true 
solitude of the roaring street. 

Somehow this vision rarely greets me now. Probably the Free 
Libraries have supplanted the flickering shop lights; and every lad and 
lass can enter and call for Miss Braddon and batten thereon “in luxury’s 
sofa-lap of leather”; and of course this boon is appreciated and profited 
by, and we shall see the divine results in a year or two. And yet 
sometimes, like the dear old Baron in the “Red Lamp,” “I wonder?” 

For myself, public libraries possess a special horror, as of lonely 
wastes and dragon-haunted fens. The stillness and the heavy air, the 
feeling of restriction and surveillance, the mute presence of these other 
readers, “all silent and all damned,” combine to set up a nervous 
irritation fatal to quiet study. Had I to choose, I would prefer the windy 
street. And possibly others have found that the removal of checks and 
obstacles makes the path which leads to the divine mountain-tops less 
tempting, now that it is less rugged. So full of human nature are we all 
— still — despite the Radical missionaries that labour in the vineyard. 
Before the National Gallery was extended and rearranged, there was a 
little “St Catherine” by Pinturicchio that possessed my undivided 
affections. In those days she hung near the floor, so that those who would 
worship must grovel; and little I grudged it. Whenever I found myself 
near Trafalgar Square with five minutes to spare I used to turn in and sit 


on the floor before the object of my love, till gently but firmly replaced 
on my legs by the attendant. She hangs on the line now, in the grand new 
room; but I never go to see her. Somehow she is not my “St Catherine” 
of old. Doubtless Free Libraries affect many students in the same way: 
on the same principle as that now generally accepted — that it is the 
restrictions placed on vice by our social code which make its pursuit so 
peculiarly agreeable. 

But even when the element of human nature has been fully allowed 
for, it remains a question whether the type of mind that a generation or 
two of Free Libraries will evolve is or is not the one that the world most 
desiderates; and whether the spare reading and consequent fertile 
thinking necessitated by the old, or gas-lamp, style is not productive of 
sounder results. The cloyed and congested mind resulting from the free 
run of these grocers’ shops to omnivorous appetites (and all young 
readers are omnivorous) bids fair to produce a race of literary 
resurrection-men: a result from which we may well pray to be spared. Of 
all forms of lettered effusiveness that which exploits the original work of 
others and professes to supply us with right opinions thereanent is the 
least wanted. And whether he take to literary expression by pen or only 
wag the tongue of him, the grocer’s boy of letters is sure to prove a 
prodigious bore. The Free Library, if it be fulfilling the programme of its 
advocates, is breeding such as he by scores. 

But after all there is balm in Gilead; and much joy and consolation 
may be drawn from the sorrowful official reports, by which it would 
appear that the patrons of these libraries are confining their reading, with 
a charming unanimity, exclusively to novels. And indeed they cannot do 
better; there is no more blessed thing on earth than a good novel, not the 
least merit of which is that it induces a state of passive, unconscious 
enjoyment, and never frenzies the reader to go out and put the world 
right. Next to fairy tales — the original world-fiction — our modern 
novels may be ranked as our most precious possessions; and so it has 
come to pass that I shall now cheerfully pay my five shillings, or ten 
shillings, or whatever it may shortly be, in the pound towards the Free 
Library: convinced at last that the money is not wasted in training 
exponents of the subjectivity of this writer and the objectivity of that, nor 
in developing fresh imitators of dead discredited styles, but is righteously 
devoted to the support of wholesome, honest, unpretending novel- 
reading. 


The Rural Pan 


An April Essay 


Through shady Throgmorton Street and about the vale of Cheapside the 
restless Mercury is flitting, with furtive eye and voice a little hoarse from 
bidding in the market. Further west, down classic Piccadilly, moves the 
young Apollo, the lord of the unerring (satin) bow; and nothing meaner 
than a frock-coat shall in these latter years float round his perfect limbs. 
But remote in other haunts than these the rural Pan is hiding, and piping 
the low, sweet strain that reaches only the ears of a chosen few. And now 
that the year wearily turns and stretches herself before the perfect 
waking, the god emboldened begins to blow a clearer note. 

When the waking comes at last, and Summer is abroad, these deities 
will abroad too, each as his several attributes move him. Who is this that 
flieth up the reaches of the Thames in steam-launch hired for the day? 
Mercury is out — some dozen or fifteen strong. The flower-gemmed 
banks crumble and slide down under the wash of his rampant screw; his 
wake is marked by a line of lobster-claws, gold-necked bottles, and 
fragments of veal-pie. Resplendent in blazer, he may even be seen to 
embrace the slim-waisted nymph, haunter of green (room) shades, in the 
full gaze of the shocked and scandalised sun. Apollo meantime reposeth, 
passively beautiful, on the lawn of the Guards’ Club at Maidenhead. 
Here, O Apollo, are haunts meet for thee. A deity subjectively inclined, 
he is neither objective nor, it must be said for him, at all objectionable, 
like them of Mercury. 

Meanwhile, nor launches nor lawns tempt him that pursueth the rural 
Pan. In the hushed recesses of Hurley backwater where the canoe may be 
paddled almost under the tumbling comb of the weir, he is to be looked 
for; there the god pipes with freest abandonment. Or under the great 
shadow of Streatley Hill, “annihilating all that’s made to a green thought 
in a green shade”; or better yet, pushing an explorer’s prow up the 
remote untravelled Thame, till Dorchester’s stately roof broods over the 
quiet fields. In solitudes such as these Pan sits and dabbles, and all the air 
is full of the music of his piping. Southwards, again, on the pleasant 
Surrey downs there is shouting and jostling; dust that is drouthy and 
language that is sultry. Thither comes the young Apollo, calmly 
confident as ever; and he meeteth certain Mercuries of the baser sort, 
who do him obeisance, call him captain and lord, and then proceed to 
skin him from head to foot as thoroughly as the god himself flayed 
Marsyas in days of yore, at a certain Spring Meeting in Phrygia: a good 


instance of Time’s revenges. And yet Apollo returns to town and swears 
he has had a grand day. He does so every year. Out of hearing of all the 
clamour, the rural Pan may be found stretched on Ranmore Common, 
loitering under Abinger pines, or prone by the secluded stream of the 
sinuous Mole, abounding in friendly greetings for his foster-brothers the 
dab-chick and water-rat. 

For a holiday, Mercury loveth the Pullman Express, and a short hour 
with a society paper; anon, brown boots on the pier, and the pleasant 
combination of Métropole and Monopole. Apollo for his part will urge 
the horses of the Sun: and, if he leaveth the society weekly to Mercury, 
yet he loveth well the Magazine. From which omphalos or hub of the 
universe he will direct his shining team even to the far Hesperides of 
Richmond or of Windsor. Both iron road and level highway are shunned 
by the rural Pan, who chooses rather to foot it along the sheep track on 
the limitless downs or the thwart-leading footpath through copse and 
spinney, not without pleasant fellowship with feather and fir. Nor does it 
follow from all this that the god is unsocial. Albeit shy of the company 
of his more showy brother-deities, he loveth the more unpretentious 
humankind, especially them that are adscripti glebæ, addicted to the 
kindly soil and to the working thereof: perfect in no way, only simple, 
cheery sinners. For he is only half a god after all, and the red earth in him 
is strong. When the pelting storm drives the wayfarers to the sheltering 
inn, among the little group on bench and settle Pan has been known to 
appear at times, in homely guise of hedger-and-ditcher or weather-beaten 
shepherd from the downs. Strange lore and quaint fancy he will then 
impart, in the musical Wessex or Mercian he has learned to speak so 
naturally; though it may not be till many a mile away that you begin to 
suspect that you have unwittingly talked with him who chased the flying 
Syrinx in Arcady and turned the tide of fight at Marathon. 

Yes: to-day the iron horse has searched the country through — east 
and west, north and south — bringing with it Commercialism, whose 
god is Jerry, and who studs the hills with stucco and garrotes the streams 
with the girder. Bringing, too, into every nook and corner fashion and 
chatter, the tailor-made gown and the eyeglass. Happily a great part is 
still spared — how great these others fortunately do not know — in 
which the rural Pan and his following may hide their heads for yet a little 
longer, until the growing tyranny has invaded the last common, spinney, 
and sheep-down, and driven the kindly god, the well-wisher to man — 
whither? 


Marginalia 


American Hunt, in his suggestive “Talks about Art,” demands that the 
child shall be encouraged — or rather permitted, for the natural child 
needs little encouragement — to draw when- and whereon-soever he 
can; for, says he, the child’s scribbling on the margin of his school-books 
is really worth more to him than all he gets out of them, and indeed, “to 
him the margin is the best part of all books, and he finds in it the 
soothing influence of a clear sky in a landscape.” Doubtless Sir 
Benjamin Backbite, though his was not an artist soul, had some dim 
feeling of this mighty truth when he spoke of that new quarto of his, in 
which “a neat rivulet of text shall meander through a meadow of 
margin”: boldly granting the margin to be of superior importance to the 
print. This metaphor is pleasantly expanded in Burton’s “Bookhunter”: 
wherein you read of certain folios with “their majestic stream of central 
print overflowing into rivulets of marginal notes, sedgy with citations.” 
But the good Doctor leaves the main stream for a backwater of error in 
inferring that the chief use of margins is to be a parading-ground for 
notes and citations. As if they had not absolute value in themselves, nor 
served a finer end! In truth, Hunt’s child was vastly the wiser man. 

For myself, my own early margins chiefly served to note, cite, and 
illustrate the habits of crocodiles. Along the lower or “tail” edge, the 
saurian, splendidly serrated as to his back, arose out of old Nile; up one 
side negroes, swart as sucked lead-pencil could limn them, let fall their 
nerveless spears; up the other, monkeys, gibbering with terror, swarmed 
hastily up palm-trees — a plant to the untutored hand of easier outline 
than (say) your British oak. Meanwhile, all over the unregarded text 
Balbus slew Caius on the most inadequate provocation, or Hannibal 
pursued his victorious career, while Roman generals delivered ornate set 
speeches prior to receiving the usual satisfactory licking. Fabius, 
Hasdrubal — all alike were pallid shades with faint, thin voices 
powerless to pierce the distance. The margins of Cocytus doubtless knew 
them: mine were dedicated to the more attractive flesh and blood of 
animal life, the varied phases of the tropic forest. Or, in more practical 
mood, I would stoop to render certain facts recorded in the text. To these 
digressions I probably owe what little education I possess. For example, 
there was one sentence in our Roman history: “By this single battle of 
Magnesia, Antiochus the Great lost all his conquests in Asia Minor.” 
Serious historians really should not thus forget themselves. ’Twas so 


easy, by a touch of the pen, to transform “battle” into “bottle”; for 
“conquests” one could substitute a word for which not even Macaulay’s 
school-boy were at a loss; and the result, depicted with rude vigour in his 
margin, fixed the name of at least one ancient fight on the illustrator’s 
memory. But this plodding and material art had small charm for me: to 
whom the happy margin was a “clear sky” ever through which I could 
sail away at will to more gracious worlds. I was duly qualified by a 
painfully acquired ignorance of dead languages cautiously to approach 
my own; and ’twas no better. Along Milton’s margins the Gryphon must 
needs pursue the Arimaspian — what a chance, that Arimaspian, for the 
imaginative pencil! And so it has come about that, while Milton periods 
are mostly effaced from memory by the sponge of Time, I can still see 
that vengeful Gryphon, cousin-german to the gentle beast that danced the 
Lobster Quadrille by a certain shore. 

It is by no means insisted upon that the chief end and use of margins 
is for pictorial illustration, nor yet for furtive games of oughts and 
crosses, nor (in the case of hymn-books) for amorous missives scrawled 
against the canticle for the day, to be passed over into an adjacent pew: 
as used, alas! to happen in days when one was young and godless, and 
went to church. Nor, again, are the margins of certain poets entrusted to 
man for the composing thereon of infinitely superior rhymes on the 
subjects themselves have maltreated: a depraved habit, akin to scalping. 
What has never been properly recognised is the absolute value of the 
margin itself — a value frequently superior to its enclosure. In poetry the 
popular taste demands its margin, and takes care to get it in “the little 
verses wot they puts inside the crackers.” The special popularity, indeed, 
of lyric as opposed to epic verse is due to this habit of feeling. A good 
example maybe found in the work of Mr Swinburne: the latter is the 
better poetry, the earlier remains the more popular — because of its 
eloquence of margin. Mr Tupper might long ago have sat with laureate 
brow but for his neglect of this first principle. The song of Sigurd, our 
one epic of the century, is pitiably unmargined, and so has never won the 
full meed of glory it deserves; while the ingenious gentleman who wrote 
“Beowulf,” our other English epic, grasped the great fact from the first, 
so that his work is much the more popular of the two. The moral is 
evident. An authority on practical book-making has stated that “margin is 
a matter to be studied”; also that “to place the print in the centre of the 
paper is wrong in principle, and to be deprecated.” Now, if it be “wrong 
in principle,” let us push that principle to its legitimate conclusion, and 
“deprecate” the placing of print on any part of the paper at all. Without 


actually suggesting this course to any of our living bards, when, I may 
ask — when shall that true poet arise who, disdaining the trivialities of 
text, shall give the world a book of verse consisting entirely of margin? 
How we shall shove and jostle for large paper copies! 


The Eternal Whither 


There was once an old cashier in some ancient City establishment, whose 
practice was to spend his yearly holiday in relieving some turnpike-man 
at his post, and performing all the duties appertaining thereunto. This 
was vulgarly taken to be an instance of mere mill-horse enslavement to 
his groove — the reception of payments; and it was spoken of both in 
mockery of all mill-horses and for the due admonishment of others. And 
yet that clerk had discovered for himself an unique method of seeing Life 
at its best, the flowing, hurrying, travelling, marketing Life of the 
Highway; the life of bagman and cart, of tinker, and pig-dealer, and all 
cheery creatures that drink and chaffer together in the sun. He belonged, 
above all, to the scanty class of clear-seeing persons who know both 
what they are good for and what they really want. To know what you 
would like to do is one thing; to go out boldly and do it is another — and 
a rarer; and the sterile fields about Hell-Gate are strewn with the corpses 
of those who would an if they could. 

To be sure, being bent on the relaxation most congenial to one’s soul, 
it is possible to push one’s disregard for convention too far: as is seen in 
the case of another, though of an earlier generation, in the same 
establishment. In his office there was the customary “attendance-book,” 
wherein the clerks were expected to sign each day. Here his name one 
morning ceases abruptly from appearing; he signs, indeed, no more. 
Instead of signature you find, a little later, writ in careful commercial 
hand, this entry: “Mr — did not attend at his office to-day, having been 
hanged at eight o’clock in the morning for horse-stealing.” Through the 
faded ink of this record do you not seem to catch, across the gulf of 
years, some waft of the jolly humanity which breathed in this prince 
among clerks? A formal precisian, doubtless, during business hours; but 
with just this honest love of horseflesh lurking deep down there in him 
— unsuspected, sweetening the whole lump. Can you not behold him, 
freed from his desk, turning to pursue his natural bent, as a city-bred dog 
still striveth to bury his bone deep in the hearth-rug? For no filthy lucre, 
you may be sure, but from sheer love of the pursuit itself! All the same, 
he erred; erred, if not in taste, at least in judgment: for we cannot entirely 
acquit him of blame for letting himself be caught. 

In these tame and tedious days of the policeman rampant, our 
melancholy selves are debarred from many a sport, joyous and debonair, 
whereof our happier fathers were free. Book-stealing, to be sure, remains 


to us; but every one is not a collector; and, besides, ’tis a diversion you 
can follow with equal success all the year round. Still, the instance may 
haply be pregnant with suggestion to many who wearily ask each year, 
what new place or pursuit exhausted earth still keeps for the holiday- 
maker. ’Tis a sad but sober fact, that the most of men lead flat and 
virtuous lives, departing annually with their family to some flat and 
virtuous place, there to disport themselves in a manner that is decent, 
orderly, wholly uninteresting, vacant of every buxom stimulus. To such 
as these a suggestion, in all friendliness: why not try crime? We shall not 
attempt to specify the particular branch — for every one must himself 
seek out and find the path his nature best fits him to follow; but the 
general charm of the prospect must be evident to all. The freshness and 
novelty of secrecy, the artistic satisfaction in doing the act of self- 
expression as well as it can possibly be done; the experience of being not 
the hunter, but the hunted, not the sportsman, but the game; the delight of 
comparing and discussing crimes with your mates over a quiet pipe on 
your return to town; these new pleasures — these and their like — would 
furnish just that gentle stimulant, that peaceful sense of change so 
necessary to the tired worker. And then the fact, that you would naturally 
have to select and plan out your particular line of diversion without 
advice or assistance, has its own advantage. For the moment a man takes 
to dinning in your ears that you ought, you really ought, to go to Norway, 
you at once begin to hate Norway with a hate that ever will be; and to 
have Newlyn, Cromer, or Dawlish, Carinthia or the Austrian Tyrol 
jammed down your throat, is enough to initiate the discovery that your 
own individual weakness is a joyous and persistent liking for 
manslaughter. 

Some few seem to be born without much innate tendency to crime. 
After all, it is mostly a matter of heredity; these unfortunates are less 
culpable than their neglectful ancestors; and it is a fault that none need 
really blush for in the present. For such as they there still remains the 
example of the turnpike-loving clerk, with all its golden possibilities. 
Denied the great delight of driving a locomotive, or a fire-engine — 
whirled along in a glorious nimbus of smoke-pant, spark-shower, and 
hoarse warning roar — what bliss to the palefaced quilldriver to 
command a penny steamboat between London Bridge and Chelsea! to 
drive a four-horsed Jersey-car to Kew at sixpence a head! Though 
turnpikes be things of the past, there are still tolls to be taken on many a 
pleasant reach of Thames. What happiness in quiet moments to tend the 
lock-keeper’s flower-beds — perhaps make love to his daughter; anon in 


busier times to let the old gates swing, work the groaning winches, and 
hear the water lap and suck and gurgle as it slowly sinks or rises with its 
swaying freight; to dangle legs over the side and greet old acquaintances 
here and there among the parti-coloured wayfarers passing up or down; 
while tobacco palleth not on the longest day, and beer is ever within easy 
reach. The iron tetter that scurfs the face of our island has killed out the 
pleasant life of the road; but many of its best conditions still linger round 
these old toll gates, free from dust and clatter, on the silent liquid 
Highway to the West. 

These for the weaker brethren: but for him who is conscious of the 
Gift, the path is plain. 


Deus Terminus 


The practical Roman, stern constructor of roads and codes, when he 
needs must worship, loved a deity practical as himself; and in his 
parcelling of the known world into plots, saying unto this man, Bide 
here, and to that, Sit you down there, he could scarce fail to evolve the 
god Terminus: visible witness of possession and dominion, type of solid 
facts not to be quibbled away. We Romans of this latter day — so hailed 
by others, or complacently christened by ourselves — are Roman in 
nothing more than in this; and, as much in the less tangible realms of 
thought as in our solid acres, we are fain to set up the statue which shall 
proclaim that so much country is explored, marked out, allotted, and 
done with; that such and such ramblings and excursions are practicable 
and permissible, and all else is exploded, illegal, or absurd. And in this 
way we are left with naught but a vague lingering tradition of the happier 
days before the advent of the ruthless deity. 

The sylvan glories of yonder stretch of woodland renew themselves 
each autumn, regal as ever. It is only the old enchantment that is gone; 
banished by the matter-of-fact deity, who has stolidly settled exactly 
where Lord A.’s shooting ends and Squire B.’s begins. Once, no such 
petty limitations fettered the mind. A step into the woodland was a step 
over the border — the margin of the material; and then, good-bye to the 
modern world of the land-agent and the “Field” advertisement! A 
chiming of little bells over your head, and lo! the peregrine, with eyes 
like jewels, fluttered through the trees, her jesses catching in the boughs. 
’*Twas the favourite of the Princess, the windows of whose father’s castle 
already gleamed through the trees, where honours and favours awaited 
the adventurous. The white doe sprang away through the thicket, her 
snowy flank stained with blood; she made for the enchanted cot, and for 
entrance you too had the pass-word. Did you fail on her traces, nor fox 
nor mole was too busy to spare a moment for friendly advice or 
information. Little hands were stretched to trip you, fairy gibe and 
mockery pelted you from every rabbit-hole; and O what Dryads you have 
kissed among the leaves, in that brief blissful moment ere they hardened 
into tree! ’Tis pity, indeed, that this sort of thing should have been made 
to share the suspicion attaching to the poacher; that the stony stare of the 
boundary god should confront you at the end of every green ride and 
rabbit-run; while the very rabbits themselves are too disgusted with the 


altered circumstances to tarry a moment for so much as to exchange the 
time of day. 

Truly this age is born, like Falstaff, with a white head and something a 
round belly: and will none of your jigs and fantasies. The golden era of 
princesses is past. For your really virtuous ‘prentices there still remain a 
merchant’s daughter or two, and a bottle of port o° Sundays on the 
Clapham mahogany. For the rest of us, one or two decent clubs, and 
plenty of nice roomy lunatic asylums. “Go spin, you jade, go spin!” is 
the one greeting for Imagination. And yet — what a lip the slut has! 
What an ankle! Go to: there’s nobody looking; let us lock the door, pull 
down the blinds, and write us a merry ballad. 

*Tis ungracious, perhaps, to regret what is gone for ever, when so 
much is given in return. A humour we have, that is entirely new; and 
allotments that shall win back Astrea. Our Labor Program stands for 
evidence that the Board School, at least, has done enduring work; and the 
useless race of poets is fast dying out. Though we no longer conjecture 
what song the Sirens sang, or what name Achilles assumed when he hid 
himself among women, yet many a prize (of guineas galore) awaits the 
competitor who will stoop, week by week, to more practical research. 
“Le monde marche,” as Renan hath it, “vers une sorte d’americanisme.... 
Peut-étre la vulgarité générale sera-t-elle un jour la condition du bonheur 
des élus. Nous n’avons pas le droit d’etre fort difficiles.” We will be very 
facile, then, since needs must; remembering the good old proverb that 
“scornful dogs eat dirty puddings.” But, ere we show Terminus the door, 
at least let us fling one stone at the shrieking sulphureous houses of 
damnation erected as temples in his honour, and dignified with his name! 
There, ‘mid clangour, dirt, and pestilence of crowding humanity, the very 
spirit of worry and unrest sits embodied. The old Roman was not such a 
bad fellow. His deity of demarcation at least breathed open air, and knew 
the kindly touch of sun and wind. His simple rites were performed amid 
flowers and under blue sky, by sunny roads or tranquil waters; and on 
this particular altar the sacrifice was ordained to be free from any stain of 
gore. Our hour of sacrifice, alas, has not yet come. When it does — ( et 
haud procul absit!) — let the offering be no bloodless one, but let (for 
choice) a fat and succulent stationmaster smoke and crackle on the altar 
of expiation! 


Of Smoking 


Concerning Cigarette Smoking: It hath been well observed by a certain 
philosopher that this is a practice commendable enough, and pleasant to 
indulge in, “when you’re not smoking”; wherein the whole criticism of 
the cigarette is found, in a little room. Of the same manner of thinking 
was one that I knew, who kept by him an ample case bulging with 
cigarettes, to smoke while he was filling his pipe. Toys they be verily, 
nuge, and shadows of the substance. Serviceable, nevertheless, as 
shadows sometimes be when the substance is temporarily unattainable; 
as between the acts of a play, in the park, or while dressing for dinner: 
that such moments may not be entirely wasted. That cigarette, however, 
which is so prompt to appear after dinner I would reprehend and ban and 
totally abolish: as enemy to that diviner thing before which it should pale 
its ineffectual fires in shame — to wit, good drink, “la dive bouteille”; 
except indeed when the liquor be bad, as is sometimes known to happen. 
Then it may serve in some sort as a sorry consolation. But to leave these 
airy substitutes, and come to smoking. 

It hath been ofttimes debated whether the morning pipe be the 
sweeter, or that first pipe of the evening which “Hesperus, who bringeth 
all good things,” brings to the weary with home and rest. The first is 
smoked on a clearer palate, and comes to unjaded senses like the kiss of 
one’s first love; but lacks that feeling of perfect fruition, of merit 
recompensed and the goal and the garland won, which clings to the 
vesper bowl. Whence it comes that the majority give the palm to the 
latter. To which I intend no slight when I find the incense that arises at 
matins sweeter even than that of evensong. For, although with most of us 
who are labourers in the vineyard, toilers and swinkers, the morning pipe 
is smoked in hurry and fear and a sense of alarums and excursions and 
fleeting trains, yet with all this there are certain halcyon periods sure to 
arrive — Sundays, holidays, and the like — the whole joy and peace of 
which are summed up in that one beatific pipe after breakfast, smoked in 
a careless majesty like that of the gods “when they lie beside their nectar, 
and the clouds are lightly curled.” Then only can we be said really to 
smoke. And so this particular pipe of the day always carries with it festal 
reminiscences: memories of holidays past, hopes for holidays to come; a 
suggestion of sunny lawns and flannels and the ungirt loin; a sense 
withal of something free and stately, as of “faint march-music in the air,” 
or the old Roman cry of “Liberty, freedom, and enfranchisement.” 


If there be any fly in the pipe-smoker’s ointment, it may be said to 
lurk in the matter of “rings.” Only the exceptionally gifted smoker can 
recline in his chair and emit at will the perfect smoke-ring, in 
consummate eddying succession. He of the meaner sort must be content 
if, at rare heaven-sent intervals — while thinking, perhaps, of nothing 
less — there escape from his lips the unpremeditated flawless circle. 
Then “deus fio” he is moved to cry, at that breathless moment when his 
creation hangs solid and complete, ere the particles break away and 
blend with the baser atmosphere. Nay, some will deny to any of us 
terrene smokers the gift of fullest achievement: for what saith the poet of 
the century? “On the earth the broken arcs: in the heaven the perfect 
round!” 

It was well observed by a certain character in one of Wilkie Collins’s 
novels (if an imperfect memory serveth me rightly) that women will take 
pleasure in scents derived from animal emanations, clarified fats, and the 
like; yet do illogically abhor the “clean, dry, vegetable smell” of tobacco. 
Herein the true base of the feminine objection is reached; being, as usual, 
inherent want of logic rather than any distaste, in the absolute, for the 
thing in question. Thinking that they ought to dislike, they do painfully 
cast about for reasons to justify their dislike, when none really exist. As a 
specimen of their so-called arguments, I remember how a certain fair one 
triumphantly pointed out to me that my dog, though loving me well, 
could yet never be brought to like the smell of tobacco. To whom I, who 
respected my dog (as Ben saith of Master Shakespeare) on this side 
idolatry as much as anything, was yet fain to point out — more in sorrow 
than in anger — that a dog, being an animal who delights to pass his 
whole day, from early morn to dewy eve, in shoving his nose into every 
carrion beastliness that he can come across, could hardly be considered 
arbiter elegantiarum in the matter of smells. But indeed I did wrong to 
take such foolish quibbling seriously; nor would I have done so, if she 
hadn’t dragged my poor innocent dog into the discussion. 

Of Smoking in Bed: There be who consider this a depravity — an 
instance of that excess in the practice of a virtue which passes into vice 
— and couple it with dram-drinking: who yet fail to justify themselves 
by argument. For if bed be by common consent the greatest bliss, the 
divinest spot, on earth, “ille terrarum qui preter omnes angulus ridet”; 
and if tobacco be the true Herb of Grace, and a joy and healing balm, and 
respite and nepenthe, — if all this be admitted, why are two things, 
super-excellent separately, noxious in conjunction? And is not the Bed 
Smoker rather an epicure in pleasure — self indulgent perhaps, but still 


the triumphant creator of a new “blend,” reminding one of a certain 
traveller’s account of an intoxicant patronised in the South Sea Islands, 
which combines the blissful effect of getting drunk and remaining sober 
to enjoy it? Yet I shall not insist too much on this point, but would only 
ask — so long as the smoker be unwedded — for some tolerance in the 
matter and a little logic in the discussion thereof. 

Concerning Cigars: That there be large sums given for these is within 
common knowledge. 1 d., 2 d., nay even 4 d., is not too great a price, if a 
man will have of the finest leaf, reckless of expense. In this sort of 
smoking, however, I find more of vainglory and ostentation than solid 
satisfaction; and its votaries would seem to display less a calm, healthy 
affection for tobacco than (as Sir T. Browne hath it) a “passionate 
prodigality.” And, besides grievous wasting of the pocket, atmospheric 
changes, varyings in the crops, and the like, cause uncertainty to cling 
about each individual weed, so that man is always more or less at the 
mercy of Nature and the elements — an unsatisfactory and undignified 
position in these latter days of the Triumphant Democracy. But worst and 
fatallest of all, to every cigar-smoker it is certain to happen that once in 
his life, by some happy combination of time, place, temperament, and 
Nature — by some starry influence, maybe, or freak of the gods in 
mocking sport — once, and once only, he will taste the aroma of the 
perfect leaf at just the perfect point — the ideal cigar. Henceforth his life 
is saddened; as one kissed by a goddess in a dream, he goes thereafter, as 
one might say, in a sort of love-sickness. Seeking he scarce knows what, 
his existence becomes a dissatisfied yearning; the world is spoiled for 
him, its joys are tasteless: so he wanders, vision-haunted, down dreary 
days to some miserable end. 

Yet, if one will walk this path and take the risks, the thing may be 
done at comparatively small expense. To such I would commend the 
Roman motto, slightly altered — Alieni appetens, sui avarus. There be 
always good fellows, with good cigars for their friends. Nay, too, the 
boxes of these lie open; an the good cigar belongs rather to him that can 
appreciate it aright than to the capitalist who, owing to a false social 
system, happens to be its temporary guardian and trustee. Again there is 
a saying — bred first, I think, among the schoolmen at Oxford — that it 
is the duty of a son to live up to his father’s income. Should any young 
man have found this task too hard for him, after the most strenuous and 
single-minded efforts, at least he can resolutely smoke his father’s cigars. 
In the path of duty complete success is not always to be looked for; but 


an approving conscience, the sure reward of honest endeavour, is within 
reach of all. 


An Autumn Encounter 


For yet another mile or two the hot dusty road runs through level fields, 
till it reaches yonder shoulder of the downs, already golden three-parts 
up with ripening corn. Thitherwards lies my inevitable way; and now 
that home is almost in sight it seems hard that the last part of the long 
day’s sweltering and delightful tramp must needs be haunted by that 
hateful speck, black on the effulgence of the slope. Did I not know he 
was only a scarecrow, the thing might be in a way companionable: a 
pleasant suggestive surmise, piquing curiosity, gilding this last weary 
stage with some magic of expectancy. But I passed close by him on my 
way out. Early as I was, he was already up and doing, eager to introduce 
himself. He leered after me as I swung down the road, — mimicked my 
gait, as it seemed, in a most uncalled-for way; and when I looked back, 
he was blowing derisive kisses of farewell with his empty sleeve. 

I had succeeded, however, in shaking off the recollection between the 
morning’s start and now; so it was annoying that he should force himself 
on me, just when there was no getting rid of him. At this distance, 
however, he might be anything. An indeterminate blot, it seems to waver, 
to falter, to come and vanish again in the quivering, heated air. Even so, 
in the old time, leaning on that familiar gate — are the tell-tale inwoven 
initials still decipherable? — I used to watch Her pacing demurely 
towards me through the corn. It was ridiculous, it was fatuous, under all 
the circumstances it was monstrous, and yet{...}! We were both under 
twenty, so She was She, and I was I, and there were only we three the 
wide world over, she and I and the unbetraying gate. Porta eburnea! 
False visions alone sped through you, though Cupid was wont to light on 
your topmost bar, and preen his glowing plumes. And to think that I 
should see her once more, coming down the path as if not a day had 
passed, hesitating as of old, and then — but surely her ankles seem — 
Confound that scarecrow!... 

His sex is by this time painfully evident; also his condition in life, 
which is as of one looking back on better days. And now he is upon a 
new tack. Though here on the level it is still sultry and airless, an 
evening breeze is playing briskly along the slope where he stands, and 
one sleeve saws the air violently; the other is pointed stiffly 
heavenwards. It is all plain enough, my poor friend! The sins of the 
world are a heavy burden and a grievous unto you. You have a mission, 
you must testify; it will forth, in season and out of season. For man, he 


wakes and sleeps and sins betimes: but crows sin steadily, without any 
cessation. And this unhappy state of things is your own particular 
business. Even at this distance I seem to hear you rasping it: “Salvation, 
damnation, damnation, salvation!” And the jolly earth smiles in the 
perfect evenglow, and the corn ripples and laughs all round you, and one 
young rook (only fledged this year, too!), after an excellent simulation of 
prostrate, heart-broken penitence, soars joyously away, to make love to 
his neighbour’s wife. “Salvation, damnation, damn—” A shifty wriggle 
of the road, and he is transformed once more. Flung back in an ecstasy of 
laughter, holding his lean sides, his whole form writhes with the chuckle 
and gurgle of merriment. Ho, ho! what a joke it was! How I took you all 
in! Even the rooks! What a joke is everything, to be sure! 

Truly, I shall be glad to get quit of this heartless mummer. Fortunately 
I shall soon be past him. And now, behold! the old dog waxes amorous. 
Mincing, mowing, empty sleeve on hollow breast, he would fain pose as 
the most irresistible old hypocrite that ever paced a metropolitan kerb. 
“Love, you young dogs,” he seems to croak, “Love is the one thing 
worth living for! Enjoy your present, rooks and all, as I do!” Why, 
indeed, should he alone be insensible to the golden influence of the hour? 
More than one supple waist (alas! for universal masculine frailty!) has 
been circled by that tattered sleeve in days gone by; a throbbing heart 
once beat where sodden straw now fails to give a manly curve to the 
chest. Why should the coat survive, and not a particle of the passion that 
inspired it long ago? 

At last I confront him, face to face: and the villain grins recognition, 
completely unabashed. Nay, he cocks his eye with a significant glance 
under the slouch of his shapeless hat, and his arm points persistently and 
with intelligence up the road. My good fellow, I know the way to the 
Dog and Duck as well as you do: I was going there anyhow, without your 
officious interference — and the beer, as you justly remark, is 
unimpeachable. But was this really all you’ve been trying to say to me, 
this last half-hour? Well, well! 


The White Poppy 


A riot of scarlet on gold, the red poppy of our native fields tosses heavy 
tresses with gipsy abandon; her sister of the sea-shore is golden, a 
yellow blossom that loves the keen salt savour of the spray. Of another 
hue is the poppy of history, of romance, of the muse. White as the stark 
death-shroud, pallid as the cheeks of that queen of a silent land whose 
temples she languorously crowns, ghost-like beside her fuller-blooded 
kin, she droops dream-laden, Papaver somniferum, the poppy of the 
magic juice of oblivion. In the royal plenitude of summer, the scarlet 
blooms will sometimes seem but a red cry from earth in memory of the 
many dews of battle that have drenched these acres in years gone by, for 
little end but that these same “bubbles of blood” might glow to-day; the 
yellow flower does but hint of the gold that has dashed a thousand 
wrecks at her feet around these shores: for happier suggestion we must 
turn to her of the pallid petals, our white Lady of Consolation. Fitting 
hue to typify the crowning blessing of forgetfulness! Too often the sable 
robes of night dissemble sleeplessness, remorse, regret, self-questioning. 
Let black, then, rather stand for hideous memory: white for blessed blank 
oblivion, happiest gift of the gods! For who, indeed, can say that the 
record of his life is not crowded with failure and mistake, stained with its 
petty cruelties of youth, its meannesses and follies of later years, all 
which storm and clamour incessantly at the gates of memory, refusing to 
be shut out? Leave us alone, O gods, to remember our felicities, our 
successes: only aid us, ye who recall no gifts, aptly and discreetly to 
forget. 

Discreetly, we say; for it is a tactful forgetfulness that makes for 
happiness. In the minor matter, for instance, of small money obligations, 
that shortness of memory which the school of Professors Panurge and 
Falstaff rashly praises, may often betray into some unfortunate allusion 
or reference to the subject which shall pain the delicate feelings of the 
obliger; or, if he be of coarser clay, shall lead him in his anger to express 
himself with unseemliness, and thereby to do violence to his mental 
tranquillity, in which alone, as Marcus Aurelius teacheth, lieth the 
perfection of moral character. This is to be a stumbling-block and an 
offence against the brethren. It is better to keep just memory enough to 
avoid such hidden rocks and shoals; in which thing Mr Swiveller is our 
great exemplar, whose mental map of London was a chart wherein every 
creditor was carefully “buoyed.” 


The wise man prays, we are told, for a good digestion: let us add to 
the prayer — and a bad memory. Truly we are sometimes tempted to 
think that we are the only ones cursed with this corroding canker. Our 
friends, we can swear, have all, without exception, atrocious memories; 
why is ours alone so hideously vital? Yet this isolation must be 
imaginary; for even as we engage in this selfish moan for help in our 
own petty case, we are moved to add a word for certain others who, 
meaning no ill, unthinkingly go about to add to humanity’s already heavy 
load of suffering. How much needless misery is caused in this world by 
the reckless “recollections” of dramatic and other celebrities? You gods, 
in lending ear to our prayer, remember too, above all other sorts and 
conditions of men, these our poor erring brothers and sisters, the 
sometime sommités of Mummerdom! 

Moments there are, it is true, when this traitor spirit tricks you: when 
some subtle scent, some broken notes of an old song, nay, even some 
touch of a fresher air on your cheeks at night — a breath of “le vent qui 
vient a travers la montagne” — have power to ravish, to catch you back 
to the blissful days when you trod the one authentic Paradise. Moments 
only, alas! Then the evil crowd rushes in again, howls in the sacred 
grove, tramples down and defiles the happy garden; and once more you 
cry to Our Lady of Sleep, crowned of the white poppy. And you envy 
your dog who, for full discharge of a present benefaction having wagged 
you a hearty, expressive tail, will then pursue it gently round the hearth- 
rug till, in restful coil, he reaches it at last, and oblivion with it; every 
one of his half-dozen diurnal sleeps being in truth a royal amnesty. 

But whose the hand that shall reach us the herb of healing? Perdita 
blesses every guest at the shearing with a handful of blossom; but this 
gift is not to be asked of her whose best wish to her friends is “grace and 
remembrance.” The fair Ophelia, rather: nay, for as a nursling she hugs 
her grief, and for her the memory of the past is a “sorrow’s crown of 
sorrow.” What flowers are these her pale hand offers? “There’s pansies, 
that’s for thoughts!” For me rather, O dear Ophelia, the white poppy of 
forgetfulness. 


A Bohemian in Exile 


A Reminiscence 


When, many years ago now, the once potent and extensive kingdom of 
Bohemia gradually dissolved and passed away, not a few historians were 
found to chronicle its past glories; and some have gone on to tell the fate 
of this or that once powerful chieftain who either donned the swallow- 
tail and conformed or, proudly self-exiled, sought some quiet retreat and 
died as he had lived, a Bohemian. But these were of the princes of the 
land. To the people, the villeins, the common rank and file, does no 
interest attach? Did they waste and pine, anemic, in thin, strange, 
unwonted air? Or sit at the table of the scornful and learn, with Dante, 
how salt was alien bread? It is of one of those faithful commons I would 
speak, narrating only “the short and simple annals of the poor.” 

It is to be noted that the kingdom aforesaid was not so much a 
kingdom as a United States — a collection of self-ruling guilds, 
municipalities, or republics, bound together by a common method of 
viewing life. “There once was a king of Bohemia” — but that was a long 
time ago, and even Corporal Trim was not certain in whose reign it was. 
These small free States, then, broke up gradually, from various causes 
and with varying speed; and I think ours was one of the last to go. 

With us, as with many others, it was a case of lost leaders. “Just for a 
handful of silver he left us”; though it was not exactly that, but rather 
that, having got the handful of silver, they wanted a wider horizon to 
fling it about under than Bloomsbury afforded. 

So they left us for their pleasure; and in due time, one by one — 

But I will not be morose about them; they had honestly earned their 
success, and we all honestly rejoiced at it, and do so still. 

When old Pan was dead and Apollo’s bow broken, there were many 
faithful pagans who would worship at no new shrines, but went out to the 
hills and caves, truer to the old gods in their discrowned desolation than 
in their pomp and power. Even so were we left behind, a remnant of the 
faithful. We had never expected to become great in art or song; it was the 
life itself that we loved; that was our end — not, as with them, the means 
to an end. 


We aimed at no glory, no lovers of glory we; 
Give us the glory of going on and still to be. 


Unfortunately, going on was no longer possible; the old order had 
changed, and we could only patch up our broken lives as best might be. 

Fothergill said that he, for one, would have no more of it. The past 
was dead, and he wasn’t going to try to revive it. Henceforth he, too, 
would be dead to Bloomsbury. Our forefathers, speaking of a man’s 
death, said “he changed his life.” This is how Fothergill changed his life 
and died to Bloomsbury. One morning he made his way to the 
Whitechapel Road, and there he bought a barrow. The Whitechapel 
barrows are of all sizes, from the barrow wheeled about by a boy with 
half a dozen heads of cabbages to barrows drawn by a tall pony, such as 
on Sundays take the members of a club to Epping Forest. They are all 
precisely the same in plan and construction, only in the larger sizes the 
handles develop or evolve into shafts; and they are equally suitable, 
according to size, for the vending of whelks, for a hot-potato can, a piano 
organ, or for the conveyance of a cheery and numerous party to the 
Derby. Fothergill bought a medium sized “developed” one, and also a 
donkey to fit; he had it painted white, picked out with green — the 
barrow, not the donkey — and when his arrangements were complete, 
stabled the whole for the night in Bloomsbury. The following morning, 
before the early red had quite faded from the sky, the exodus took place, 
those of us who were left being assembled to drink a parting whisky-and- 
milk in sad and solemn silence. Fothergill turned down Oxford Street, 
sitting on the shaft with a short clay in his mouth, and disappeared from 
our sight, heading west at a leisurely pace. So he passed out of our lives 
by way of the Bayswater Road. 

They must have wandered far and seen many things, he and his 
donkey, from the fitful fragments of news that now and again reached us. 
It seems that eventually, his style of living being economical, he was 
enabled to put down his donkey and barrow, and set up a cart and a mare 
— no fashionable gipsy-cart, a sort of houseboat on wheels, but a light 
and serviceable cart, with a moveable tilt, constructed on his own 
designs. This allowed him to take along with him a few canvases and 
other artists’ materials; soda-water, whisky, and such like necessaries; 
and even to ask a friend from town for a day or two, if he wanted to. 

He was in this state of comparative luxury when at last, by the merest 
accident, I foregathered with him once more. I had pulled up to Streatley 
one afternoon, and, leaving my boat, had gone for a long ramble on the 
glorious North Berkshire Downs to stretch my legs before dinner. 
Somewhere over on Cuckhamsley Hill, by the side of the Ridgeway, 
remote from the habitable world, I found him, smoking his vesper pipe 


on the shaft of his cart, the mare cropping the short grass beside him. He 
greeted me without surprise or effusion, as if we had only parted 
yesterday, and without a hint of an allusion to past times, but drifted 
quietly into rambling talk of his last three years, and, without ever telling 
his story right out, left a strange picturesque impression of a nomadic life 
which struck one as separated by fifty years from modern conventional 
existence. The old road-life still lingered on in places, it seemed, once 
one got well away from the railway: there were two Englands existing 
together, the one fringing the great iron highways wherever they might 
go — the England under the eyes of most of us. The other, unguessed at 
by many, in whatever places were still vacant of shriek and rattle, 
drowsed on as of old: the England of heath and common and windy 
sheep down, of by-lanes and village-greens — the England of Parson 
Adams and Lavengro. The spell of the free untrammelled life came over 
me as I listened, till I was fain to accept of his hospitality and a horse- 
blanket for the night, oblivious of civilised comforts down at the Bull. 
On the downs where Alfred fought we lay and smoked, gazing up at the 
quiet stars that had shone on many a Dane lying stark and still a thousand 
years ago; and in the silence of the lone tract that enfolded us we seemed 
nearer to those old times than to these I had left that afternoon, in the 
now hushed and sleeping valley of the Thames. 

When the news reached me, some time later, that Fothergill’s aunt had 
died and left him her house near town and the little all she had possessed, 
I heard it with misgivings, not to say forebodings. For the house had 
been his grandfather’s, and he had spent much of his boyhood there; it 
had been a dream of his early days to possess it in some happy future, 
and I knew he could never bear to sell or let it. On the other hand, can 
you stall the wild ass of the desert? And will not the caged eagle mope 
and pine? 

However, possession was entered into, and all seemed to go well for 
the time. The cart was honourably installed in the coach-house, the mare 
turned out to grass. Fothergill lived idly and happily, to all seeming, with 
“a book of verses underneath the bough,” and a bottle of old claret for 
the friend who might chance to drop in. But as the year wore on small 
signs began to appear that he who had always “rather hear the lark sing 
than the mouse squeak” was beginning to feel himself caged, though his 
bars were gilded. 

I was talking one day to his coachman (he now kept three men- 
servants), and he told me that of a Sunday morning when the household 
had gone to church and everything was quiet, Mr Fothergill would go 


into the coach-house and light his pipe, and sit on the step of the 
brougham (he had a brougham now), and gaze at the old cart, and smoke 
and say nothing; and smoke and say nothing again. He didn’t like it, the 
coachman confessed; and to me it seemed ominous. 

One morning late in March, at the end of a long hard winter, I was 
wakened by a flood of sunshine. The early air came warm and soft 
through the open window; the first magic suggestion of spring was 
abroad, with its whispered hints of daffodils and budding hawthorns; and 
one’s blood danced to imagined pipings of Pan from happy fields far 
distant. At once I thought of Fothergill, and, with a certain foreboding of 
ill, made my way down to Holly Lodge as soon as possible. It was with 
no surprise at all that I heard that the master was missing. In the very 
first of the morning, it seemed, or ever the earliest under-housemaid had 
begun to set man-traps on the stairs and along the passages, he must have 
quietly left the house. The servants were cheerful enough, nevertheless, 
and thought the master must only have “gone for a nice long walk,” and 
so on, after the manner of their kind. Without a word I turned my steps to 
the coach-house. Sure enough, the old cart was missing; the mare was 
gone from the paddock. It was no good my saying anything; pursuit of 
this wild haunter of tracks and by-paths would have been futile indeed. 
So I kept my own counsel. Fothergill never returned to Holly Lodge, and 
has been more secret and evasive since his last flight, rarely venturing on 
old camping grounds near home, like to a bird scared by the fowler’s 
gun. 

Once indeed, since then, while engaged in pursuit of the shy quarry 
known as the Early Perp., late Dec., E. Eng., and the like, specimens of 
which I was tracking down in the west, I hit upon him by accident; 
hearing in an old village rumours concerning a strange man in a cart who 
neither carried samples nor pushed the brewing interest by other means 
than average personal consumption — tales already beginning to be 
distorted into material for the myth of the future. I found him friendly as 
ever, equally ready to spin his yarns. As the evening wore on, I ventured 
upon an allusion to past times and Holly Lodge; but his air of puzzled 
politeness convinced me that the whole thing had passed out of his mind, 
as a Slight but disagreeable incident in the even tenor of his nomadic 
existence. 

After all, his gains may have outbalanced his losses. Had he cared, he 
might, with his conversational gifts, have been a social success; certainly, 
I think, an artistic one. He had great powers, had any impulse been 
present to urge him to execution and achievement. But he was for none 


of these things. Contemplative, receptive, with a keen sense of certain 
sub-tones and side aspects of life unseen by most, he doubtless chose 
wisely to enjoy life his own way, and to gather from the fleeting days 
what bliss they had to give, nor spend them in toiling for a harvest to be 
reaped when he was dust. 


Some for the glories of this life, and some 
Sigh for the Prophet’s Paradise to come: 
Ah, take the cash and let the credit go, 
Nor heed the rumble of a distant drum. 


Justifiable Homicide 


This is a remedial age, an age of keys for all manner of locks; so he 
cannot be said to ask too much who seeks for exact information as to 
how a young man ought, in justice to himself and to society, to deal with 
his relations. During his minority he has lain entirely at their mercy: has 
been their butt, their martyr, their drudge, their corpus vile. Possessing 
all the sinews of war, this stiff-necked tribe has consistently refused to 
“part”: even for the provision of those luxuries so much more necessary 
than necessities. Its members have crammed their victim full of precepts, 
rules of conduct, moral maxims, and most miscellaneous counsel: all 
which he intuitively suspected at the time, and has ascertained by 
subsequent experience, to be utterly worthless. Now, when their hour has 
come, when the tocsin has sounded at last, and the Gaul is at the gate, 
they still appear to think that the old condition of things is to go on; 
unconscious, apparently, of atonement due, of retribution to be exacted, 
of wrongs to be avenged and of insults to be wiped away! 

Over the north-west frontier, where the writ of the English Raj runs 
not, the artless Afghan is happy in a code that fully provides for relatives 
who neglect or misunderstand their obligations. An Afghan it was who 
found himself compelled to reprove an uncle with an unfortunate habit of 
squandering the family estate. An excellent relative, this uncle, in all 
other respects. As a liar, he had few equals; he robbed with taste and 
discretion; and his murders were all imbued with true artistic feeling. He 
might have lived to a green old age of spotless respectability but for his 
one little failing. As it was, justice had to be done, ruat celum: and so it 
came about that one day the nephew issued forth to correct him with a 
matchlock. The innocent old man was cultivating his paternal acres; so 
the nephew was able, unperceived, to get a steady sight on him. His 
finger was on the trigger, when suddenly there slipped into his mind the 
divine precept: “Allah is merciful!” He lowered his piece, and remained 
for a little plunged in thought; meanwhile the unconscious uncle hoed his 
paddy. Then with a happy smile he took aim once more, for there also 
occurred to him the precept equally divine: “But Allah is also just.” With 
an easy conscience he let fly, and behold! there was an uncle the more in 
Paradise. 

It was probably some little affair of a similar quality that constrained a 
recruit in a regiment stationed at Peshawur to apply for leave of absence: 
in order to attend to family matters of importance. The Colonel knew it 


was small use refusing the leave, as in that case his recruit would 
promptly desert; so he could only ask, how long was the transaction like 
to take? It was told him, after consideration, that, allowing for all 
possible difficulties and delays, a month would meet the necessities of 
the case; and on that understanding he allowed his man to depart. At the 
end of the month he reappeared on duty, a subdued but mellow cheer 
shining through his wonted impassiveness. His Colonel ventured to 
inquire of him, in a general way, if the business in question were 
satisfactorily concluded. And he replied: “I got him from behind a rock.” 

There are practical difficulties in the way of the adoption of such 
methods at home. We must be content to envy, without imitating, these 
free and happy sons of the hills. And yet a few of the old school are left 
us still: averse from change, mistrustful of progress, sticking steadily to 
the good old-fashioned dagger and bowl. I had a friend who disposed of 
a relative every spring. Uncles were his special line — (he had suffered 
much from their tribe, having been early left an orphan) — though he 
had dabbled in aunts, and in his hot youth, when he was getting his hand 
in, he had even dallied with a grand-parent or two. But it was in uncles 
he excelled. He possessed (at the beginning of his career) a large number 
of these connections, and pursuit of them, from the mere sordid point of 
view of £ s. d., proved lucrative. But he always protested (and I believed 
him) that gain with him was a secondary consideration. It would hardly 
be in the public interest to disclose his modus operandi. I shall only 
remark that he was one of the first to realise the security and immunity 
afforded the artist by the conditions of modern London. Hence it 
happened that he usually practised in town, but spent his vacations at the 
country houses of such relations as were still spared him, where he was 
always the life and soul of the place. Unfortunately he is no longer with 
us, to assist in the revision of this article: nor was it permitted me to 
soothe his last moments. The presiding Sheriff was one of those new- 
fangled officials who insist on the exclusion of the public, and he 
declined to admit me either in the capacity of a personal connection or, 
though I tried my hardest, as the representative of “The National 
Observer.” It only remains to be said of my much-tried and still lamented 
friend, that he left few relatives to mourn his untimely end. 

But our reluctant feet must needs keep step with the imperious march 
of Time, and my poor friend’s Art (as himself in later years would 
sorrowfully admit) is now almost as extinct as the glass-staining of old, 
or “Robbia’s craft so apt and strange”; while our thin-blooded youth, too 
nice for the joyous old methods, are content to find sweetest revenge in 


severely dropping their relations. This is indeed a most effective 
position: it exasperates, while it is unassailable. And yet there remains a 
higher course, a nobler task. Not mere forgiveness: it is simple duty to 
forgive — even one’s guardians. No young man of earnest aspirations 
will be content to stop there. Nay: lead them on, these lost ones, by the 
hand; conduct them “generously and gently, and with linking of the 
arm”; educate them, eradicate their false ideals, dispel their foolish 
prejudices; be to their faults a little blind and to their virtues very kind: in 
fine, realise that you have a mission — that these wretches are not here 
for nothing. The task will seem hard at first; but only those who have 
tried can know how much may be done by assiduous and kindly effort 
towards the chastening — ay! the final redemption even! — of the most 
hopeless and pig-headed of uncles. 


The Fairy Wicket 


From digging in the sandy, over-triturated soil of times historical, all 
dotted with date and number and sign, how exquisite the relief in turning 
to the dear days outside history — yet not so very far off neither for us 
nurslings of the northern sun — when kindly beasts would loiter to give 
counsel by the wayside, and a fortunate encounter with one of the Good 
People was a surer path to Fortune and the Bride than the best-worn stool 
that ever proved step-ladder to aspiring youth. For then the Fairy Wicket 
stood everywhere ajar — everywhere and to each and all. “Open, open, 
green hill!” — you needed no more recondite sesame than that: and, 
whoever you were, you might have a glimpse of the elfin dancers in the 
hall that is litten within by neither sun nor moon; or catch at the white 
horse’s bridle as the Fairy Prince rode through. It has been closed now 
this many a year (the fairies, always strong in the field, are excellent 
wicket-keepers); and if it open at all, ’tis but for a moment’s mockery of 
the material generation that so deliberately turned its back on the gap 
into Elf-Land — that first stage to the Beyond. 

It was a wanton trick, though, that these folk of malice used to play on 
a small school-boy, new kicked out of his nest into the draughty, 
uncomfortable outer world, his unfledged skin still craving the feathers 
whereinto he was wont to nestle. The barrack-like school, the arid, 
cheerless class-rooms, drove him to Nature for redress; and, under an 
alien sky, he would go forth and wander along the iron road by impassive 
fields, so like yet so unlike those hitherto a part of him and responding to 
his every mood. And to him, thus loitering with overladen heart, there 
would come suddenly a touch of warmth, of strange surprise. The turn of 
the road just ahead — that, sure, is not all unfamiliar? That row of elms 
— it cannot entirely be accident that they range just so? And, if not 
accident, then round the bend will come the old duck-pond, the shoulder 
of the barn will top it, a few yards on will be the gate — it swings-to 
with its familiar click — the dogs race down the avenue — and then — 
and then! It is all wildly fanciful; and yet, though knowing not Tertullian, 
a “credo quia impossibile” is on his tongue as he quickens his pace — 
for what else can he do? A step, and the spell is shattered — all is cruel 
and alien once more; while every copse and hedge-row seems a-tinkle 
with faint elfish laughter. The Fairies have had their joke: they have 
opened the wicket one of their own hand’s-breadths, and shut it in their 
victim’s face. When next that victim catches a fairy, he purposes to tie up 


the brat in sight of his own green hill, and set him to draw up a practical 
scheme for Village Councils. 

One of the many women I ever really loved, fair in the fearless old 
fashion, was used to sing, in the blithe, unfettered accent of the people: 
“Pd like to be a fairy, And dance upon my toes, I’d like to be a fairy, 
And wear short close!” And in later life it is to her sex that the wee (but 
very wise) folk sometimes delegate their power of torment. Such 
understudies are found to play the part exceeding well; and many a time 
the infatuated youth believes he sees in the depth of one sole pair of eyes 
— blue, brown, or green (the fairy colour) — the authentic fairy wicket 
Standing ajar: many a time must he hear the quaint old formula, “I’m 
sure, if I’ve ever done anything to lead you to think,” etc (runs it not 
so?), ere he shall realise that here is the gate upon no magic pleasance 
but on a cheap suburban villa, banging behind the wrathful rate-collector 
or hurled open to speed the pallid householder to the Registrar’s Office. 
In still grosser habitations, too, they lurk, do the People of Mischief, 
ready to frolic out on the unsuspecting one: as in the case, which still 
haunts my memory, of a certain bottle of an historic Chateau-Yquem, 
hued like Venetian glass, odorous as a garden in June. Forth from out the 
faint perfume of this haunted drink there danced a bevy from Old France, 
clad in the fashion of Louis-Quinze, peach-coloured knots of ribbon 
bedizening apple-green velvets, as they moved in stately wise among the 
roses of the old garden, to the quaint music — Rameau, was it? — of a 
fairy cornemuse, while fairy Watteaus, Fragonards, Lancrets, sat and 
painted them. Alas! too shallow the bottle, too brief the brawls: not to be 
recalled by any quantity of Green Chartreuse. 


Aboard the Galley 


He was cruising in the Southern Seas (was the Ulysses who told me this 
tale), when there bore down upon him a marvellous strange fleet, whose 
like he had not before seen. For each little craft was a corpse, stiffly 
“marlined,” or bound about with tarred rope, as mariners do use to treat 
plug tobacco: also ballasted, and with a fair mast and sail stepped 
through his midriff. These self-sufficing ships knew no divided authority: 
no pilot ever took the helm from the captain’s hands; no mutines lay in 
bilboes, no passengers complained of the provisions. In a certain island 
to windward (the native pilot explained) it was the practice, when a man 
died, to bury him for the time being in dry, desiccating sand, till a chief 
should pass from his people, when the waiting bodies were brought out 
and, caulked and rigged secumdum artem, were launched with the first 
fair breeze, the admiral at their head, on their voyage to the Blessed 
Islands. And if a chief should die, and the sand should hold no store of 
corpses for his escort, this simple practical folk would solve the little 
difficulty by knocking some dozen or twenty stout fellows on the head, 
that the notable might voyage like a gentleman. Whence this gallant little 
company, running before the breeze, stark, happy, and extinct, all bound 
for the Isles of Light! ’Twas a sight to shame us sitters at home, who 
believe in those Islands, most of us, even as they, yet are content to 
trundle City-wards or to Margate, so long as the sorry breath is in us; 
and, breathless at last, to Bow or Kensal Green; without one effort, dead 
or alive, to reach the far-shining Hesperides. 

“Dans la galére, capitane, nous étions quatre-vingt rameurs!” sang the 
oarsmen in the ballad; and they, though indeed they toiled on the galley- 
bench, were free and happy pirates, members of an honoured and liberal 
profession. But all we — pirates, parsons, stockbrokers, whatever our 
calling — are but galley-slaves of the basest sort, fettered to the oar each 
for his little spell. A common misery links us all, like the chain that runs 
the length of the thwarts. Can nothing make it worth our while not to 
quarrel with our fellows? The menace of the storms is for each one and 
for all: the master’s whip has a fine impartiality. Crack! the lash that 
scored my comrade’s back has flicked my withers too; yet neither of us 
was shirking — it was that grinning ruffian in front. Well: to-morrow, 
God willing, the evasion shall be ours, while he writhes howling. But 
why do we never once combine — seize on the ship, fling our masters 
into the sea, and steer for some pleasant isle far down under the Line, 


beyond the still-vexed Bermoothes? When ho for feasting! Hey for 
tobacco and free-quarters! But no: the days pass, and are reckoned up, 
and done with; and ever more pressing cares engage. Those fellows on 
the leeward benches are having an easier time than we poor dogs on the 
weather side? Then, let us abuse, pelt, vilify then: let us steal their grub, 
and have at them generally for a set of shirking, malingering brutes! 
What matter that to-morrow they may be to windward, we to lee? We 
never can look ahead. And they know this well, the gods our masters, 
pliers of the whip. And mayhap we like them none the worse for it. 

Indeed, there is a traitor sort among ourselves, that spins facile 
phrases in the honour of these whipmasters of ours — as “omnes eodem 
cogimur,” and the rest; which is all very pretty and mighty consoling. 
The fact is, the poets are the only people who score by the present 
arrangement; which it is therefore their interest to maintain. While we 
are doing all the work, these incorrigible skulkers lounge about and make 
ribald remarks; they write Greek tragedies on Fate, on the sublimity of 
Suffering, on the Petty Span, and so on; and act in a generally offensive 
way. And we are even weak enough to buy their books; offer them 
drinks, peerages, and things; and say what superlative fellows they are! 
But when the long-looked-for combination comes, and we poor devils 
have risen and abolished fate, destiny, the Olympian Council, early 
baldness, and the like, these poets will really have to go. 

And when every rhymester has walked the plank, shall we still put up 
with our relations? True members of the “stupid party,” who never 
believe in us, who know (and never forget) the follies of our 
adolescence; who are always wanting us not to do things; who are lavish 
of advice, yet angered by the faintest suggestion of a small advance in 
cash: shall the idle singers perish and these endure? No: as soon as the 
last poet has splashed over the side, to the sharks with our relations! 

The old barkey is lightening famously: who shall be next to go? The 
Sportsman of intolerable yarns: who slays twice over — first, his game, 
and then the miserable being he button-holes for the tedious recital. Shall 
we suffer him longer? Who else? Who is that cowering under the 
bulwarks yonder? The man who thinks he can imitate the Scottish 
accent! Splash! And the next one? What a crowd is here! How they block 
the hatchways, lumber the deck, and get between you and the purser’s 
room — these fadmongers, teetotallers, missionaries of divers isms! 
Overboard with them, and hey for the Fortunate Isles! Then for tobacco 
in a hammock ‘twixt the palms! Then for wine cooled in a brooklet 
losing itself in silver sands! Then for — but O these bilboes on our 


ankles, how mercilessly they grip! The vertical sun blisters the bare 
back: faint echoes of Olympian laughter seem to flicker like Northern 
Lights across the stark and pitiless sky. One earnest effort would do it, 
my brothers! A little modesty, a short sinking of private differences; and 
then we should all be free and equal gentlemen of fortune, and I would 
be your Captain! “Who? you? you would make a pretty Captain!” Better 
than you, you scurvy, skulking, little galley-slave! “Galley-slave 
yourself, and be — Pull together, boys, and lie low! Here’s the Master 
coming with his whip!” 


The Lost Centaur 


It is somewhere set down (or does the legend only exist in the great 
volume of ought-to-be-writ?) that the young Achilles, nurtured from 
babyhood by the wise and kindly Cheiron, accustomed to reverence an 
ideal of human skill and wisdom blent with all that was best and noblest 
of animal instinct, strength and swiftness, found poor humanity sadly to 
miss, when at last the was sent forth among his pottering little two- 
legged peers. Himself alone he had hitherto fancied to be the maimed 
one, the incomplete; he looked to find the lords of earth even such as 
these Centaurs; wise and magnanimous atop: below, shod with the 
lightning, winged with the wind, terrible in the potentiality of the armed 
heel. Instead of which — ! How fallen was his first fair hope of the 
world! And even when reconciled at last to the dynasty of the forked 
radish, after he had seen its quality tested round the clangorous walls of 
Troy — some touch of an imperial disdain ever lingered in his mind for 
these feeble folk who could contentedly hail him — him, who had 
known Cheiron! — as hero and lord! 

Achilles has passed, with the Centaurs and Troy; but the feeling 
lingers. 

Of strange and divers strands is twisted the mysterious cord that, 
reaching back “through spaces out of space and timeless time,” 
somewhere joins us to the Brute; a twine of mingled yarn, not utterly 
base. As we grow from our animal infancy, and the threads snap one by 
one at each gallant wing-stroke of a soul poising for flight into 
Empyrean, we are yet conscious of a loss for every gain, we have some 
forlorn sense of a vanished heritage. Willing enough are we to “let the 
ape and tiger die”; but the pleasant cousins dissembled in hide and fur 
and feather are not all tigers and apes: which last vile folk, indeed, exist 
for us only in picture-books, and chiefly offend by always carrying the 
Sunday School ensign of a Moral at their tails. Others — happily of less 
didactic dispositions — there be; and it is to these unaffected, careless 
companions that the sensible child is wont to devote himself; leaving 
severely alone the stiff, tame creatures claiming to be of closer kin. And 
yet these playmates, while cheerfully admitting him of their fellowship, 
make him feel his inferiority at every point. Vainly, his snub nose 
projected earthwards, he essays to sniff it with the terrier who (as 
becomes the nobler animal) is leading in the chase; and he is ready to 
weep as he realises his loss. And the rest of the Free Company, — the 


pony, the cows, the great cart-horses, — are ever shaming him by their 
unboastful exercise of some enviable and unattainable attribute. Even the 
friendly pig, who (did but parents permit) should eat of his bread and 
drink of his cup, and be unto him as a brother, — which among all these 
unhappy bifurcations, so cheery, so unambitious, so purely contented, so 
apt to be the guide, philosopher, and friend of boyhood as he? What 
wonder that at times, when the neophyte in life begins to realise that all 
these desirable accomplishments have had to be surrendered one by one 
in the process of developing a Mind, the course of fitting out a Lord of 
Creation, he is wont — not knowing the extent of the kingdom to which 
he is heir — to feel a little discontented? 

Ere now this ill-humour, taking root in a nature wherein the animal is 
already ascendant, has led by downward paths to the Goat-Foot, in 
whom the submerged human system peeps out but fitfully, at exalted 
moments. He, the peevish and irascible, shy of trodden ways and pretty 
domesticities, is linked to us by little but his love of melody; but for 
which saving grace, the hair would soon creep up from thigh to horn of 
him. At times he will still do us a friendly turn: will lend a helping hand 
to poor little Psyche, wilfully seeking her own salvation; will stand 
shoulder to shoulder with us on Marathon plain. But in the main his 
sympathies are first for the beast: to which his horns are never horrific, 
but, with his hairy pelt, ever natural and familiar, and his voice (with its 
talk of help and healing) not harsh nor dissonant, but voice of very 
brother as well as very god. 

And this declension — for declension it is, though we achieve all the 
confidences of Melampus, and even master with him the pleasant argot 
of the woods — may still be ours if we suffer what lives in us of our 
primal cousins to draw us down. On the other hand, let soul inform and 
irradiate body as it may, the threads are utterly shorn asunder never: nor 
is man, the complete, the self-contained, permitted to cut himself wholly 
adrift from these his poor relations. The mute and stunted human embryo 
that gazes appealingly from out the depths of their eyes must ever remind 
him of a kinship once (possibly) closer. Nay, at times, it must even seem 
to whelm him in reproach. As thus: “Was it really necessary, after all, 
that we two should part company so early? May you not have taken a 
wrong turning somewhere, in your long race after your so-called 
progress, after the perfection of this be-lauded species of yours? A 
turning whose due avoidance might perhaps have resulted in no such 
lamentable cleavage as is here, but in some perfect embodiment of the 
dual nature: as who should say a being with the nobilities of both of us, 


the basenesses of neither? So might you, more fortunately guided, have 
been led at last up the green sides of Pelion, to the ancestral, the 
primeval, Centaur still waiting majestic on the summit!” It is even so. 
Perhaps this thing might once have been, O cousin outcast and 
estranged! But the opportunity was long since lost. Henceforth, two ways 
for us for ever! 


Orion 


The moonless night has a touch of frost, and is steely-clear. High and 
dominant amidst the Populations of the Sky, the restless and the steadfast 
alike, hangs the great Plough, lit with a hard radiance as of the polished 
and shining share. And yonder, low on the horizon, but half resurgent as 
yet, crouches the magnificent hunter: watchful, seemingly, and 
expectant: with some hint of menace in his port. 

Yet should his game be up, you would think by now. Many a century 
has passed since the plough first sped a conqueror east and west, clearing 
forest and draining fen; policing the valleys with barbed-wires and 
Sunday schools, with the chains that are forged of peace, the irking 
fetters of plenty: driving also the whole lot of us, these to sweat at its tail, 
those to plod with the patient team, but all to march in a great chain- 
gang, the convicts of peace and order and law: while the happy nomad, 
with his woodlands, his wild cattle, his pleasing nuptialities, has long 
since disappeared, dropping only in his flight some store of flint-heads, a 
legacy of confusion. Truly, we Children of the Plough, but for yon 
tremendous Monitor in the sky, were in right case to forget that the 
Hunter is still a quantity to reckon withal. Where, then, does he hide, the 
Shaker of the Spear? Why, here, my brother, and here; deep in the breasts 
of each and all of us! And for this drop of primal quicksilver in the blood 
what poppy or mandragora shall purge it hence away? 

Of pulpiteers and parents it is called Original Sin: a term wherewith 
they brand whatever frisks and butts with rude goatish horns against 
accepted maxims and trim theories of education. In the abstract, of 
course, this fitful stirring of the old yeast is no more sin than a natural 
craving for a seat on a high stool, for the inscription — now horizontal, 
and now vertical — of figures, is sin. But the deskmen command a 
temporary majority: for the short while they shall hold the cards they 
have the right to call the game. And so — since we must bow to the 
storm — let the one thing be labelled Sin, and the other Salvation — for 
a season: ourselves forgetting never that it is all a matter of 
nomenclature. What we have now first to note is that this original Waft 
from the Garden asserts itself most vigorously in the Child. This it is that 
thrusts the small boy out under the naked heavens, to enact a sorry and 
shivering Crusoe on an islet in the duck-pond. This it is that sends the 
little girl footing it after the gipsy’s van, oblivious of lessons, puddings, 
the embrace maternal, the paternal smack; hearing naught save the faint, 


far bugle-summons to the pre-historic little savage that thrills and 
answers in the tingling blood of her; seeing only a troop of dusky, dull- 
eyed guides along that shining highway to the dim land east o’ the sun 
and west o’ the moon: where freedom is, and you can wander and 
breathe, and at night tame street lamps there are none — only the 
hunter’s fires, and the eyes of lions, and the mysterious stars. In later 
years it is stifled and gagged — buried deep, a green turf at the head of 
it, and on its heart a stone; but it lives, it breathes, it lurks, it will up and 
out when ’tis looked for least. That stockbroker, some brief summers 
gone, who was missed from his wonted place one settling-day! a goodly 
portly man, i’ faith: and had a villa and a steam launch at Surbiton: and 
was versed in the esoteric humours of the House. Who could have 
thought that the Hunter lay hid in him? Yet, after many weeks, they 
found him in a wild nook of Hampshire. Ragged, sun-burnt, the 
nocturnal haystack calling aloud from his frayed and weather-stained 
duds, his trousers tucked, he was tickling trout with godless native 
urchins; and when they would have won him to himself with honied 
whispers of American Rails, he answered but with babble of green fields. 
He is back in his wonted corner now: quite cured, apparently, and 
tractable. And yet — let the sun shine too wantonly in Throgmorton 
Street, let an errant zephyr, quick with the warm South, fan but his cheek 
too wooingly on his way to the station; and will he not once more snap 
his chain and away? Ay, truly: and next time he will not be caught. 

Deans have danced to the same wild piping, though their chapters 
have hushed the matter up. Even Duchesses (they say) have “come 
tripping doon the stair,’ rapt by the climbing passion from their 
strawberry-leaved surroundings into starlit spaces. Nay, ourselves, too — 
the douce, respectable mediocrities that we are — which of us but might 
recall some fearful outbreak whose details are mercifully unknown to the 
household that calls us breadwinner and chief? What marvel that up 
yonder the Hunter smiles? When he knows that every one in his ken, the 
tinker with the statesman, has caught his bugle blast and gone forth on its 
irresistible appeal! 

Not that they are so easily followed as of yore, those flying echoes of 
the horn! Joints are stiffer, maybe; certainly the desolate suburbs creep 
ever farther into the retreating fields; and when you reach the windy 
moorland, lo! it is all staked out into building-lots. Mud is muddier now 
than heretofore; and ruts are ruttier. And what friendless old beast comes 
limping down the dreary lane? He seems sorely shrunk and shoulder- 
shotten; but by the something of divinity in his look, still more than by 


the wings despondent along his mighty sides, ’tis ever the old Pegasus — 
not yet the knacker’s own. “Hard times I’ve been having,” he murmurs, 
as you rub his nose. “These fellows have really no seat except for a park 
hack. As for this laurel, we were wont to await it trembling: and in taking 
it we were afraid. Your English way of hunting it down with yelpings 
and hallooings — well, I may be out of date, but we wouldn’t have stood 
that sort of thing on Helicon.” So he hobbles down the road. Good night, 
old fellow! Out of date? Well, it may be so. And alas! the blame is ours. 

But for the Hunter — there he rises — couchant no more. Nay, flung 
full stretch on the blue, he blazes, he dominates, he appals! Will his turn, 
then, really come at last? After some Armageddon of cataclysmal ruin, 
all levelling, whelming the County Councillor with the Music-hall 
artiste, obliterating the very furrows of the Plough, shall the skin-clad 
nomad string his bow once more, and once more loose the whistling 
shaft? Wildly incredible it seems. And yet — look up! Look up and 
behold him confident, erect, majestic — there on the threshold of the 
sky! 


THE GOLDEN AGE 
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This collection of reminiscences of childhood was originally published 
in book form in 1895 in London by The Bodley Head and in Chicago by 
Stone & Kimball. The Prologue and six of the stories had previously 
appeared in the National Observer, the journal then edited by William 
Ernest Henley. Widely praised upon its first appearance Algernon 
Charles Swinburne, writing in the Daily Chronicle, called it “one of the 
few books which are well-nigh too praiseworthy for praise? — the 
collection has now come to be regarded as a classic in its genre. 

Typical of his culture and his era, Grahame casts his reminiscences in 
imagery and metaphor rooted in the culture of Ancient Greece; to the 
children whose impressions are recorded in the book, the adults in their 
lives are “Olympians,” while the chapter titled “The Argonauts” refers to 
Perseus, Apollo, Psyche and similar figures of Greek mythology. 
Grahame’s reminiscences in The Golden Age and in the later Dream 
Days (1898), were notable for their conception “of a world where 
children are locked in perpetual warfare with the adult ‘Olympians’ who 
have wholly forgotten how it feels to be young” — a theme later 
explored by J. M. Barrie and other authors. 
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PROLOGUE: THE OLYMPIANS 


LOOKING back to those days of old, ere the gate shut to behind me, I 
can see now that to children with a proper equipment of parents these 
things would have worn a different aspect. But to those whose nearest 
were aunts and uncles, a special attitude of mind may be allowed. They 
treated us, indeed, with kindness enough as to the needs of the flesh, but 
after that with indifference (an indifference, as I recognise, the result of a 
certain stupidity), and therewith the commonplace conviction that your 
child is merely animal. At a very early age I remember realising in a 
quite impersonal and kindly way the existence of that stupidity, and its 
tremendous influence in the world; while there grew up in me, as in the 
parallel case of Caliban upon Setebos, a vague sense of a ruling power, 
wilful, and freakish, and prone to the practice of vagaries— ‘just 
choosing so’: as, for instance, the giving of authority over us to these 
hopeless and incapable creatures, when it might far more reasonably 
have been given to ourselves over them. These elders, our betters by a 
trick of chance, commanded no respect, but only a certain blend of envy 
— of their good luck — and pity — for their inability to make use of it. 
Indeed, it was one of the most hopeless features in their character (when 
we troubled ourselves to waste a thought on them: which wasn’t often) 
that, having absolute licence to indulge in the pleasures of life, they 
could get no good of it. They might dabble in the pond all day, hunt the 
chickens, climb trees in the most uncompromising Sunday clothes; they 
were free to issue forth and buy gunpowder in the full eye of the sun — 
free to fire cannons and explode mines on the lawn: yet they never did 
any one of these things. No irresistible Energy haled them to church o’ 
Sundays; yet they went there regularly of their own accord, though they 
betrayed no greater delight in the experience than ourselves. 

On the whole, the existence of these Olympians seemed to be entirely 
void of interests, even as their movements were confined and slow, and 
their habits stereotyped and senseless. To anything but appearances they 
were blind. For them the orchard (a place elf-haunted, wonderful!) 
simply produced so many apples and cherries: or it didn’t — when the 
failures of Nature were not infrequently ascribed to us. They never set 
foot within fir-wood or hazel-copse, nor dreamt of the marvels hid 
therein. The mysterious sources, sources as of old Nile, that fed the duck- 
pond had no magic for them. They were unaware of Indians, nor recked 
they anything of bisons or of pirates (with pistols!), though the whole 


place swarmed with such portents. They cared not to explore for robbers’ 
caves, nor dig for hidden treasure. Perhaps, indeed, it was one of their 
best qualities that they spent the greater part of their time stuffily 
indoors. 





‘For them the orchard (a place elf-haunted, wonderful!) simply’ 

To be sure there was an exception in the curate, who would receive, 
unblenching, the information that the meadow beyond the orchard was a 
prairie studded with herds of buffalo, which it was our delight, 
moccasined and tomahawked, to ride down with those whoops that 
announce the scenting of blood. He neither laughed nor sneered, as the 
Olympians would have done; but, possessed of a serious idiosyncrasy, he 
would contribute such lots of valuable suggestion as to the pursuit of this 
particular sort of big game that, as it seemed to us, his mature age and 
eminent position could scarce have been attained without a practical 
knowledge of the creature in its native lair. Then, too, he was always 
ready to constitute himself a hostile army or a band of marauding Indians 
on the shortest possible notice: in brief, a distinctly able man, with 


talents, so far as we could judge, immensely above the majority. I trust 
he is a bishop by this time. He had all the necessary qualifications, as we 
knew. 

These strange folk had visitors sometimes — stiff and colourless 
Olympians like themselves, equally without vital interests and intelligent 
pursuits: emerging out of the clouds, and passing away again to drag on 
an aimless existence somewhere beyond our ken. Then brute force was 
pitilessly applied. We were captured, washed, and forced into clean 
collars: silently submitting as was our wont, with more contempt than 
anger. Anon, with unctuous hair and faces stiffened in a conventional 
grin, we sat and listened to the usual platitudes. How could reasonable 
people spend their precious time so? That was ever our wonder as we 
bounded forth at last: to the old clay-pit to make pots, or to hunt bears 
among the hazels. 

It was perennial matter for amazement how these Olympians would 
talk over our heads — during meals, for instance — of this or the other 
social or political inanity, under the delusion that these pale phantasms of 
reality were among the importances of life. We illuminati, eating silently, 
our heads full of plans and conspiracies, could have told them what real 
life was. We had just left it outside, and were all on fire to get back to it. 
Of course we didn’t waste the revelation on them: the futility of 
imparting our ideas had long been demonstrated. One in thought and 
purpose, linked by the necessity of combating one hostile fate, a power 
antagonistic ever — a power we lived to evade — we had no confidants 
save ourselves. This strange anemic order of beings was further removed 
from us, in fact, than the kindly beasts who shared our natural existence 
in the sun. The estrangement was fortified by an abiding sense of 
injustice, arising from the refusal of the Olympians ever to defend, to 
retract, to admit themselves in the wrong, or to accept similar 
concessions on our part. For instance, when I flung the cat out of an 
upper window (though I did it from no ill-feeling, and it didn’t hurt the 
cat), I was ready, after a moment’s reflection, to own I was wrong, as a 
gentleman should. But was the matter allowed to end there? I trow not. 
Again, when Harold was locked up in his room all day, for assault and 
battery upon a neighbour’s pig — an action he would have scorned: 
being indeed on the friendliest terms with the porker in question — there 
was no handsome expression of regret on the discovery of the real 
culprit. What Harold had felt was not so much the imprisonment — 
indeed, he had very soon escaped by the window, with assistance from 
his allies, and had only gone back in time for his release — as the 


Olympian habit. A word would have set all right; but of course that word 
was never spoken. 

Well! The Olympians are all past and gone. Somehow the sun does 
not seem to shine so brightly as it used; the trackless meadows of old 
time have shrunk and dwindled away to a few poor acres. A saddening 
doubt, a dull suspicion, creeps over me. Et in Arcadia ego — I certainly 
did once inhabit Arcady. Can it be that I also have become an Olympian? 





A HOLIDAY 


THE masterful wind was up and out, shouting and chasing, the lord of 
the morning. Poplars swayed and tossed with a roaring swish; dead 
leaves sprang aloft, and whirled into space; and all the clear-swept 
heaven seemed to thrill with sound like a great harp. It was one of the 
first awakenings of the year. The earth stretched herself, smiling in her 
sleep; and everything leapt and pulsed to the stir of the giant’s 
movement. With us it was a whole holiday; the occasion a birthday — it 
matters not whose. Some one of us had had presents, and pretty 
conventional speeches, and had glowed with that sense of heroism which 
is no less sweet that nothing has been done to deserve it. But the holiday 
was for all, the rapture of awakening Nature for all, the various outdoor 
joys of puddles and sun and hedge-breaking for all. Colt-like I ran 
through the meadows, frisking happy heels in the face of Nature 
laughing responsive. Above, the sky was bluest of the blue; wide pools 
left by the winter’s floods flashed the colour back, true and brilliant; and 
the soft air thrilled with the germinating touch that seems to kindle 
something in my own small person as well as in the rash primrose 
already lurking in sheltered haunts. Out into the brimming sun-bathed 
world I sped, free of lessons, free of discipline and correction, for one 
day at least. My legs ran of themselves, and though I heard my name 
called faint and shrill behind, there was no stopping for me. It was only 
Harold, I concluded, and his legs, though shorter than mine, were good 
for a longer spurt than this. Then I heard it called again, but this time 
more faintly, with a pathetic break in the middle; and I pulled up short, 
recognising Charlotte’s plaintive note. 





‘Out into the brimming sun-bathed world I sped’ 

She panted up anon, and dropped on the turf beside me. Neither had 
any desire for talk; the glow and the glory of existing on this perfect 
morning were satisfaction full and sufficient. 

“Where’s Harold?’ I asked presently. 

‘Oh, he’s just playin’ muffin-man, as usual,’ said Charlotte with 
petulance. ‘Fancy wanting to be a muffin-man on a whole holiday!’ 

It was a strange craze, certainly; but Harold, who invented his own 
games and played them without assistance, always stuck staunchly to a 
new fad, till he had worn it quite out. Just at present he was a muffin- 
man, and day and night he went through passages and up and down 
Staircases, ringing a noiseless bell and offering phantom muffins to 
invisible wayfarers. It sounds a poor sort of sport; and yet — to pass 
along busy streets of your own building, for ever ringing an imaginary 
bell and offering airy muffins of your own make to a bustling thronging 
crowd of your own creation — there were points about the game, it 


cannot be denied, though it seemed scarce in harmony with this radiant 
wind-swept morning! 

‘And Edward, where is he?’ I questioned again. 

‘He’s coming along by the road,’ said Charlotte. ‘He’ll be crouching 
in the ditch when we get there, and he’s going to be a grizzly bear and 
spring out on us, only you mustn’t say I told you, ‘cos it’s to be a 
Surprise.’ 

‘All right,’ I said magnanimously. ‘Come on and let’s be surprised.’ 
But I could not help feeling that on this day of days even a grizzly felt 
misplaced and common. 

Sure enough an undeniable bear sprang out on us as we dropped into 
the road; then ensued shrieks, growlings, revolver-shots, and unrecorded 
heroisms, till Edward condescended at last to roll over and die, bulking 
large and grim, an unmitigated grizzly. It was an understood thing, that 
whoever took upon himself to be a bear must eventually die, sooner or 
later, even if he were the eldest born; else, life would have been all strife 
and carnage, and the Age of Acorns have displaced our hard-won 
civilisation. This little affair concluded with satisfaction to all parties 
concerned, we rambled along the road, picking up the defaulting Harold 
by the way, muffinless now and in his right and social mind. 

‘What would you do?’ asked Charlotte presently — the book of the 
moment always dominating her thoughts until it was sucked dry and cast 
aside,— ‘What would you do if you saw two lions in the road, one on 
each side, and you didn’t know if they was loose or if they was chained 
up?’ 

‘Do?’ shouted Edward valiantly, ‘I should — I should — I should—’ 
His boastful accents died away into a mumble: ‘Dunno what I should 
do.’ 

‘Shouldn’t do anything,’ I observed after consideration; and, really, it 
would be difficult to arrive at a wiser conclusion. 

‘If it came to doing,’ remarked Harold reflectively, ‘the lions would 
do all the doing there was to do, wouldn’t they?’ 

‘But if they was good lions,’ rejoined Charlotte, ‘they would do as 
they would be done by.’ 

‘Ah, but how are you to know a good lion from a bad one?’ said 
Edward. “The books don’t tell you at all, and the lions ain’t marked any 
different.’ 

“Why, there aren’t any good lions,’ said Harold hastily. 

‘O yes, there are, heaps and heaps,’ contradicted Edward. ‘Nearly all 
the lions in the story-books are good lions. There was Androcles’ lion, 


i 


and St. Jerome’s lion, and — and — and the Lion and the Unicorn — — 

‘He beat the Unicorn,’ observed Harold dubiously, ‘all round the 
town.’ 

“That proves he was a good lion,’ cried Edward triumphantly. ‘But the 
question is, how are you to tell ‘em when you see ‘em?’ 

‘I should ask Martha,’ said Harold of the simple creed. 

Edward snorted contemptuously, then turned to Charlotte. ‘Look 
here,’ he said; ‘let’s play at lions, anyhow, and Pll run on to that corner 
and be a lion, — Pll be two lions, one on each side of the road, — and 
you’ll come along, and you won’t know whether I’m chained up or not, 
and that’ ll be the fun!’ 

‘No, thank you,’ said Charlotte firmly; ‘you’ll be chained up till I’m 
quite close to you, and then you’ll be loose, and you’ll tear me in pieces, 
and make my frock all dirty, and p’raps you’ll hurt me as well. I know 
your lions!’ 

‘No, I won’t, I swear I won’t,’ protested Edward. ‘PI be quite a new 
lion this time — something you can’t even imagine.’ And he raced off to 
his post. Charlotte hesitated — then she went timidly on, at each step 
growing less Charlotte, the mummer of a minute, and more the anxious 
Pilgrim of all time. The lion’s wrath waxed terrible at her approach; his 
roaring filled the startled air. I waited until they were both thoroughly 
absorbed, and then I slipped through the hedge out of the trodden 
highway, into the vacant meadow spaces. It was not that I was 
unsociable, nor that I knew Edward’s lions to the point of satiety; but the 
passion and the call of the divine morning were high in my blood. Earth 
to earth! That was the frank note, the joyous summons of the day; and 
they could not but jar and seem artificial, these human discussions and 
pretences, when boon nature, reticent no more, was singing that full- 
throated song of hers that thrills and claims control of every fibre. The 
air was wine, the moist earth-smell wine, the lark’s song, the wafts from 
the cow-shed at top of the field, the pant and smoke of a distant train — 
all were wine — or song, was it? or odour, this unity they all blent into? I 
had no words then to describe it, that earth-effluence of which I was so 
conscious; nor, indeed, have I found words since. I ran sideways, 
shouting; I dug glad heels into the squelching soil; I splashed diamond 
showers from puddles with a stick; I hurled clods skywards at random, 
and presently I somehow found myself singing. The words were mere 
nonsense — irresponsible babble; the tune was an improvisation, a 
weary, unrhythmic thing of rise and fall: and yet it seemed to me a 
genuine utterance, and just at that moment the one thing fitting and right 





and perfect. Humanity would have rejected it with scorn. Nature, 
everywhere singing in the same key, recognised and accepted it without a 
flicker of dissent. 

All the time the hearty wind was calling to me companionably from 
where he swung and bellowed in the tree-tops. “Take me for guide to- 
day,’ he seemed to plead. ‘Other holidays you have tramped it in the 
track of the stolid, unswerving sun; a belated truant, you have dragged a 
weary foot homeward with only a pale, expressionless moon for 
company. To-day why not I, the trickster, the hypocrite? I who whip 
round comers and bluster, relapse and evade, then rally and pursue! I can 
lead you the best and rarest dance of any; for I am the strong capricious 
one, the lord of misrule, and I alone am irresponsible and unprincipled, 
and obey no law.’ And for me, I was ready enough to fall in with the 
fellow’s humour; was not this a whole holiday? So we sheered off 
together, arm-in-arm, so to speak; and with fullest confidence I took the 
jigging, thwartwise course my chainless pilot laid for me. 

A whimsical comrade I found him, ere he had done with me. Was it in 
jest, or with some serious purpose of his own, that he brought me plump 
upon a pair of lovers, silent, face to face o’er a discreet unwinking stile? 
As a rule this sort of thing struck me as the most pitiful tomfoolery. Two 
calves rubbing noses through a gate were natural and right and within the 
order of things; but that human beings, with salient interests and active 
pursuits beckoning them on from every side, could thus — ! Well, it was 
a thing to hurry past, shamed of face, and think on no more. But this 
morning everything I met seemed to be accounted for and set in tune by 
that same magical touch in the air; and it was with a certain surprise that 
I found myself regarding these fatuous ones with kindliness instead of 
contempt, as I rambled by, unheeded of them. There was indeed some 
reconciling influence abroad, which could bring the like antics into 
harmony with bud and growth and the frolic air. 

A puff on the right cheek from my wilful companion sent me off at a 
fresh angle, and presently I came in sight of the village church, sitting 
solitary within its circle of elms. From forth the vestry window projected 
two small legs, gyrating, hungry for foothold, with larceny — not to say 
sacrilege — in their every wriggle: a godless sight for a supporter of the 
Establishment. Though the rest was hidden, I knew the legs well enough; 
they were usually attached to the body of Bill Saunders, the peerless bad 
boy of the village. Bill’s coveted booty, too, I could easily guess at that; 
it came from the Vicar’s store of biscuits, kept (as I knew) in a cupboard 
along with his official trappings. For a moment I hesitated; then I passed 


on my way. I protest I was not on Bill’s side; but then, neither was I on 
the Vicar’s, and there was something in this immoral moming which 
seemed to say that perhaps, after all, Bill had as much right to the 
biscuits as the Vicar, and would certainly enjoy them better; and anyhow 
it was a disputable point, and no business of mine. Nature, who had 
accepted me for ally, cared little who had the world’s biscuits, and 
assuredly was not going to let any friend of hers waste his time in 
playing policeman for Society. 

He was tugging at me anew, my insistent guide; and I felt sure, as I 
rambled off in his wake, that he had more holiday matter to show me. 
And so, indeed, he had; and all of it was to the same lawless tune. Like a 
black pirate flag on the blue ocean of air, a hawk hung ominous; then, 
plummet-wise, dropped to the hedgerow, whence there rose, thin and 
shrill, a piteous voice of squealing. By the time I got there a whisk of 
feathers on the turf — like scattered playbills — was all that remained to 
tell of the tragedy just enacted. Yet Nature smiled and sang on, pitiless, 
gay, impartial. To her, who took no sides, there was every bit as much to 
be said for the hawk as for the chaffinch. Both were her children, and she 
would show no preferences. 

Further on, a hedgehog lay dead athwart the path — nay, more than 
dead; decadent, distinctly; a sorry sight for one that had known the 
fellow in more bustling circumstances. Nature might at least have paused 
to shed one tear over this rough-jacketed little son of hers, for his wasted 
aims, his cancelled ambitions, his whole career of usefulness cut 
suddenly short. But not a bit of it! Jubilant as ever, her song went 
bubbling on, and ‘Death-in-Life’ — and again, ‘Life-in-Death,’ were its 
alternate burdens. And looking round, and seeing the sheep-nibbled heels 
of turnips that dotted the ground, their hearts eaten out of them in frost- 
bound days now over and done, I seemed to discern, faintly, a something 
of the stern meaning in her valorous chant. 

My invisible companion was singing also, and seemed at times to be 
chuckling softly to himself, — doubtless at thought of the strange new 
lessons he was teaching me; perhaps, too, at a special bit of waggishness 
he had still in store. For when at last he grew weary of such insignificant 
earth-bound company, he deserted me at a certain spot I knew; then 
dropped, subsided, and slunk away into nothingness. I raised my eyes, 
and before me, grim and lichened, stood the ancient whipping-post of the 
village; its sides fretted with the initials of a generation that scorned its 
mute lesson, but still clipped by the stout rusty shackles that had tethered 
the wrists of such of that generation’s ancestors as had dared to mock at 


order and law. Had I been an infant Sterne, here was a grand chance for 
sentimental output! As things were, I could only hurry homewards, my 
moral tail well between my legs, with an uneasy feeling, as I glanced 
back over my shoulder, that there was more in this chance than met the 
eye. 

And outside our gate I found Charlotte, alone and crying. Edward, it 
seemed, had persuaded her to hide, in the full expectation of being duly 
found and ecstatically pounced upon; then he had caught sight of the 
butcher’s cart, and, forgetting his obligations, had rushed off for a ride. 
Harold, it further appeared, greatly coveting tadpoles, and top-heavy 
with the eagerness of possession, had fallen into the pond. This, in itself, 
was nothing; but on attempting to sneak in by the back-door, he had 
rendered up his duckweed-bedabbled person into the hands of an aunt, 
and had been promptly sent off to bed; and this, on a holiday, was very 
much. The moral of the whipping-post was working itself out; and I was 
not in the least surprised when, on reaching home, I was seized upon and 
accused of doing something I had never even thought of. And my frame 
of mind was such, that I could only wish most heartily that I had done it. 


A WHITE-WASHED UNCLE 


IN our small lives that day was eventful when another uncle was to come 
down from town, and submit his character and qualifications (albeit 
unconsciously) to our careful criticism. Earlier uncles had been weighed 
in the balance, and — alas! — found grievously wanting. There was 
Uncle Thomas — a failure from the first. Not that his disposition was 
malevolent, nor were his habits such as to unfit him for decent society; 
but his rooted conviction seemed to be that the reason of a child’s 
existence was to serve as a butt for senseless adult jokes — or what, from 
the accompanying guffaws of laughter, appeared to be intended for jokes. 
Now, we were anxious that he should have a perfectly fair trial; so in the 
tool-house, between breakfast and lessons, we discussed and examined 
all his witticisms one by one, calmly, critically, dispassionately. It was no 
good: we could not discover any salt in them. And as only a genuine gift 
of humour could have saved Uncle Thomas — for he pretended to 
naught besides — he was reluctantly writ down a hopeless impostor. 

Uncle George — the youngest — was distinctly more promising. He 
accompanied us cheerily round the establishment — suffered himself to 
be introduced to each of the cows — held out the right hand of 
fellowship to the pig — and even hinted that a pair of pink-eyed 
Himalayan rabbits might arrive — unexpectedly — from town some day. 
We were just considering whether in this fertile soil an apparently 
accidental remark on the solid qualities of guinea-pigs or ferrets might 
haply blossom and bring forth fruit, when our governess appeared on the 
scene. Uncle George’s manner at once underwent a complete and 
contemptible change. His interest in rational topics seemed, ‘like a 
fountain’s sickening pulse,’ to flag and ebb away; and though Miss 
Smedley’s ostensible purpose was to take Selina for her usual walk. I can 
vouch for it that Selina spent her morning ratting, along with the keeper’s 
boy and me; while if Miss Smedley walked with any one, it would 
appear to have been with Uncle George. 

But, despicable as his conduct had been, he underwent no hasty 
condemnation. The defection was discussed in all its bearings, but it 
seemed sadly clear at last that this uncle must possess some innate 
badness of character and fondness for low company. We who from daily 
experience knew Miss Smedley like a book — were we not only too well 
aware that she had neither accomplishments nor charms — no 
characteristic, in fact, but an inbred viciousness of temper and 


disposition? True, she knew the dates of the English kings by heart; but 
how could that profit Uncle George, who, having passed into the army, 
had ascended beyond the need of useful information? Our bows and 
arrows, on the other hand, had been freely placed at his disposal; and a 
soldier should not have hesitated in his choice a moment. No: Uncle 
George had fallen from grace, and was unanimously damned. And the 
non-arrival of the Himalayan rabbits was only another nail in his coffin. 
Uncles, therefore, were just then a heavy and lifeless market, and there 
was little inclination to deal. Still it was agreed that Uncle William, who 
had just returned from India, should have as fair a trial as the others; 
more especially as romantic possibilities might well be embodied in one 
who had held the gorgeous East in fee. 

Selina had kicked my shins — like the girl she is! — during a scuffle 
in the passage, and I was still rubbing them with one hand when I found 
that the uncle-on-approbation was half-heartedly shaking the other. A 
florid, elderly man, quite unmistakably nervous, he let drop one grimy 
paw after another, and, turning very red, with an awkward simulation of 
heartiness, ‘Well, h’ are y’ all?’ he said, ‘Glad to see me, eh?’ As we 
could hardly, in justice, be expected to have formed an opinion on him at 
that early stage, we could but look at each other in silence; which scarce 
served to relieve the tension of the situation. Indeed, the cloud never 
really lifted during his stay. In talking things over later, some one put 
forward the suggestion that he must at some time or other have 
committed a stupendous crime. But I could not bring myself to believe 
that the man, though evidently unhappy, was really guilty of anything; 
and I caught him once or twice looking at us with evident kindliness, 
though, seeing himself observed, he blushed and turned away his head. 

When at last the atmosphere was clear of his depressing influence, we 
met despondently in the potato-cellar — all of us, that is, but Harold, 
who had been told off to accompany his relative to the station; and the 
feeling was unanimous, that, as an uncle, William could not be allowed 
to pass. Selina roundly declared him a beast, pointing out that he had not 
even got us a half-holiday; and, indeed, there seemed little to do but to 
pass sentence. We were about to put it to the vote, when Harold appeared 
on the scene; his red face, round eyes, and mysterious demeanour, 
hinting at awful portents. Speechless he stood a space: then, slowly 
drawing his hand from the pocket of his knickerbockers, he displayed on 
a dirty palm one — two — three — four half-crowns! We could but gaze 
— tranced, breathless, mute. Never had any of us seen, in the aggregate, 
so much bullion before. Then Harold told his tale. 





““T took the old fellow to the station”’ 

‘I took the old fellow to the station,’ he said, ‘and as we went along I 
told him all about the stationmaster’s family, and how I had seen the 
porter kissing our housemaid, and what a nice fellow he was, with no 
airs or affectation about him, and anything I thought would be of interest; 
but he didn’t seem to pay much attention, but walked along puffing his 
cigar, and once I thought — I’m not certain, but I thought — I heard him 
say, “Well, thank God, that’s over!” When we got to the station he 
stopped suddenly, and said, “Hold on a minute!” Then he shoved these 
into my hand in a frightened sort of way, and said, “Look here, 
youngster! These are for you and the other kids. Buy what you like — 
make little beasts of yourselves — only don’t tell the old people, mind! 
Now cut away home!” So I cut.’ 

A solemn hush fell on the assembly, broken first by the small 
Charlotte. ‘I didn’t know,’ she observed dreamily, ‘that there were such 
good men anywhere in the world. I hope he’ll die to-night, for then he’ ll 
go straight to heaven!’ But the repentant Selina bewailed herself with 


tears and sobs, refusing to be comforted; for that in her haste she had 
called this white-souled relative a beast. 

‘PI tell you what we’ll do,’ said Edward, the master-mind, rising — 
as he always did — to the situation: ‘We’ll christen the piebald pig after 
him — the one that hasn’t got a name yet. And that’ll show we’re sorry 
for our mistake!’ 

‘I — I christened that pig this morning,’ Harold guiltily confessed; ‘I 
christened it after the curate. I’m very sorry — but he came and bowled 
to me last night, after you others had all been sent to bed early — and 
somehow I felt I had to do it!’ 

‘Oh, but that doesn’t count,’ said Edward hastily; ‘because we weren’t 
all there. We’ll take that christening off, and call it Uncle William. And 
you can save up the curate for the next litter!’ 

And the motion being agreed to without a division, the House went 
into Committee of Saua 





ALARUMS AND EXCURSIONS 


‘LET’S pretend,’ suggested Harold, ‘that we’re Cavaliers and 
Roundheads; and you be a Roundhead!’ 

‘O bother,’ I replied drowsily, ‘we pretended that yesterday; and it’s 
not my turn to be a Roundhead, anyhow.’ The fact is, I was lazy, and the 
call to arms fell on indifferent ears. We three younger ones were 
stretched at length in the orchard. The sun was hot, the season merry 
June, and never (I thought) had there been such wealth and riot of 
buttercups throughout the lush grass. Green-and-gold was the dominant 
key that day. Instead of active ‘pretence’ with its shouts and its 
perspiration, how much better — I held — to lie at ease and pretend to 
one’s self, in green and golden fancies, slipping the husk and passing, a 
careless lounger, through a sleepy imaginary world all gold and green! 
But the persistent Harold was not to be fobbed off. 

‘Well then,’ he began afresh, ‘let’s pretend we’re Knights of the 
Round Table; and (with a rush) PI be Lancelot!’ 

‘I won’t play unless I’m Lancelot,’ I said. I didn’t mean it really, but 
the game of Knights always began with this particular contest. 

‘O please,’ implored Harold. ‘You know when Edward’s here I never 
get a chance of being Lancelot. I haven’t been Lancelot for weeks!’ 

Then I yielded gracefully. ‘All right,’ I said. ‘PII be Tristram.’ 

‘O, but you can’t,’ cried Harold again. ‘Charlotte has always been 
Tristram. She won’t play unless she’s allowed to be Tristram! Be 
somebody else this time.’ 

Charlotte said nothing, but breathed hard, looking straight before her. 
The peerless hunter and harper was her special hero of romance, and 
rather than see the part in less appreciative hands, she would have gone 
back in tears to the stuffy schoolroom. 

‘I don’t care,’ I said: ‘Pll be anything. Pll be Sir Kay. Come on!’ 

Then once more in this country’s story the mail-clad knights paced 
through the greenwood shaw, questing adventure, redressing wrong; and 
bandits, five to one, broke and fled discomfited to their caves. Once more 
were damsels rescued, dragons disembowelled, and giants, in every 
corner of the orchard, deprived of their already superfluous number of 
heads; while Palomides the Saracen waited for us by the well, and Sir 
Breuse Saunce Pité vanished in craven flight before the skilled spear that 
was his terror and his bane. Once more the lists were dight in Camelot, 
and all was gay with shimmer of silk and gold; the earth shook with 


thunder of hooves, ash-staves flew in splinters, and the firmament rang 
to the clash of sword on helm. The varying fortune of the day swung 
doubtful — now on this side, now on that; till at last Lancelot, grim and 
great, thrusting through the press, unhorsed Sir Tristram (an easy task), 
and bestrode her, threatening doom; while the Cornish knight, forgetting 
hard-won fame of old, cried piteously, “You’re hurting me, I tell you! and 
you’re tearing my frock!’ Then it happed that Sir Kay, hurtling to the 
rescue, stopped short in his stride, catching sight suddenly, through 
apple-boughs, of a gleam of scarlet afar off; while the confused tramp of 
many horses, mingled with talk and laughter, was borne to the ears of his 
fellow-champions and himself. 






‘Once more were damsels rescued, dragons disembowelled, and 
giants’ 

‘What is it?’ inquired Tristram, sitting up and shaking out her curls; 
while Lancelot forsook the clanging lists and trotted nimbly to the 


boundary-hedge. 


I stood spell-bound for a moment longer, and then, with a cry of 
‘Soldiers!’ I was off to the hedge, Sir Tristram picking herself up and 
scurrying after us. 

Down the road they came, two and two, at an easy walk; scarlet 
flamed in the eye, bits jingled and saddles squeaked delightfully; while 
the men, in a halo of dust, smoked their short clays like the heroes they 
were. In a swirl of intoxicating glory the troop clinked and clattered by, 
while we shouted and waved, jumping up and down, and the big jolly 
horsemen acknowledged the salute with easy condescension. The 
moment they were past we were through the hedge and after them. 
Soldiers were not the common stuff of everyday life. There had been 
nothing like this since the winter before last, when on a certain afternoon 
— bare of leaf and monochromatic in its hue of sodden fallow and frost- 
nipt copse — suddenly the hounds had burst through the fence with their 
mellow cry, and all the paddock was for the minute reverberant of 
thudding hoof and dotted with glancing red. But this was better, since it 
could only mean that blows and bloodshed were in the air. 

‘Is there going to be a battle?’ panted Harold, hardly able to keep up 
for excitement. 

‘Of course there is,’ I replied. ‘We’re just in time. Come on!’ 

Perhaps I ought to have known better; and yet ? The pigs and 
poultry, with whom we chiefly consorted, could instruct us little 
concerning the peace that lapped in these latter days our seagirt realm. In 
the schoolroom we were just now dallying with the Wars of the Roses; 
and did not legends of the country-side inform us how cavaliers had once 
galloped up and down these very lanes from their quarters in the village? 
Here, now, were soldiers unmistakable; and if their business was not 
fighting, what was it? Sniffing the joy of battle, we followed hard in their 
tracks. 

“‘Won’t Edward be sorry,’ puffed Harold, ‘that he’s begun that beastly 
Latin?’ 

It did, indeed, seem hard. Edward, the most martial spirit of us all, 
was drearily conjugating amo (of all verbs!) between four walls; while 
Selina, who ever thrilled ecstatic to a red coat, was struggling with the 
uncouth German tongue. ‘Age,’ I reflected, ‘carries its penalties.’ 

It was a grievous disappointment to us that the troop passed through 
the village unmolested. Every cottage, I pointed out to my companions, 
ought to have been loopholed, and strongly held. But no opposition was 
offered to the soldiers: who, indeed, conducted themselves with a 
recklessness and a want of precaution that seemed simply criminal. 





At the last cottage a transitory gleam of common sense flickered 
across me, and, turning on Charlotte, I sternly ordered her back. The 
small maiden, docile but exceedingly dolorous, dragged reluctant feet 
homewards, heavy at heart that she was to behold no stout fellows slain 
that day; but Harold and I held steadily on, expecting every instant to see 
the environing hedges crackle and spit forth the leaden death. 

“Will they be Indians?’ asked my brother (meaning the enemy) ‘or 
Roundheads, or what?’ 

I reflected. Harold always required direct straightforward answers — 
not faltering suppositions. 

“They won’t be Indians,’ I replied at last; ‘nor yet Roundheads. There 
haven’t been any Roundheads seen about here for a long time. They’Il be 
Frenchmen.’ 

Harold’s face fell. ‘All right,’ he said: ‘Frenchmen’!] do; but I did 
hope they’d be Indians.’ 

‘If they were going to be Indians,’ I explained, ‘I — I don’t think I’d 
go on. Because when Indians take you prisoner they scalp you first, and 
then burn you at the stake. But Frenchmen don’t do that sort of thing.’ 

‘Are you quite sure?’ asked Harold doubtfully. 

‘Quite,’ I replied. ‘Frenchmen only shut you up in a thing called the 
Bastille; and then you get a file sent in to you in a loaf of bread, and saw 
the bars through, and slide down a rope, and they all fire at you — but 
they don’t hit you — and you run down to the seashore as hard as you 
can, and swim off to a British frigate, and there you are!’ 

Harold brightened up again. The programme was rather attractive. ‘If 
they try to take us prisoner,’ he said, “we — we won’t run, will we?’ 

Meanwhile, the craven foe was a long time showing himself; and we 
were reaching strange outland country, uncivilised, wherein lions might 
be expected to prowl at nightfall. I had a stitch in my side, and both 
Harold’s stockings had come down. Just as I was beginning to have 
gloomy doubts of the proverbial courage of Frenchmen, the officer called 
out something, the men closed up, and, breaking into a trot, the troops — 
already far ahead — vanished out of our sight. With a sinking at the 
heart, I began to suspect we had been fooled. 

‘Are they charging?’ cried Harold, very weary, but rallying gamely. 

‘I think not,’ I replied doubtfully. ‘When there’s going to be a charge, 
the officer always makes a speech, and then they draw their swords and 
the trumpets blow, and but let’s try a short cut. We may catch them 


up yet.’ 





So we struck across the fields and into another road, and pounded 
down that, and then over more fields, panting, down-hearted, yet hoping 
for the best. The sun went in, and a thin drizzle began to fall; we were 
muddy, breathless, almost dead-beat; but we blundered on, till at last we 
struck a road more brutally, more callously unfamiliar than any road I 
ever looked upon. Not a hint nor a sign of friendly direction or assistance 
on the dogged white face of it! There was no longer any disguising it: we 
were hopelessly lost. The small rain continued steadily, the evening 
began to come on. Really there are moments when a fellow is justified in 
crying; and I would have cried too, if Harold had not been there. That 
right-minded child regarded an elder brother as a veritable god; and I 
could see that he felt himself as secure as if a whole Brigade of Guards 
had hedged him round with protecting bayonets. But I dreaded sore lest 
he should begin again with his questions. 

As I gazed in dumb appeal on the face of unresponsive nature, the 
sound of nearing wheels sent a pulse of hope through my being: 
increasing to rapture as I recognised in the approaching vehicle the 
familiar carriage of the old doctor. If ever a god emerged from a 
machine, it was when this heaven-sent friend, recognising us, stopped 
and jumped out with a cheery hail. Harold rushed up to him at once. 
‘Have you been there?’ he cried. ‘Was it a jolly fight? who beat? were 
there many people killed?’ 

The doctor appeared puzzled. I briefly explained the situation. 

‘I see,’ said the doctor, looking grave and twisting his face this way 
and that. ‘Well, the fact is, there isn’t going to be any battle to-day. It’s 
been put off, on account of the change in the weather. You will have due 
notice of the renewal of hostilities. And now you’d better jump in and 
Pll drive you home. You’ve been running a fine rig! Why, you might 
have both been taken and shot as spies!’ 

This special danger had never even occurred to us. The thrill of it 
accentuated the cosy homelike feeling of the cushions we nestled into as 
we rolled homewards. The doctor beguiled the journey with blood- 
curdling narratives of personal adventure in the tented field, he having 
followed the profession of arms (so it seemed) in every quarter of the 
globe. Time, the destroyer of all things beautiful, subsequently revealed 
the baselessness of these legends; but what of that? There are higher 
things than truth; and we were almost reconciled, by the time we were 
put down at our gate, to the fact that the battle had been postponed. 


THE FINDING OF THE PRINCESS 


IT was the day I was promoted to a toothbrush. The girls, irrespective of 
age, had been thus distinguished some time before; why, we boys could 
never rightly understand, except that it was part and parcel of a system of 
studied favouritism on behalf of creatures both physically inferior and 
(as was shown by a fondness for tale-bearing) of weaker mental fibre to 
us boys. It was not that we yearned after these strange instruments in 
themselves. Edward, indeed, applied his to the scrubbing-out of his 
squirrel’s cage, and for personal use, when a superior eye was grim on 
him, borrowed Harold’s or mine, indifferently. But the nimbus of 
distinction that clung to them — that we coveted exceedingly. What 
more, indeed, was there to ascend to, before the remote, but still possible, 
razor and strop? 

Perhaps the exaltation had mounted to my head; or nature and the 
perfect morning joined to hint at disaffection. Anyhow, having 
breakfasted, and triumphantly repeated the collect I had broken down in 
the last Sunday— ‘t was one without rhythm or alliteration: a most 
objectionable collect — having achieved thus much, the small natural 
man in me rebelled, and I vowed, as I straddled and spat about the stable- 
yard in feeble imitation of the coachman, that lessons might go to the 
Inventor of them. It was only geography that morning, any way: and the 
practical thing was worth any quantity of bookish theoric. As for me, I 
was going on my travels, and imports and exports, populations and 
capitals, might very well wait while I explored the breathing coloured 
world outside. 

True, a fellow-rebel was wanted; and Harold might, as a rule, have 
been counted on with certainty. But just then Harold was very proud. The 
week before he had ‘gone into tables,’ and had been endowed with a new 
slate, having a miniature sponge attached wherewith we washed the faces 
of Charlotte’s dolls, thereby producing an unhealthy pallor which struck 
terror into the child’s heart, always timorous regarding epidemic 
visitations. As to ‘tables,’ nobody knew exactly what they were, least of 
all Harold; but it was a step over the heads of the rest, and therefore a 
subject for self-adulation and — generally speaking — airs; so that 
Harold, hugging his slate and his chains, was out of the question now. In 
such a matter, girls were worse than useless, as wanting the necessary 
tenacity of will and contempt for self-constituted authority. So eventually 


I slipped through the hedge a solitary protestant, and issued forth on the 
lane what time the rest of the civilised world was sitting down to lessons. 

The scene was familiar enough; and yet, this morning, how different it 
all seemed! The act, with its daring, tinted everything with new strange 
hues; affecting the individual with a sort of bruised feeling just below the 
pit of the stomach, that was intensified whenever his thoughts flew back 
to the ink-stained smelly schoolroom. And could this be really me? or 
was I only contemplating, from the schoolroom aforesaid, some other 
jolly young mutineer, faring forth under the genial sun? Anyhow, here 
was the friendly well, in its old place, half-way up the lane. Hither the 
yoke-shouldering village-folk were wont to come to fill their clinking 
buckets; when the drippings made worms of wet in the thick dust of the 
road. They had flat wooden crosses inside each pail, which floated on the 
top and (we were instructed) served to prevent the water from slopping 
over. We used to wonder by what magic this strange principle worked, 
and who first invented the crosses, and whether he got a peerage for it. 
But indeed the well was a centre of mystery, for a hornet’s nest was 
somewhere hard by, and the very thought was fearsome. Wasps we knew 
well and disdained, storming them in their fastnesses. But these great 
Beasts, vestured in angry orange, three stings from which — so ’twas 
averred — would kill a horse, these were of a different kidney, and their 
dreadful drone suggested prudence and retreat. At this time neither 
villagers nor hornets encroached on the stillness: lessons, apparently, 
pervaded all nature. So, after dabbling awhile in the well — what boy 
has ever passed a bit of water without messing in it? — I scrambled 
through the hedge, shunning the hornet-haunted side, and struck into the 
silence of the copse. 

If the lane had been deserted, this was loneliness become personal. 
Here mystery lurked and peeped; here brambles caught and held you 
with a purpose of their own; here saplings whipped your face with 
human spite. The copse, too, proved vaster in extent, more direfully 
drawn out, than one would ever have guessed from its frontage on the 
lane: and I was really glad when at last the wood opened and sloped 
down to a streamlet brawling forth into the sunlight. By this cheery 
companion I wandered along, conscious of little but that Nature, in 
providing store of water-rats, had thoughtfully furnished provender of 
right-sized stones. Rapids, also, there were, telling of canoes and 
portages — crinkling bays and inlets — caves for pirates and hidden 
treasures — the wise Dame had forgotten nothing — till at last, after 
what lapse of time I know not, my further course, though not the 





stream’s, was barred by some six feet of stout wire netting, stretched 
from side to side just where a thick hedge, arching till it touched, forbade 
all further view. 

The excitement of the thing was becoming thrilling. A Black Flag 
must surely be fluttering close by? Here was most plainly a malignant 
contrivance of the Pirates, designed to baffle our gun-boats when we 
dashed up-stream to shell them from their lair! A gun-boat, indeed, 
might well have hesitated, so stout was the netting, so close the hedge. 
But I spied where a rabbit was wont to pass, close down by the water’s 
edge; where a rabbit could go a boy could follow, howbeit stomach-wise 
and with one leg in the stream; so the passage was achieved, and I stood 
inside, safe but breathless at the sight. 

Gone was the brambled waste, gone the flickering tangle of 
woodland. Instead, terrace after terrace of shaven sward, stone-edged, 
urn-comered, stepped delicately down to where the stream, now tamed 
and educated, passed from one to another marble basin, in which on 
occasion gleams of red hinted at gold-fish poised among the spreading 
water-lilies. The scene lay silent and slumbrous in the brooding noon-day 
sun: the drowsing peacock squatted humped on the lawn, no fish leaped 
in the pools, no bird declared himself from the trim secluding hedges. 
Self-confessed it was here, then, at last, the Garden of Sleep! 

Two things, in those old days, I held in especial distrust: gamekeepers 
and gardeners. Seeing, however, no baleful apparitions of either quality, I 
pursued my way between rich flower-beds, in search of the necessary 
Princess. Conditions declared her presence patently as trumpets; without 
this centre such surroundings could not exist. A pavilion, gold-topped, 
wreathed with lush jessamine, beckoned with a special significance over 
close-set shrubs. There, if anywhere, She should be enshrined. Instinct, 
and some knowledge of the habits of princesses, triumphed; for (indeed) 
there She was! In no tranced repose, however, but laughingly, struggling 
to disengage her hand from the grasp of a grown-up man who occupied 
the marble bench with her. (As to age, I suppose now that the two swung 
in respective scales that pivoted on twenty. But children heed no minor 
distinctions. To them, the inhabited world is composed of the two main 
divisions: children and upgrown people; the latter in no way superior to 
the former — only hopelessly different. These two, then, belonged to the 
grown-up section.) I paused, thinking it strange they should prefer 
seclusion when there were fish to be caught, and butterflies to hunt in the 
sun outside; and as I cogitated thus, the grown-up man caught sight of 
me. 


‘Hallo, sprat!’ he said with some abruptness; ‘Where do you spring 
from?’ 

‘I came up the stream,’ I explained politely and comprehensively, 
‘and I was only looking for the Princess.’ 

“Then you are a water-baby,’ he replied. ‘And what do you think of 
the Princess, now you’ve found her?’ 

‘I think she is lovely,’ I said (and doubtless I was right, having never 
learned to flatter). ‘But she’s wide-awake, so I suppose somebody has 
kissed her!’ 

This very natural deduction moved the grown-up man to laughter; but 
the Princess, turning red and jumping up, declared that it was time for 
lunch. 

‘Come along, then,’ said the grown-up man; ‘and you too, water-baby. 
Come and have something solid. You must want it.’ 

I accompanied them without any feeling of false delicacy. The world, 
as known to me, was spread with food each several mid-day, and the 
particular table one sat at seemed a matter of no importance. The palace 
was very sumptuous and beautiful, just what a palace ought to be; and 
we were met by a stately lady, rather more grown-up than the Princess — 
apparently her mother. My friend the Man was very kind, and introduced 
me as the Captain, saying I had just run down from Aldershot. I didn’t 
know where Aldershot was, but I had no manner of doubt that he was 
perfectly right. As a rule, indeed, grown-up people are fairly correct on 
matters of fact; it is in the higher gift of imagination that they are so 
sadly to seek. 
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‘Lulled by the trickle of water, I slipped into dreamland’ 

The lunch was excellent and varied. Another gentleman in beautiful 
clothes — a lord presumably — lifted me into a high carved chair, and 
stood behind it, brooding over me like a Providence. I endeavoured to 
explain who I was and where I had come from, and to impress the 
company with my own toothbrush and Harold’s tables; but either they 
were stupid — or is it a characteristic of Fairyland that every one laughs 
at the most ordinary remarks? My friend the Man said good-naturedly, 
‘All right, Water-baby; you came up the stream, and that’s good enough 
for us.” The lord — a reserved sort of man, I thought — took no share in 
the conversation. 

After lunch I walked on the terrace with the Princess and my friend 
the Man, and was very proud. And I told him what I was going to be, and 
he told me what he was going to be; and then I remarked, ‘I suppose you 
two are going to get married?’ He only laughed, after the Fairy fashion. 
‘Because if you aren’t,’ I added, ‘you really ought to’: meaning only that 


a man who discovered a Princess, living in the right sort of Palace like 


ue 


this, and didn’t marry her there and then, was false to all recognised 
tradition. 

They laughed again, and my friend suggested I should go down to the 
pond and look at the gold-fish, while they went for a stroll. I was sleepy, 
and assented; but before they left me, the grown-up man put two half- 
crowns in my hand, for the purpose, he explained, of treating the other 
water-babies. I was so touched by this crowning mark of friendship that I 
nearly cried; and I thought much more of his generosity than of the fact 
that the Princess, ere she moved away, stooped down and kissed me. 

I watched them disappear down the path — how naturally arms seem 
to go round waists in Fairyland! — and then, my cheek on the cool 
marble, lulled by the trickle of water, I slipped into dreamland out of real 
and magic world alike. When I woke, the sun had gone in, a chill wind 
set all the leaves a-whispering, and the peacock on the lawn was harshly 
calling up the rain. A wild unreasoning panic possessed me, and I sped 
out of the garden like a guilty thing, wriggled through the rabbit-run, and 
threaded my doubtful way homewards, hounded by nameless terrors. The 
half-crowns happily remained solid and real to the touch; but could I 
hope to bear such treasure safely through the brigand-haunted wood? It 
was a dirty, weary little object that entered its home, at nightfall, by the 
unassuming aid of the scullery-window: and only to be sent tealess to 
bed seemed infinite mercy to him. Officially tealess, that is; for, as was 
usual after such escapades, a sympathetic housemaid, coming delicately 
by backstairs, stayed him with chunks of cold pudding and condolence, 
till his small skin was tight as any drum. Then, nature asserting herself, I 
passed into the comforting kingdom of sleep, where, a golden carp of 
fattest build, I oared it in translucent waters with a new half-crown snug 
under right fin and left; and thrust up a nose through water-lily leaves to 
be kissed by a rose-flushed Princess. 


SAWDUST AND SIN 


A BELT of rhododendrons grew close down to one side of our pond; 
and along the edge of it many things flourished rankly. If you crept 
through the undergrowth and crouched by the water’s rim, it was easy — 
if your imagination were in healthy working order — to transport 
yourself in a trice to the heart of a tropical forest. Overhead the monkeys 
chattered, parrots flashed from bough to bough, strange large blossoms 
shone all round you, and the push and rustle of great beasts moving 
unseen thrilled you deliciously. And if you lay down with your nose an 
inch or two from the water, it was not long ere the old sense of 
proportion vanished clean away. The glittering insects that darted to and 
fro on its surface became sea-monsters dire, the gnats that hung above 
them swelled to albatrosses, and the pond itself stretched out into a vast 
inland sea, whereon a navy might ride secure, and whence at any 
moment the hair scalp of a sea-serpent might be seen to emerge. 
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‘It was easy . . . to transport yourself in a trice to the heart of a 
tropical forest’ 

It is impossible, however, to play at tropical forests properly, when 
homely accents of the human voice intrude; and all my hopes of seeing a 
tiger seized by a crocodile while drinking (vide picture-books, passim) 
vanished abruptly, and earth resumed her old dimensions, when the 
sound of Charlotte’s prattle somewhere hard by broke in on my primeval 
seclusion. Looking out from the bushes, I saw her trotting towards an 
open space of lawn the other side the pond, chattering to herself in her 
accustomed fashion, a doll tucked under either arm, and her brow knit 
with care. Propping up her double burthen against a friendly stump, she 
sat down in front of them, as full of worry and anxiety as a Chancellor on 
a Budget night. 

Her victims, who stared resignedly in front of them, were 
recognisable as Jerry and Rosa. Jerry hailed from far Japan: his hair was 
straight and black, his one garment cotton of a simple blue; and his 
reputation was distinctly bad. Jerome was his proper name, from his 
supposed likeness to the holy man who hung in a print on the staircase; 
though a shaven crown was the only thing in common ‘twixt Western 
saint and Eastern sinner. Rosa was typical British, from her flaxen poll to 
the stout calves she displayed so liberally; and in character she was of the 
blameless order of those who have not yet been found out. 

I suspected Jerry from the first. There was a latent devilry in his slant 
eyes as he sat there moodily; and knowing what he was capable of, I 
scented trouble in store for Charlotte. Rosa I was not so sure about; she 
sat demurely and upright, and looked far away into the tree-tops in a 
visionary, world-forgetting sort of way; yet the prim purse of her mouth 
was somewhat overdone, and her eyes glittered unnaturally. 

‘Now, I’m going to begin where I left off,’ said Charlotte, regardless 
of stops, and thumping the turf with her fist excitedly: ‘and you must pay 
attention, ‘cos this is a treat, to have a story told you before you’re put to 
bed. Well, so the White Rabbit scuttled off down the passage and Alice 
hoped he’d come back ‘cos he had a waistcoat on and her flamingo flew 
up a tree — but we haven’t got to that part yet, you must wait a minute, 
and — where had I got to?’ 

Jerry only remained passive until Charlotte had got well under way, 
and then began to heel over quietly in Rosa’s direction. His head fell on 
her plump shoulder, causing her to start nervously. 

Charlotte seized and shook him with vigour. ‘O Jerry,’ she cried 
piteously, ‘if you’re not going to be good, how ever shall I tell you my 


story?’ 

Jerry’s face was injured innocence itself. ‘Blame if you like, Madam,’ 
he seemed to say, ‘the eternal laws of gravitation, but not a helpless 
puppet, who is also an orphan and a stranger in the land.’ 

‘Now we’ll go on,’ began Charlotte once more. ‘So she got into the 
garden at last — I’ve left out a lot but you won’t care, PI tell you some 
other time — and they were all playing croquet, and that’s where the 
flamingo comes in, and the Queen shouted out, “Off with her head!”’ 

At this point Jerry collapsed forward, suddenly and completely, his 
bald pate between his knees. Charlotte was not very angry this time. The 
sudden development of tragedy in the story had evidently been too much 
for the poor fellow. She straightened him out, wiped his nose, and, after 
trying him in various positions, to which he refused to adapt himself, she 
propped him against the shoulder of the (apparently) unconscious Rosa. 
Then my eyes were opened, and the full measure of Jerry’s infamy 
became apparent. This, then, was what he had been playing up for! The 
rascal had designs, had he? I resolved to keep him under close 
observation. 

‘If you’d been in the garden,’ went on Charlotte reproachfully, ‘and 
flopped down like that when the Queen said “Off with his head!” she’d 
have offed with your head; but Alice wasn’t that sort of girl at all. She 
just said, “I’m not afraid of you, you’re nothing but a pack of cards” — 
O dear! I’ve got to the end already, and I hadn’t begun hardly! I never 
can make my stories last out! Never mind, P’ ll tell you another one.’ 

Jerry didn’t seem to care, now he had gained his end, whether the 
stories lasted out or not. He was nestling against Rosa’s plump form with 
a look of satisfaction that was simply idiotic; and one arm had 
disappeared from view — was it round her waist? Rosa’s natural blush 
seemed deeper than usual, her head inclined shyly — it must have been 
round her waist. 

‘If it wasn’t so near your bedtime,’ continued Charlotte reflectively, 
‘Td tell you a nice story with a bogy in it. But you’d be frightened, and 
you’d dream of bogies all night. So I’ ll tell you one about a White Bear, 
only you mustn’t scream when the bear says ‘Wow,’ like I used to, ‘cos 
he’s a good bear really — —’ 

Here Rosa fell flat on her back in the deadest of faints. Her limbs 
were rigid, her eyes glassy. What had Jerry been doing? It must have 
been something very bad, for her to take on like that. I scrutinised him 
carefully, while Charlotte ran to comfort the damsel. He appeared to be 
whistling a tune and regarding the scenery. If I only possessed Jerry’s 


command of feature, I thought to myself, half regretfully, I would never 
be found out in anything. 

‘It’s all your fault, Jerry,’ said Charlotte reproachfully, when the lady 
had been restored to consciousness: ‘Rosa’s as good as gold except when 
you make her wicked. I’d put you in the corner, only a stump hasn’t got a 
corner — wonder why that is? Thought everything had comers. Never 
mind, you’ll have to sit with your face to the wall — so. Now you can 
sulk if you like!’ 

Jerry seemed to hesitate a moment between the bliss of indulgence in 
sulks with a sense of injury, and the imperious summons of beauty 
waiting to be wooed at his elbow; then, over-mastered by his passion, he 
fell sideways across Rosa’s lap. One arm stuck stiffly upwards, as in 
passionate protestation; his amorous countenance was full of entreaty. 
Rosa hesitated — wavered — yielded, crushing his slight frame under 
the weight of her full-bodied surrender. 

Charlotte had stood a good deal, but it was possible to abuse even her 
patience. Snatching Jerry from his lawless embraces, she reversed him 
across her knee, and then — the outrage offered to the whole superior 
sex in Jerry’s hapless person was too painful to witness; but though I 
turned my head away the sound of brisk slaps continued to reach my 
tingling ears. When I dared to look again, Jerry was sitting up as before; 
his garment, somewhat crumpled, was restored to its original position; 
but his pallid countenance was set hard. Knowing as I did, only too well, 
what a volcano of passion and shame must be seething under that 
impassive exterior, for the moment I felt sorry for him. 

Rosa’s face was still buried in her frock; it might have been shame, it 
might have been grief for Jerry’s sufferings. But the callous Japanese 
never even looked her way. His heart was exceeding bitter within him. In 
merely following up his natural impulses he had run his head against 
convention, and learned how hard a thing it was; and the sunshiny world 
was all black to him. Even Charlotte softened somewhat at the sight of 
his rigid misery. ‘If you’ll say you’re sorry, Jerome,’ she said, ‘PI say 
I’m sorry, too.’ 

Jerry only dropped his shoulders against the stump and stared out in 
the direction of his dear native Japan, where love was no sin, and 
smacking had not been introduced. Why had he ever left it? He would go 
back to-morrow! And yet there were obstacles: another grievance. 
Nature, in endowing Jerry with every grace of form and feature, along 
with a sensitive soul, had somehow forgotten the gift of locomotion. 


There was a crackling in the bushes behind me, with sharp short pants 
as of a small steam-engine, and Rollo, the black retriever, just released 
from his chain by some friendly hand, burst through the underwood, 
seeking congenial company. I joyfully hailed him to stop and be a 
panther, but he sped away round the pond, upset Charlotte with a 
boisterous caress, and seizing Jerry by the middle, disappeared with him 
down the drive. Charlotte panting, raved behind the swift-footed avenger 
of crime; Rosa lay dishevelled, bereft of consciousness; Jerry himself 
spread helpless arms to heaven, and I almost thought I heard a cry for 
mercy, a tardy promise of amendment. But it was too late. The Black 
Man had got Jerry at last; and though the tear of sensibility might bedew 
an eye or two for his lost sake, no one who really knew him could deny 
the justice of his fate. 





YOUNG ADAM CUPID 


NOBODY would have suspected Edward of being in love, had it not 
been that after breakfast, with an overacted carelessness, ‘Anybody who 
likes,’ he said, ‘can feed my rabbits,’ and he disappeared, with a 
jauntiness that deceived nobody, in the direction of the orchard. Now 
kingdoms might totter and reel, and convulsions play skittles with the 
map of Europe; but the iron unwritten law prevailed, that each boy 
severely fed his own rabbits. There was good ground, then, for suspicion 
and alarm; and while the lettuce leaves were being drawn through the 
wires, Harold and I conferred seriously on the situation. 

It may be thought that the affair was none of our business; and indeed 
we cared little as individuals. We were only concerned as members of a 
corporation, for each of whom the mental or physical ailment of one of 
his fellows might have far-reaching effects. It was thought best that 
Harold, as least open to suspicion of motive, should be despatched to 
probe and peer. His instructions were, to proceed by a report on the 
health of our rabbits in particular; to glide gently into a discussion 
concerning rabbits in general, their customs, practices, and vices; and to 
pass thence, by a natural transition, to the female sex, the inherent flaws 
in its composition, and the reasons for regarding it (speaking broadly) as 
dirt. He was especially to be very diplomatic, and then to return and 
report progress. He departed on his mission gaily; but his absence was 
short, and his return, discomfited and in tears, seemed to betoken some 
want of parts for diplomacy. He had found Edward, it appeared, pacing 
the orchard, with the sort of set smile that mountebanks wear in their 
precarious antics, fixed painfully on his face, as with pins. Harold had 
opened well, on the rabbit subject, but, with a fatal confusion between 
the abstract and the concrete, had then gone on to remark that Edward’s 
lop-eared doe, with her long hindlegs and contemptuous twitch of the 
nose, always reminded him of Sabina Larkin (a nine-year-old damsel, 
child of a neighbouring farmer): at which point Edward, it would seem, 
had turned upon and savagely maltreated him, twisting his arm and 
punching him in the short ribs. So that Harold returned to the rabbit- 
hutches preceded by long-drawn wails: anon wishing, with tears and 
sobs, that he were a man, to kick his love-lorn brother; anon lamenting 
that ever he had been born. 

I was not big enough to stand up to Edward personally, so I had to 
console the sufferer by allowing him to grease the wheels of the donkey- 


cart — a luscious treat that had been specially reserved for me, a week 
past, by the gardener’s boy, for putting in a good word on his behalf with 
the new kitchen-maid. Harold was soon all smiles and grease; and I was 
not, on the whole, dissatisfied with the significant hint that had been 
gained as to the fons et origo mali. 

Fortunately, means were at hand for resolving any doubts on the 
subject, since the morning was Sunday, and already the bells were 
ringing for church. Lest the connexion may not be evident at first sight, I 
should explain that the gloomy period of church-time, with its enforced 
inaction and its lack of real interest — passed, too, within sight of all that 
the village held of fairest — was just the one when a young man’s 
fancies lightly turned to thoughts of love. The rest of the week afforded 
no leisure for such trifling; but in church — well, there was really 
nothing else to do! True, noughts-and-crosses might be indulged in on 
flyleaves of prayer-books while the Litany dragged its slow length along; 
but what balm or what solace could be found for the Sermon? Naturally 
the eye, wandering here and there among the serried ranks, made bold 
untrammelled choice among our fair fellow-supplicants. It was in this 
way that, some months earlier, under the exceptional strain of the 
Athanasian Creed, my roving fancy had settled upon the baker’s wife as 
a fit object for a life-long devotion. Her riper charms had conquered a 
heart which none of her be-muslined tittering juniors had been able to 
subdue; and that she was already wedded had never occurred to me as 
any bar to my affection. Edward’s general demeanour, then, during 
morning service was safe to convict him; but there was also a special test 
for the particular case. It happened that we sat in a transept, and, the 
Larkins being behind us, Edward’s only chance of feasting on Sabina’s 
charms was in the all-too fleeting interval when we swung round 
eastwards. I was not mistaken. During the singing of the Benedictus the 
impatient one made several false starts, and at last he slewed fairly round 
before ‘As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be’ was half 
finished. The evidence was conclusive: a court of law could have desired 
no better. 

The fact being patent, the next thing was to grapple with it; and my 
mind was fully occupied during the sermon. There was really nothing 
unfair or unbrotherly in my attitude. A philosophic affection such as 
mine own, which clashed with nothing, was (I held) permissible; but the 
volcanic passions in which Edward indulged about once a quarter were a 
serious interference with business. To make matters worse, next week 
there was a circus coming to the neighbourhood, to which we had all 


been strictly forbidden to go; and without Edward no visit in contempt of 
law and orders could be successfully brought off. I had sounded him as 
to the circus on our way to church, and he had replied briefly that the 
very thought of a clown made him sick. Morbidity could no further go. 
But the sermon came to an end without any line of conduct having 
suggested itself; and I walked home in some depression, feeling sadly 
that Venus was in the ascendant and in direful opposition, while Auriga 
— the circus star — drooped declinant, perilously near the horizon. 

By the irony of fate, Aunt Eliza, of all people, turned out to be the 
Dea ex machind. The thing fell out in this wise. It was that lady’s 
obnoxious practice to issue forth, of a Sunday afternoon, on a visit of 
state to such farmers and cottagers as dwelt at hand; on which occasion 
she was wont to hale a reluctant boy along with her, from the mixed 
motives of propriety and his soul’s health. Much cudgelling of brains, I 
suppose, had on that particular day made me torpid and unwary. 
Anyhow, when a victim came to be sought for, I fell an easy prey, while 
the others fled scatheless and whooping. Our first visit was to the 
Larkins. Here ceremonial might be viewed in its finest flower, and we 
conducted ourselves, like Queen Elizabeth when she trod the measure, 
‘high and disposedly.’ In the low oak-panelled parlour cake and currant 
wine were set forth, and, after courtesies and compliments exchanged, 
Aunt Eliza, greatly condescending, talked the fashions with Mrs. Larkin; 
while the farmer and I, perspiring with the unusual effort, exchanged 
remarks on the mutability of the weather and the steady fall in the price 
of corn. (Who would have thought, to hear us, that only two short days 
ago we had confronted each other on either side of a hedge? I 
triumphant, provocative, derisive? He flushed, wroth, cracking his whip, 
and volleying forth profanity? So powerful is all-subduing ceremony!) 
Sabina the while, demurely seated with a Pilgrim’s Progress on her knee, 
and apparently absorbed in a brightly-coloured presentment of ‘Apollyon 
Straddling Right across the Way,’ eyed me at times with shy interest; but 
repelled all Aunt Eliza’s advances with a frigid politeness for which I 
could not sufficiently admire her. 


BE ty 
; bes 





g i OTAS 
Md x Bs = 


n Ue F 
i 


‘Who would have thought . . . that only two short days ago we had 
confronted each other on either side of a hedge’ 

‘It’s surprising to me,’ I heard my aunt remark presently, ‘how my 
eldest nephew, Edward, despises little girls. I heard him tell Charlotte the 
other day that he wished he could exchange her for a pair of Japanese 
guinea-pigs. It made the poor child cry. Boys are so heartless!’ (I saw 
Sabina stiffen as she sat, and her tip-tilted nose twitched scornfully.) 
‘Now this boy here — —’ (my soul descended into my very boots. 
Could the woman have intercepted any of my amorous glances at the 
baker’s wife?) ‘Now this boy,’ my aunt went on, ‘is more human 
altogether. Only yesterday he took his sister to the baker’s shop, and 
spent his only penny buying her sweets. I thought it showed such a nice 
disposition. I wish Edward were more like him!’ 

I breathed again. It was unnecessary to explain my real motives for 
that visit to the baker’s. Sabina’s face softened, and her contemptuous 
nose descended from its altitude of scorn; she gave me one shy glance of 
kindness, and then concentrated her attention upon Mercy knocking at 


the Wicket Gate. I felt awfully mean as regarded Edward; but what could 
I do? I was in Gaza, gagged and bound; the Philistines hemmed me in. 

The same evening the storm burst, the bolt fell, and — to continue the 
metaphor — the atmosphere grew serene and clear once more. The 
evening service was shorter than usual, the vicar, as he ascended the 
pulpit steps, having dropped two pages out of his sermon-case — 
unperceived by any but ourselves, either at the moment or subsequently 
when the hiatus was reached; so, as we joyfully shuffled out I whispered 
Edward that by racing home at top speed we should make time to assume 
our bows and arrows (laid aside for the day) and play at Indians and 
buffaloes with Aunt Eliza’s fowls — already strolling roostwards, 
regardless of their doom — before that sedately stepping lady could 
return. Edward hung at the door, wavering; the suggestion had 
unhallowed charms. At that moment Sabina issued primly forth, and, 
seeing Edward, put out her tongue at him in the most exasperating 
manner conceivable; then passed on her way, her shoulders rigid, her 
dainty head held high. A man can stand very much in the cause of love: 
poverty, aunts, rivals, barriers of every sort, all these only serve to fan the 
flame. But personal ridicule is a shaft that reaches the very vitals. 
Edward led the race home at a speed which one of Ballantyne’s heroes 
might have equalled but never surpassed; and that evening the Indians 
dispersed Aunt Eliza’s fowls over several square miles of country, so that 
the tale of them remaineth incomplete unto this day. Edward himself, 
cheering wildly, pursued the big Cochin-China cock till the bird sank 
gasping under the drawing-room window, whereat its mistress stood 
petrified; and after supper, in the shrubbery, smoked a half-consumed 
cigar he had picked up in the road, and declared to an awe-stricken 
audience his final, his immitigable resolve to go into the army. 

The crisis was past, and Edward was saved! ... And yet... sunt 
lachryme rerum . . . to me watching the cigar-stump alternately pale and 
glow against the dark background of laurel, a vision of a tip-tilted nose, 
of a small head poised scornfully, seemed to hover on the gathering 
gloom — seemed to grow and fade and grow again, like the grin of the 
Cheshire cat — pathetically, reproachfully even; and the charms of the 
baker’s wife slipped from my memory like snow-wreaths in thaw. After 
all, Sabina was nowise to blame: why should the child be punished? To- 
morrow I would give them the slip, and stroll round by her garden 
promiscuous-like, at a time when the farmer was safe in the rickyard. If 
nothing came of it, there was no harm done; and if on the contrary. . . ! 
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THE BURGLARS 


IT was much too fine a night to think of going to bed at once, and so, 
although the witching hour of nine p.m. had struck, Edward and I were 
still leaning out of the open window in our nightshirts, watching the play 
of the cedar-branch shadows on the moonlit lawn, and planning schemes 
of fresh devilry for the sunshiny morrow. From below, strains of the 
jocund piano declared that the Olympians were enjoying themselves in 
their listless impotent way; for the new curate had been bidden to dinner 
that night, and was at the moment unclerically proclaiming to all the 
world that he feared no foe. His discordant vociferations doubtless 
started a train of thought in Edward’s mind, for he presently remarked, à 
propos of nothing whatever that had been said before, ‘I believe the new 
curate’s rather gone on Aunt Maria.’ 

I scouted the notion; ‘Why, she’s quite old,’ I said. (She must have 
seen some five-and-twenty summers.) 

‘Of course she is,’ replied Edward scornfully. ‘It’s not her, it’s her 
money he’s after, you bet!’ 

‘Didn’t know she had any money,’ I observed timidly. 

‘Sure to have,’ said my brother with confidence. ‘Heaps and heaps.’ 

Silence ensued, both our minds being busy with the new situation thus 
presented: mine, in wonderment at this flaw that so often declared itself 
in enviable natures of fullest endowment, — in a grown-up man and a 
good cricketer, for instance, even as this curate; Edward’s (apparently) in 
the consideration of how such a state of things, supposing it existed, 
could be best turned to his own advantage. 

‘Bobby Ferris told me,’ began Edward in due course, ‘that there was a 
fellow spooning his sister once — —’ 

‘What’s spooning?’ I asked meekly. 

‘O I dunno,’ said Edward indifferently. 

‘It’s — it’s — it’s just a thing they do, you know. And he used to 
carry notes and messages and things between ‘em, and he got a shilling 
almost every time.’ 

‘What, from each of ‘em?’ I innocently inquired. 

Edward looked at me with scornful pity. ‘Girls never have any 
money,’ he briefly explained. ‘But she did his exercises, and got him out 
of rows, and told stories for him when he needed it — and much better 
ones than he could have made up for himself. Girls are useful in some 


ways. So he was living in clover, when unfortunately they went and 
quarrelled about something.’ 

‘Don’t see what that’s got to do with it,’ I said. 

‘Nor don’t I,’ rejoined Edward. ‘But anyhow the notes and things 
stopped, and so did the shillings. Bobby was fairly cornered, for he had 
bought two ferrets on tick, and promised to pay a shilling a week, 
thinking the shillings were going on for ever, the silly young ass. So 
when the week was up, and he was being dunned for the shilling, he 
went off to the fellow and said: “Your broken-hearted Bella implores you 
to meet her at sundown. By the hollow oak as of old, be it only for a 
moment. Do not fail!” He got all that out of some rotten book, of course. 
The fellow looked puzzled and said: 

““What hollow oak? I don’t know any hollow oak.” 

‘““Perhaps it was the Royal Oak?” said Bobby promptly, ‘cos he saw 
he had made a slip, through trusting too much to the rotten book; but this 
didn’t seem to make the fellow any happier.’ 

‘Should think not,’ I said, ‘the Royal Oak’s an awful low sort of pub.’ 

‘I know,’ said Edward. ‘Well, at last the fellow said, “I think I know 
what she means: the hollow tree in your father’s paddock. It happens to 
be an elm, but she wouldn’t know the difference. All right: say I'll be 
there.” Bobby hung about a bit, for he hadn’t got his money. “She was 
crying awfully,” he said. Then he got his shilling.’ 

‘And wasn’t the fellow riled,’ I inquired, ‘when he got to the place 
and found nothing?’ 

‘He found Bobby,’ said Edward indignantly. ‘Young Ferris was a 
gentleman, every inch of him. He brought the fellow another message 
from Bella: “I dare not leave the house. My cruel parents immure me 
closely. If you only knew what I suffer. Your broken-hearted Bella.” Out 
of the same rotten book. This made the fellow a little suspicious, ‘cos it 
was the old Ferrises who had been keen about the thing all through. The 
fellow, you see, had tin.’ 

‘But what’s that got to — —’ I began again. 

‘O I dunno,’ said Edward impatiently. ‘I’m telling you just what 
Bobby told me. He got suspicious, anyhow, but he couldn’t exactly call 
Bella’s brother a liar, so Bobby escaped for the time. But when he was in 
a hole next week, over a stiff French exercise, and tried the same sort of 
game on his sister, she was too sharp for him, and he got caught out. 
Somehow women seem more mistrustful than men. They’re so beastly 
suspicious by nature, you know.’ 


‘I know,’ said I. ‘But did the two — the fellow and the sister — make 
it up afterwards?’ 

‘I don’t remember about that,’ replied Edward indifferently; ‘but 
Bobby got packed off to school a whole year earlier than his people 
meant to send him. Which was just what he wanted. So you see it all 
came right in the end!’ 

I was trying to puzzle out the moral of this story — it was evidently 
meant to contain one somewhere — when a flood of golden lamplight 
mingled with the moon-rays on the lawn, and Aunt Maria and the new 
curate strolled out on the grass below us, and took the direction of a 
garden-seat which was backed by a dense laurel shrubbery reaching 
round in a half-circle to the house. Edward meditated moodily. ‘If we 
only knew what they were talking about,’ said he, ‘you’d soon see 
whether I was right or not. Look here! Let’s send the kid down by the 
porch to reconnoitre!’ 

‘Harold’s asleep,’ I said; ‘it seems rather a shame — —’ 

‘O rot!’ said my brother; ‘he’s the youngest, and he’s got to do as he’s 
told!’ 

So the luckless Harold was hauled out of bed and given his sailing- 
orders. He was naturally rather vexed at being stood up suddenly on the 
cold floor, and the job had no particular interest for him; but he was both 
staunch and well disciplined. The means of exit were simple enough. A 
porch of iron trellis came up to within easy reach of the window, and was 
habitually used by all three of us, when modestly anxious to avoid public 
notice. Harold climbed deftly down the porch like a white rat, and his 
night-gown glimmered a moment on the gravel walk ere he was lost to 
sight in the darkness of the shrubbery. A brief interval of silence ensued; 
broken suddenly by a sound of scuffle, and then a shrill long-drawn 
squeal, as of metallic surfaces in friction. Our scout had fallen into the 
hands of the enemy! 

Indolence alone had made us devolve the task of investigation on our 
younger brother. Now that danger had declared itself, there was no 
hesitation. In a second we were down the side of the porch, and crawling 
Cherokee-wise through the laurels to the back of the garden-seat. Piteous 
was the sight that greeted us. Aunt Maria was on the seat, in a white 
evening frock, looking — for an aunt — really quite nice. On the lawn 
stood an incensed curate, grasping our small brother by a large ear, 
which — judging from the row he was making — seemed on the point of 
parting company with the head it completed and adorned. The gruesome 
noise he was emitting did not really affect us otherwise than esthetically. 


To one who has tried both, the wail of genuine physical anguish is easily 
distinguishable from the pumped-up ad misericordiam blubber. Harold’s 
could clearly be recognised as belonging to the latter class. ‘Now you 
young—’ (whelp, J think it was, but Edward stoutly maintains it was 
devil), said the curate sternly; ‘tell us what you mean by it!’ 

‘Well leggo of my ear then!’ shrilled Harold, ‘and I’ll tell you the 
solemn truth!’ 

“Very well,’ agreed the curate, releasing him, ‘now go ahead, and 
don’t lie more than you can help.’ 

We abode the promised disclosure without the least misgiving; but 
even we had hardly given Harold due credit for his fertility of resource 
and powers of imagination. 

‘I had just finished saying my prayers,’ began that young gentleman 
slowly,’ when I happened to look out of the window, and on the lawn I 
saw a sight which froze the marrow in my veins! A burglar was 
approaching the house with snake-like tread! He had a scowl and a dark 
lantern, and he was armed to the teeth!’ 

We listened with interest. The style, though unlike Harold’s native 
notes, seemed strangely familiar. 

‘Go on,’ said the curate grimly. 

‘Pausing in his stealthly career,’ continued Harold, ‘he gave a low 
whistle. Instantly the signal was responded to, and from the adjacent 
shadows two more figures glided forth. The miscreants were both armed 
to the teeth.’ 

‘Excellent,’ said the curate; ‘proceed.’ 

‘The robber chief,’ pursued Harold, warming to his work, ‘joined his 
nefarious comrades, and conversed with them in silent tones. His 
expression was truly ferocious, and I ought to have said that he was 
armed to the t — —’ 

“There, never mind his teeth,’ interrupted the curate rudely; ‘there’s 
too much jaw about you altogether. Hurry up and have done.’ 

‘I was in a frightful funk,’ continued the narrator, warily guarding his 
ear with his hand, ‘but just then the drawing-room window opened, and 
you and Aunt Maria came out — I mean emerged. The burglars vanished 
silently into the laurels, with horrid implications!’ 

The curate looked slightly puzzled. The tale was well sustained, and 
certainly circumstantial. After all, the boy might really have seen 
something. How was the poor man to know — though the chaste and 
lofty diction might have supplied a hint — that the whole yarn was a free 


adaptation from the last Penny Dreadful lent us by the knife-and-boot 
boy? 

“Why did you not alarm the house?’ he asked. 

“Cos I was afraid,’ said Harold sweetly, ‘that p’raps they mightn’t 
believe me!’ 

‘But how did you get down here, you naughty little boy?’ put in Aunt 
Maria. 

Harold was hard pressed — by his own flesh and blood, too! 

At that moment Edward touched me on the shoulder and glided off 
through the laurels. When some ten yards away he gave a low whistle. I 
replied with another. The effect was magical. Aunt Maria started up with 
a shriek. Harold gave one startled glance around, and then fled like a 
hare, made straight for the back-door, burst in upon the servants at 
supper, and buried himself in the broad bosom of the cook, his special 
ally. The curate faced the laurels — hesitatingly. But Aunt Maria flung 
herself on him. ‘O Mr. Hodgitts!’ I heard her cry, ‘you are brave! for my 
sake do not be rash!’ He was not rash. When I peeped out a second later, 
the coast was entirely clear. 

By this time there were sounds of a household timidly emerging; and 
Edward remarked to me that perhaps we had better be off. Retreat was an 
easy matter. A stunted laurel gave a leg-up on to the garden wall, which 
led in its turn to the roof of an out-house, up which, at a dubious angle, 
we could crawl to the window of the box-room. This overland route had 
been revealed to us one day by the domestic cat, when hard pressed in 
the course of an otter-hunt, in which the cat — somewhat unwillingly — 
was filling the title rôle; and it had proved distinctly useful on occasions 
like the present. We were snug in bed — minus some cuticle from knees 
and elbows — and Harold, sleepily chewing something sticky, had been 
carried up in the arms of the friendly cook, ere the clamour of the 
burglar-hunters had died away. 

The curate’s undaunted demeanour, as reported by Aunt Maria, was 
generally supposed to have terrified the burglars into flight, and much 
kudos accrued to him thereby. Some days later, however, when he had 
dropped in to afternoon tea, and was making a mild curatorial joke about 
the moral courage required for taking the last piece of bread-and-butter, I 
felt constrained to remark dreamily, and as it were to the universe at 
large: ‘Mr. Hodgitts! you are brave! for my sake, do not be rash!’ 

Fortunately for me, the vicar also was a caller on that day; and it was 
always a comparatively easy matter to dodge my long-coated friend in 
the open. 


A HARVESTING 


THE year was in its yellowing time, and the face of Nature a study in old 
gold. ‘A field or, semée with garbs of the same:’ it may be false Heraldry 
— Nature’s generally is — but it correctly blazons the display that 
Edward and I considered from the rickyard gate. Harold was not on in 
this scene, being stretched upon the couch of pain: the special disorder 
stomachic, as usual. The evening before, Edward, in a fit of unwonted 
amiability, had deigned to carve me out a turnip lantern, an art-and-craft 
he was peculiarly deft in; and Harold, as the interior of the turnip flew 
out in scented fragments under the hollowing knife, had eaten largely 
thereof: regarding all such jetsam as his special perquisite. Now he was 
dreeing his weird, with such assistance as the chemist could afford. But 
Edward and I, knowing that this particular field was to be carried to-day, 
were revelling in the privilege of riding in the empty waggons from the 
rickyard back to the sheaves, whence we returned toilfully on foot, to 
career it again over the billowy acres in these great galleys of a stubble 
sea. It was the nearest approach to sailing that we inland urchins might 
compass: and hence it ensued, that such stirring scenes as Sir Richard 
Grenville on the Revenge, the smoke-wreathed Battle of the Nile, and the 
Death of Nelson, had all been enacted in turn on these dusty quarter- 
decks, as they swayed and bumped afield. 

Another waggon had shot its load, and was jolting out through the 
rickyard gate, as we swung ourselves in, shouting, over its tail Edward 
was the first up, and, as I gained my feet, he clutched me in a death- 
grapple. I was a privateersman, he proclaimed, and he the captain of the 
British frigate Terpsichore, of — I forget the precise number of guns. 
Edward always collared the best parts to himself; but I was holding my 
own gallantly, when I suddenly discovered that the floor we battled on 
was swarming with earwigs. Shrieking, I hurled free of him, and rolled 
over the tail-board on to the stubble. Edward executed a war-dance of 
triumph on the deck of the retreating galleon; but I cared little for that. I 
knew he knew that I wasn’t afraid of him, but that I was — and terribly 
— of earwigs: ‘those mortal bugs o° the field.” So I let him disappear, 
shouting lustily for all hands to repel boarders, while I strolled inland, 
down the village. 

There was a touch of adventure in the expedition. This was not our 
own village, but a foreign one, distant at least a mile. One felt that sense 
of mingled distinction and insecurity which is familiar to the traveller: 


distinction, in that folk turned the head to note you curiously; insecurity, 
by reason of the everpresent possibility of missiles on the part of the 
younger inhabitants, a class eternally Conservative. Elated with isolation, 
I went even more nose-in-air than usual: and ‘even so,’ I mused, ‘might 
Mungo Park have threaded the trackless African forest and. .. .> Here I 
plumped against a soft, but resisting body. 

Recalled to my senses by the shock, I fell back in the attitude every 
boy under these circumstances instinctively adopts — both elbows well 
up over your ears. I found myself facing a tall elderly man, clean-shaven, 
clad in well-worn black — a clergyman evidently; and I noted at once a 
far-away look in his eyes, as if they were used to another plane of vision, 
and could not instantly focus things terrestrial, being suddenly recalled 
thereto. His figure was bent in apologetic protest. ‘I ask a thousand 
pardons, sir,’ he said; ‘I am really so very absent-minded. I trust you will 
forgive me.’ 

Now most boys would have suspected chaff under this courtly style of 
address. I take infinite credit to myself for recognising at once the natural 
attitude of a man to whom his fellows were gentlemen all, neither Jew 
nor Gentile, clean nor unclean. Of course, I took the blame on myself; 
adding, that I was very absent-minded too. Which was indeed the case. 

‘I perceive,’ he said pleasantly, ‘that we have something in common. 
I, an old man, dream dreams; you, a young one, see visions. Your lot is 
the happier. And now—’ his hand had been resting all this time on a 
wicket-gate— ‘you are hot, it is easily seen; — the day is advanced, 
Virgo is the Zodiacal sign. Perhaps I may offer you some poor 
refreshment, if your engagements will permit?’ 

My only engagement that afternoon was an arithmetic lesson, and I 
had not intended to keep it in any case; so I passed in, while he held the 
gate open politely, murmuring, ‘Venit Hesperus, ite capelle@: come, little 
kid!’ and then apologising abjectly for a familiarity which (he said) was 
less his than the Roman poet’s. A straight flagged walk led up to the 
cool-looking old house, and my host, lingering in his progress at this 
rose-tree and that, forgot all about me at least twice, waking up and 
apologising humbly after each lapse. During these intervals I put two and 
two together, and identified him as the Rector: a bachelor, eccentric, 
learned exceedingly, round whom the crust of legend was already 
beginning to form; to myself an object of special awe, in that he was 
alleged to have written a real book. ‘Heaps o’ books,’ Martha, my 
informant, said; but I knew the exact rate of discount applicable to 
Martha’s statements. 


We passed eventually through a dark hall into a room which struck me 
at once as the ideal I had dreamed but failed to find. None of your 
feminine fripperies here! None of your chair-backs and tidies! This man, 
it was seen, groaned under no aunts. Stout volumes in calf and vellum 
lined three sides; books sprawled or hunched themselves on chairs and 
tables; books diffused the pleasant odour of printers’ ink and bindings; 
topping all, a faint aroma of tobacco cheered and heartened exceedingly, 
as under foreign skies the flap and rustle over the wayfarer’s head of the 
Union Jack — the old flag of emancipation! And in one corner, book- 
piled like the rest of the furniture, stood a piano. 

This I hailed with a squeal of delight. ‘Want to strum?’ inquired my 
friend, as if it was the most natural wish in the world — his eyes were 
already straying towards another corner, where bits of writing-table 
peeped out from under a sort of Alpine system of book and foolscap. 

‘O but may I?’ I asked in doubt. ‘At home I’m not allowed to — only 
beastly exercises!’ 

“Well, you can strum here, at all events,’ he replied; and murmuring 
absently, ‘Age, dic Latinum, barbite, carmen,’ he made his way, 
mechanically guided as it seemed, to the irresistible writing-table. In ten 
seconds he was out of sight and call. A great book open on his knee, 
another propped up in front, a score or so disposed within easy reach, he 
read and jotted with an absorption almost passionate. I might have been 
in Beeotia, for any consciousness he had of me. So with a light heart I 
turned to and strummed. 

Those who painfully and with bleeding feet have scaled the crags of 
mastery over musical instruments have yet their loss in this: that the wild 
joy of strumming has become a vanished sense. Their happiness comes 
from the concord and the relative value of the notes they handle: the 
pure, absolute quality and nature of each note in itself are only 
appreciated by the strummer. For some notes have all the sea in them, 
and some cathedral bells; others a woodland joyance and a smell of 
greenery; in some fauns dance to the merry reed, and even the grave 
centaurs peep out from their caves. Some bring moonlight, and some the 
deep crimson of a rose’s heart; some are blue, some red, while others will 
tell of an army with silken standards and march-music. And throughout 
all the sequence of suggestion, up above the little white men leap and 
peep, and strive against the imprisoning wires; and all the big rosewood 
box hums as it were full of hiving bees. 


tl 





‘A great book open on his knee . . . a score or so disposed within easy 
reach’ 

Spent with the rapture, I paused a moment and caught my friend’s eye 
over the edge of a folio. ‘But as for these Germans,’ he began abruptly, 
as if we had been in the middle of a discussion, ‘the scholarship is there, 
I grant you; but the spark, the fine perception, the happy intuition, where 
is it? They get it all from us!’ 

‘They get nothing whatever from us,’ I said decidedly: the word 
German only suggesting Bands, to which Aunt Eliza was bitterly hostile. 

“You think not?’ he rejoined doubtfully, getting up and walking about 
the room. ‘Well, I applaud such fairness and temperance in so young a 
critic. They are qualities — in youth — as rare as they are pleasing. But 
just look at Schrumpffius, for instance — how he struggles and wrestles 
with a simple yap in this very passage here!’ 

I peeped fearfully through the open door, half dreading to see some 
sinuous and snark-like conflict in progress on the mat; but all was still. I 
saw no trouble at all in the passage, and I said so. 


‘Precisely,’ he cried, delighted. “To you, who possess the natural 
scholar’s faculty in so happy a degree, there is no difficulty at all. But to 
this Schrumpffius — —’ But here, luckily for me, in came the 
housekeeper, a clean-looking woman of staid aspect. 

“Your tea is in the garden,’ she said severely, as if she were correcting 
a faulty emendation. ‘I’ve put some cakes and things for the little 
gentleman; and you’d better drink it before it gets cold.’ 

He waved her off and continued his stride, brandishing an aorist over 
my devoted head. The housekeeper waited unmoved till there fell a 
moment’s break in his descant; and then, ‘You’d better drink it before it 
gets cold,’ she observed again, impassively. The wretched man cast a 
deprecating look at me. ‘Perhaps a little tea would be rather nice,’ he 
observed feebly; and to my great relief he led the way into the garden. I 
looked about for the little gentleman, but, failing to discover him, I 
concluded he was absent-minded too, and attacked the ‘cakes and things’ 
with no misgivings. 

After a most successful and most learned tea a something happened 
which, small as I was, never quite shook itself out of my memory. To us 
at parley in an arbour over the high road, there entered, slouching into 
view, a dingy tramp, satellited by a frowsy woman and a pariah dog; and, 
catching sight of us, he set up his professional whine; and I looked at my 
friend with the heartiest compassion, for I knew well from Martha — it 
was common talk — that at this time of day he was certainly and surely 
penniless. Morn by morn he started forth with pockets lined; and each 
returning evening found him with never a sou. All this he proceeded to 
explain at length to the tramp, courteously and even shamefacedly, as 
one who was in the wrong; and at last the gentleman of the road, 
realising the hopelessness of his case, set to and cursed him with gusto, 
vocabulary, and abandonment. He reviled his eyes, his features, his 
limbs, his profession, his relatives and surroundings; and then slouched 
off, still oozing malice and filth. We watched the party to a turn in the 
road, where the woman, plainly weary, came to a stop. Her lord, after 
some conventional expletives demanded of him by his position, relieved 
her of her bundle, and caused her to hang on his arm with a certain rough 
kindness of tone, and in action even a dim approach to tenderness; and 
the dingy dog crept up for one lick at her hand. 

‘See,’ said my friend, bearing somewhat on my shoulder, ‘how this 
strange thing, this love of ours, lives and shines out in the unlikeliest of 
places! You have been in the fields in early morning? Barren acres, all! 
But only stoop — catch the light thwartwise — and all is a silver 


network of gossamer! So the fairy filaments of this strange thing 
underrun and link together the whole world. Yet it is not the old 
imperious god of the fatal bow — epac avikate payav — not that — nor 
even the placid respectable otopyn — but something still unnamed, 
perhaps more mysterious, more divine! Only one must stoop to see it, old 
fellow, one must stoop!’ 

The dew was falling, the dusk closing, as I trotted briskly homewards 
down the road. Lonely spaces everywhere, above and around. Only 
Hesperus hung in the sky, solitary, pure, ineffably far-drawn and remote; 
yet infinitely heartening, somehow, in his valorous isolation. 


SNOWBOUND 


TWELFTH-NIGHT had come and gone, and life next morning seemed a 
trifle flat and purposeless. But yester-eve, and the mummers were here! 
They had come striding into the old kitchen, powdering the red brick 
floor with snow from their barbaric bedizenments; and stamping, and 
crossing, and declaiming, till all was whirl and riot and shout. Harold 
was frankly afraid: unabashed, he buried himself in the cook’s ample 
bosom. Edward feigned a manly superiority to illusion, and greeted these 
awful apparitions familiarly, as Dick and Harry and Joe. As for me, I was 
too big to run, too rapt to resist the magic and surprise. Whence came 
these outlanders, breaking in on us with song and ordered masque and a 
terrible clashing of wooden swords? And after these, what strange 
visitants might we not look for any quiet night, when the chestnuts 
popped in the ashes, and the old ghost stories drew the awe-stricken 
circle close? Old Merlin, perhaps, ‘all furred in black sheep-skins, and a 
russet gown, with a bow and arrows, and bearing wild geese in his 
hand!’ Or stately Ogier the Dane, recalled from Faéry, asking his way to 
the land that once had need of him! Or even, on some white night, the 
Snow-Queen herself, with a chime of sleigh-bells and the patter of 
reindeer’s feet, halting of a sudden at the door flung wide, while aloft the 
Northern Lights went shaking attendant spears among the quiet stars! 





i ANAT: EE Or 

‘But yester-eve and the mummers were here!’ 

This morning, house-bound by the relentless indefatigable snow, I 
was feeling the reaction. Edward, on the contrary, being violently stage- 
struck on this his first introduction to the real Drama, was striding up and 
down the floor, proclaiming ‘Here be I, King Gearge the Third,’ in a 
strong Berkshire accent. Harold, accustomed, as the youngest, to lonely 
antics and to sports that asked no sympathy, was absorbed in ‘clubmen’: 
a performance consisting in a measured progress round the room arm-in- 
arm with an imaginary companion of reverend years, with occasional 
halts at imaginary clubs, where — imaginary steps being leisurely 
ascended — imaginary papers were glanced at, imaginary scandal was 
discussed with elderly shakings of the head, and — regrettable to say — 
imaginary glasses were lifted lipwards. Heaven only knows how the 
germ of this dreary pastime first found way into his small-boyish being. 
It was his own invention, and he was proportionately proud of it. 
Meanwhile Charlotte and I, crouched in the window-seat, watched, spell- 
stricken, the whirl and eddy and drive of the innumerable snow-flakes, 


wrapping our cheery little world in an uncanny uniform, ghastly in line 
and hue. 

Charlotte was sadly out of spirits. Having ‘countered’ Miss Smedley 
at breakfast, during some argument or other, by an apt quotation from her 
favourite classic (the Fairy Book), she had been gently but firmly 
informed that no such things as fairies ever really existed. ‘Do you mean 
to say it’s all lies?’ asked Charlotte bluntly. Miss Smedley deprecated the 
use of any such unladylike words in any connexion at all. “These stories 
had their origin, my dear,’ she explained, ‘in a mistaken 
anthropomorphism in the interpretation of nature. But though we are 
now too well informed to fall into similar errors, there are still many 
beautiful lessons to be learned from these myths — —’ 

‘But how can you learn anything,’ persisted Charlotte, ‘from what 
doesn’t exist?’ And she left the table defiant, howbeit depressed. 

‘Don’t you mind her,’ I said consolingly; ‘how can she know 
anything about it? Why, she can’t even throw a stone properly!’ 

‘Edward says they’re all rot, too,’ replied Charlotte doubtfully. 

‘Edward says everything’s rot,’ I explained, ‘now he thinks he’s going 
into the Army. If a thing’s in a book it must be true, so that settles it!’ 

Charlotte looked almost reassured. The room was quieter now, for 
Edward had got the dragon down and was boring holes in him with a 
purring sound; Harold was ascending the steps of the Atheneum with a 
jaunty air — suggestive rather of the Junior Carlton. Outside, the tall 
elm-tops were hardly to be seen through the feathery storm. ‘The sky’s a- 
falling,’ quoted Charlotte softly; ‘I must go and tell the king.’ The 
quotation suggested a fairy story, and I offered to read to her, reaching 
out for the book. But the Wee Folk were under a cloud; sceptical hints 
had embittered the chalice. So I was fain to fetch Arthur — second 
favourite with Charlotte for his dames riding errant, and an easy first 
with us boys for his spear-splintering crash of tourney and hurtle against 
hopeless odds. Here again, however, I proved unfortunate; what ill-luck 
made the book open at the sorrowful history of Balin and Balan? ‘And 
he vanished anon,’ I read: ‘and so he heard an horne blow, as it had been 
the death of a beast. “That blast,” said Balin, “is blowen for me, for I am 
the prize, and yet am I not dead.”’ Charlotte began to cry: she knew the 
rest too well. I shut the book in despair. Harold emerged from behind the 
arm-chair. He was sucking his thumb (a thing which members of the 
Reform are seldom seen to do), and he stared wide-eyed at his tear- 
stained sister. Edward put off his histrionics, and rushed up to her as the 
consoler — a new part for him. 


‘I know a jolly story,’ he began. ‘Aunt Eliza told it me. It was when 
she was somewhere over in that beastly abroad’ — (he had once spent a 
black month of misery at Dinan)— ‘and there was a fellow there who 
had got two storks. And one stork died — it was the she-stork.” — 
(‘What did it die of?’ put in Harold.)— ‘And the other stork was quite 
sorry, and moped, and went on, and got very miserable. So they looked 
about and found a duck, and introduced it to the stork. The duck was a 
drake, but the stork didn’t mind, and they loved each other and were as 
jolly as could be. By and by another duck came along — a real she-duck 
this time — and when the drake saw her he fell in love, and left the stork, 
and went and proposed to the duck: for she was very beautiful. But the 
poor stork who was left, he said nothing at all to anybody, but just pined 
and pined and pined away, till one morning he was found quite dead! But 
the ducks lived happily ever afterwards!’ 

This was Edward’s idea of a jolly story! Down again went the comers 
of poor Charlotte’s mouth. Really Edward’s stupid inability to see the 
real point in anything was too annoying! It was always so. Years before, 
it being necessary to prepare his youthful mind for a domestic event that 
might lead to awkward questionings at a time when there was little 
leisure to invent appropriate answers, it was delicately inquired of him 
whether he would like to have a little brother, or perhaps a little sister? 
He considered the matter carefully in all its bearings, and finally declared 
for a Newfoundland pup. Any boy more ‘gleg at the uptak’ would have 
met his parents half-way, and eased their burden. As it was, the matter 
had to be approached all over again from a fresh standpoint. And now, 
while Charlotte turned away sniffingly, with a hiccup that told of an 
overwrought soul, Edward, unconscious (like Sir Isaac’s Diamond) of 
the mischief he had done, wheeled round on Harold with a shout. 

‘I want a live dragon,’ he announced: ‘You’ve got to be my dragon!’ 

‘Leave me go, will you?’ squealed Harold, struggling stoutly. ‘I’m 
playin’ at something else. How can I be a dragon and belong to all the 
clubs?’ 

‘But wouldn’t you like to be a nice scaly dragon, all green,’ said 
Edward, trying persuasion, ‘with a curly tail and red eyes, and breathing 
real smoke and fire?’ 

Harold wavered an instant: Pall-Mall was still strong in him. The next 
he was grovelling on the floor. No saurian ever swung a tail so scaly and 
so curly as his. Clubland was a thousand years away. With horrific pants 
he emitted smokiest smoke and fiercest fire. 


‘Now I want a Princess,’ cried Edward, clutching Charlotte 
ecstatically; ‘and you can be the Doctor, and heal me from the dragon’s 
deadly wound.’ 

Of all professions I held the sacred art of healing in worst horror and 
contempt. Cataclysmal memories of purge and draught crowded thick on 
me, and with Charlotte — who courted no barren honours — I made a 
break for the door. Edward did likewise, and the hostile forces clashed 
together on the mat, and for a brief space things were mixed and chaotic 
and Arthurian. The silvery sound of the luncheon-bell restored an instant 
peace, even in the teeth of clenched antagonisms like ours. The Holy 
Grail itself, ‘sliding athwart a sunbeam,’ never so effectually stilled a riot 
of warring passions into sweet and quiet accord. 





WHAT THEY TALKED ABOUT 


EDWARD was standing ginger-beer like a gentleman, happening, as the 
one that had last passed under the dentist’s hands, to be the capitalist of 
the flying hour. As in all well-regulated families, the usual tariff obtained 
in ours: half-a-crown a tooth; one shilling only if the molar were a loose 
one. This one, unfortunately — in spite of Edward’s interested 
affectation of agony — had been shakiness undisguised; but the event 
was good enough to run to ginger-beer. As financier, however, Edward 
had claimed exemption from any servile duties of procurement, and had 
swaggered about the garden while I fetched from the village post-office, 
and Harold stole a tumbler from the pantry. Our preparations complete, 
we were sprawling on the lawn; the staidest and most self-respecting of 
the rabbits had been let loose to grace the feast, and was lopping 
demurely about the grass, selecting the juiciest plantains; while Selina, as 
the eldest lady present, was toying, in her affected feminine way, with 
the first full tumbler, daintily fishing for bits of broken cork. 

‘Hurry up, can’t you?’ growled our host; ‘what are you girls always 
so beastly particular for?’ 

‘Martha says,’ explained Harold (thirsty too, but still just), ‘that if you 
swallow a bit of cork, it swells, and it swells, and it swells inside you, till 
you — —’ 

ʻO bosh!’ said Edward, draining the glass with a fine pretence of 
indifference to consequences, but all the same (as I noticed) dodging the 
floating cork-fragments with skill and judgment. 

‘O, it’s all very well to say bosh,’ replied Harold nettled: ‘but every 
one knows it’s true but you. Why, when Uncle Thomas was here last, and 
they got up a bottle of wine for him, he took just one tiny sip out of his 
glass, and then he said, “Poo, my goodness, that’s corked!” And he 
wouldn’t touch it. And they had to get a fresh bottle up. The funny part 
was, though, I looked in his glass afterwards, when it was brought out 
into the passage, and there wasn’t any cork in it at all! So I drank it all 
off, and it was very good!’ 

“You’d better be careful, young man!’ said his elder brother, regarding 
him severely: ‘D’you remember that night when the Mummers were 
here, and they had mulled port, and you went round and emptied all the 
glasses after they had gone away?’ 

‘Ow! I did feel funny that night,’ chuckled Harold. ‘Thought the 
house was comin’ down, it jumped about so: and Martha had to carry me 


up to bed, ‘cos the stairs was goin’ all waggity!’ 

We gazed searchingly at our graceless junior; but it was clear that he 
viewed the matter in the light of a phenomenon rather than of a 
delinquency. 

A third bottle was by this time circling; and Selina, who had evidently 
waited for it to reach her, took a most unfairly long pull, and then, 
jumping up and shaking out her frock, announced that she was going for 
a walk. Then she fled like a hare; for it was the custom of our Family to 
meet with physical coercion any independence of action in individuals. 

‘She’s off with those Vicarage girls again,’ said Edward, regarding 
Selina’s long black legs twinkling down the path. ‘She goes out with 
them every day now; and as soon as ever they start, all their heads go 
together and they chatter, chatter, chatter the whole blessed time! I can’t 
make out what they find to talk about. They never stop; it’s gabble, 
gabble, gabble right along, like a nest of young rooks!’ 

‘P’raps they talk about birds’-eggs,’ I suggested sleepily (the sun was 
hot, the turf soft, the ginger-beer potent); ‘and about ships, and buffaloes, 
and desert islands; and why rabbits have white tails; and whether they’d 
sooner have a schooner or a cutter; and what they’ ll be when they’re men 
— at least, I mean there’s lots of things to talk about, if you want to talk.’ 

“Yes; but they don’t talk about those sort of things at all,’ persisted 
Edward. ‘How can they? They don’t know anything; they can’t do 
anything — except play the piano, and nobody would want to talk about 
that; and they don’t care about anything — anything sensible, I mean. So 
what do they talk about?’ 

‘I asked Martha once,’ put in Harold; ‘and she said, “Never you mind; 
young ladies has lots of things to talk about that young gentlemen can’t 
understand.” 

‘I don’t believe it,’ Edward growled. 

‘Well, that’s what she said, anyway,’ rejoined Harold indifferently. 
The subject did not seem to him of first-class importance, and it was 
hindering the circulation of the ginger-beer. 

We heard the click of the front-gate. Through a gap in the hedge we 
could see the party setting off down the road. Selina was in the middle; a 
Vicarage girl had her by either arm; their heads were together, as Edward 
had described; and the clack of their tongues came down the breeze like 
the busy pipe of starlings on a bright March morning. 

‘What do they talk about, Charlotte?’ I inquired, wishing to pacify 
Edward. ‘You go out with them sometimes.’ 
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“They make me walk behind, ‘cos they say I’m too little, and mustn’t 
hear” 

‘I don’t know,’ said poor Charlotte dolefully. ‘They make me walk 
behind, ‘cos they say I’m too little, and mustn’t hear. And I do want to 
so,’ she added. 

“When any lady comes to see Aunt Eliza,’ said Harold, ‘they both talk 
at once all the time. And yet each of ‘em seems to hear what the other 
one’s saying. I can’t make out how they do it. Grown-up people are so 
clever!’ 

‘The Curate’s the funniest man,’ I remarked. ‘He’s always saying 
things that have no sense in them at all, and then laughing at them as if 
they were jokes. Yesterday, when they asked him if he’d have some more 
tea, he said, “Once more unto the breach, dear friends, once more,” and 
then sniggered all over. I didn’t see anything funny in that. And then 
somebody asked him about his button-hole, and he said, “’Tis but a little 
faded flower,” and exploded again. I thought it very stupid.’ 


‘O him,’ said Edward contemptuously: ‘he can’t help it, you know; 
it’s a sort of way he’s got. But it’s these girls I can’t make out. If they’ve 
anything really sensible to talk about, how is it nobody knows what it is? 
And if they haven’t — and we know they can't have, naturally — why 
don’t they shut up their jaw? This old rabbit here — he doesn’t want to 
talk. He’s got something better to do.” And Edward aimed a ginger-beer 
cork at the unruffled beast, who never budged. 

‘O but rabbits do talk,’ interposed Harold. ‘I’ve watched them often in 
their hutch. They put their heads together and their noses go up and 
down, just like Selina’s and the Vicarage girls’. Only of course I can’t 
hear what they’re saying.’ 

‘Well, if they do,’ said Edward unwillingly, ‘Pl bet they don’t talk 
such rot as those girls do!’ Which was ungenerous, as well as unfair; for 
it had not yet transpired — nor has it to this day — what Selina and her 
friends talked about. 








THE ARGONAUTS 


THE advent of strangers, of whatever sort, into our circle had always 
been a matter of grave dubiety and suspicion. Indeed, it was generally a 
signal for retreat into caves and fastnesses of the earth, into unthreaded 
copses or remote outlying cowsheds, whence we were only to be 
extricated by wily nursemaids, rendered familiar by experience with our 
secret runs and refuges. It was not surprising, therefore, that the heroes of 
classic legend, when first we made their acquaintance, failed to win our 
entire sympathy at once. ‘Confidence,’ says somebody, ‘is a plant of 
slow growth’; and these stately dark-haired demi-gods, with names hard 
to master and strange accoutrements, had to win a citadel already 
strongly garrisoned with a more familiar soldiery. Their chill foreign 
goddesses had no such direct appeal for us as the mocking malicious 
fairies and witches of the North. We missed the pleasant alliance of the 
animal — the fox who spread the bushiest of tails to convey us to the 
enchanted castle, the frog in the well, the raven who croaked advice from 
the tree; and — to Harold especially — it seemed entirely wrong that the 
hero should ever be other than the youngest brother of three. This belief, 
indeed, in the special fortune that ever awaited the youngest brother, as 
such, — the ‘Borough-English’ of Faéry, — had been of baleful effect on 
Harold, producing a certain self-conceit and perkiness that called for 
physical correction. But even in our admonishment we were on his side; 
and as we distrustfully eyed these new arrivals, old Saturn himself 
seemed something of a parvenu. 

Even strangers, however, if they be good fellows at heart, may 
develop into sworn comrades; and these gay swordsmen, after all, were 
of the right stuff. Perseus, with his cap of darkness and his wonderful 
sandals, was not long in winging his way to our hearts. Apollo knocked 
at Admetus’ gate in something of the right fairy fashion. Psyche brought 
with her an orthodox palace of magic, as well as helpful birds and 
friendly ants. Ulysses, with his captivating shifts and strategies, broke 
down the final barrier, and henceforth the band was adopted and 
admitted into our freemasonry. 

I had been engaged in chasing Farmer Larkin’s calves — his special 
pride — round the field, just to show the man we hadn’t forgotten him, 
and was returning through the kitchen-garden with a conscience at peace 
with all men, when I happened upon Edward, grubbing for worms in the 
dung-heap. Edward put his worms into his hat, and we strolled along 


together, discussing high matters of state. As we reached the tool-shed, 
strange noises arrested our steps; looking in, we perceived Harold, alone, 
rapt, absorbed, immersed in the special game of the moment. He was 
squatting in an old pig-trough that had been brought in to be tinkered; 
and as he rhapsodised, anon he waved a shovel over his head, anon dug it 
into the ground with the action of those who would urge Canadian 
canoes. Edward strode in upon him. < 






“Tm Jason ... and this is the Argo . . . and we’re just going through 
the Hellespont”? 

‘What rot are you playing at now?’ he demanded sternly. 

Harold flushed up, but stuck to his pig-trough like a man. ‘I’m Jason,’ 
he replied defiantly; ‘and this is the Argo. The other fellows are here too, 
only you can’t see them; and we’re just going through the Hellespont, so 
don’t you come bothering.’ And once more he plied the wine-dark sea. 

Edward kicked the pig-trough contemptuously. ‘Pretty sort of Argo 
you’ve got!’ said he. 


Harold began to get annoyed. ‘I can’t help it,’ he retorted. ‘It’s the 
best sort of Argo I can manage, and it’s all right if you only pretend 
enough. But you never could pretend one bit.’ 

Edward reflected. ‘Look here,’ he said presently. ‘Why shouldn’t we 
get hold of Farmer Larkin’s boat, and go right away up the river in a real 
Argo, and look for Medea, and the Golden Fleece, and everything? And 
Pl tell you what, I don’t mind your being Jason, as you thought of it 
first.’ 

Harold tumbled out of the trough in the excess of his emotion. ‘But 
we aren’t allowed to go on the water by ourselves,’ he cried. 

‘No,’ said Edward, with fine scorn: ‘we aren’t allowed; and Jason 
wasn’t allowed either, I daresay. But he went!’ 

Harold’s protest had been merely conventional: he only wanted to be 
convinced by sound argument. The next question was, How about the 
girls? Selina was distinctly handy in a boat: the difficulty about her was, 
that if she disapproved of the expedition — and, morally considered, it 
was not exactly a Pilgrim’s Progress — she might go and tell; she having 
just reached that disagreeable age when one begins to develop a 
conscience. Charlotte, for her part, had a habit of day-dreams, and was as 
likely as not to fall overboard in one of her rapt musings. To be sure, she 
would dissolve in tears when she found herself left out; but even that was 
better than a watery tomb. In fine, the public voice — and rightly, 
perhaps — was against the admission of the skirted animal: despite the 
precedent of Atalanta, who was one of the original crew. 

‘And now,’ said Edward, ‘who’s to ask Farmer Larkin? I can’t; last 
time I saw him he said when he caught me again he’d smack my head. 
You’ll have to.’ 

I hesitated, for good reasons. ‘You know those precious calves of 
his?’ I began. 

Edward understood at once. ‘All right,’ he said; ‘then we won’t ask 
him at all. It doesn’t much matter. He’d only be annoyed, and that would 
be a pity. Now let’s set off.’ 

We made our way down to the stream, and captured the farmer’s boat 
without let or hindrance, the enemy being engaged in the hay-fields. This 
‘river,’ so called, could never be discovered by us in any atlas; indeed 
our Argo could hardly turn in it without risk of shipwreck. But to us 
twas Orinoco, and the cities of the world dotted its shores. We put the 
Argo’s head upstream, since that led away from the Larkin province; 
Harold was faithfully permitted to be Jason, and we shared the rest of the 
heroes among us. Then, quitting Thessaly, we threaded the Hellespont 


with shouts, breathlessly dodged the Clashing Rocks, and coasted under 
the lee of the Siren-haunted isles. Lemnos was fringed with meadow- 
sweet, dog-roses dotted the Mysian shore, and the cheery call of the 
haymaking folk sounded along the coast of Thrace. 

After some hour or two’s seafaring, the prow of the Argo embedded 
itself in the mud of a landing-place, plashy with the tread of cows and 
giving on to a lane that led towards the smoke of human habitations. 
Edward jumped ashore, alert for exploration, and strode off without 
waiting to see if we followed; but I lingered behind, having caught sight 
of a moss-grown water-gate hard by, leading into a garden that, from the 
brooding quiet lapping it round, appeared to portend magical 
possibilities. 

Indeed the very air within seemed stiller, as we circumspectly passed 
through the gate; and Harold hung back shamefaced, as if we were 
crossing the threshold of some private chamber, and ghosts of old days 
were hustling past us. Flowers there were, everywhere; but they drooped 
and sprawled in an overgrowth hinting at indifference; the scent of 
heliotrope possessed the place as if actually hung in solid festoons from 
tall untrimmed hedge to hedge. No basket-chairs, shawls, or novels 
dotted the lawn with colour, and on the garden-front of the house behind, 
the blinds were mostly drawn. A grey old sun-dial dominated the central 
sward, and we moved towards it instinctively, as the most human thing in 
sight. An antick motto ran round it, and with eyes and fingers we 
struggled at the decipherment. 

time: tryeth: trothe: spelt out Harold at last. ‘I wonder what that 
means?’ 

I could not enlighten him, nor meet his further questions as to the 
inner mechanism of the thing, and where you wound it up. I had seen 
these instruments before, of course; but had never fully understood their 
manner of working. 

We were still puzzling our heads over the contrivance, when I became 
aware that Medea herself was moving down the path from the house. 
Dark-haired, supple, of a figure lightly poised and swayed, but pale and 
listless — I knew her at once, and having come out to find her, naturally 
felt no surprise at all. But Harold, who was trying to climb on to the top 
of the sun-dial, having a cat-like fondness for the summit of things, 
started and fell prone, barking his chin and filling the pleasance with 
lamentation. 

Medea skimmed the ground swallow-like, and in a moment was on 
her knees comforting him, wiping the dirt out of his chin with her own 


dainty handkerchief, and vocal with soft murmur of consolation. 

“You needn’t take on so about him,’ I observed politely. ‘He’ll cry for 
just one minute, and then he’ Il be all right.’ 

My estimate was justified. At the end of his regulation time Harold 
stopped crying suddenly, like a clock that had struck its hour; and with a 
serene and cheerful countenance wriggled out of Medea’s embrace, and 
ran for a stone to throw at an intrusive blackbird. 

‘O you boys!’ cried Medea, throwing wide her arms with 
abandonment. ‘Where have you dropped from? How dirty you are! I’ve 
been shut up here for a thousand years, and all that time I’ve never seen 
any one under a hundred and fifty! Let’s play at something, at once!’ 

‘Rounders is a good game,’ I suggested. ‘Girls can play at rounders. 
And we could serve up to the sun-dial here. But you want a bat and a 
ball, and some more people.’ 

She struck her hands together tragically. ‘I haven’t a bat,’ she cried, 
‘or a ball, or more people, or anything sensible whatever. Never mind; 
let’s play at hide-and-seek in the kitchen-garden. And we’ll race there, up 
to that walnut-tree; I haven’t run for a century!’ 

She was so easy a victor, nevertheless, that I began to doubt, as I 
panted behind, whether she had not exaggerated her age by a year or two. 
She flung herself into hide-and-seek with all the gusto and abandonment 
of the true artist; and as she flitted away and reappeared, flushed and 
laughing divinely, the pale witch-maiden seemed to fall away from her, 
and she moved rather as that other girl I had read about, snatched from 
fields of daffodil to reign in shadow below, yet permitted now and again 
to revisit earth and light and the frank, caressing air. 

Tired at last, we strolled back to the old sun-dial, and Harold, who 
never relinquished a problem unsolved, began afresh, rubbing his finger 
along the faint incisions. ‘Time tryeth trothe. Please, I want to know what 
that means?’ 

Medea’s face drooped low over the sun-dial, till it was almost hidden 
in her fingers. ‘That’s what I’m here for,’ she said presently in quite a 
changed, low voice. ‘They shut me up here — they think Pl forget — 
but I never will — never, never! And he, too — but I don’t know — it is 
so long — I don’t know!’ 

Her face was quite hidden now. There was silence again in the old 
garden. I felt clumsily helpless and awkward. Beyond a vague idea of 
kicking Harold, nothing remedial seemed to suggest itself. 

None of us had noticed the approach of another she-creature — one of 
the angular and rigid class — how different from our dear comrade! The 


years Medea had claimed might well have belonged to her; she wore 
mittens, too — a trick I detested in woman. ‘Lucy!’ she said sharply, in a 
tone with aunt writ large over it; and Medea started up guiltily. 

“You’ve been crying,’ said the newcomer, grimly regarding her 
through spectacles. ‘And pray who are these exceedingly dirty little 
boys?’ 

‘Friends of mine, aunt,’ said Medea promptly, with forced 
cheerfulness. I — I’ve known them a long time. I asked them to come.’ 

The aunt sniffed suspiciously. ‘You must come indoors, dear,’ she 
said, ‘and lie down. The sun will give you a headache. And you little 
boys had better run away home to your tea. Remember, you should not 
come to pay visits without your nursemaid.’ 

Harold had been tugging nervously at my jacket for some time, and I 
only waited till Medea turned and kissed a white hand to us as she was 
led away. Then I ran. We gained the boat in safety; and ‘What an old 
dragon!’ said Harold. 

“Wasn’t she a beast!’ I replied. ‘Fancy the sun giving any one a 
headache! But Medea was a real brick. Couldn’t we carry her off?’ 

“We could if Edward was here,’ said Harold confidently. 

The question was, What had become of that defaulting hero? We were 
not left long in doubt. First, there came down the lane the shrill and 
wrathful clamour of a female tongue; then Edward, running his best; and 
then an excited woman hard on his heel. Edward tumbled into the bottom 
of the boat, gasping ‘Shove her off!’ And shove her off we did, mightily, 
while the dame abused us from the bank in the self-same accents in 
which Alfred hurled defiance at the marauding Dane. 

“That was just like a bit out of Westward Ho!’ I remarked approvingly, 
as we sculled down the stream. ‘But what had you been doing to her?’ 

‘Hadn’t been doing anything,’ panted Edward, still breathless. ‘I went 
up into the village and explored, and it was a very nice one, and the 
people were very polite. And there was a blacksmith’s forge there, and 
they were shoeing horses, and the hoofs fizzled and smoked, and smelt 
so jolly! I stayed there quite a long time. Then I got thirsty, so I asked 
that old woman for some water, and while she was getting it her cat came 
out of the cottage, and looked at me in a nasty sort of way, and said 
something I didn’t like. So I went up to it just to — to teach it manners, 
and somehow or other, next minute it was up an apple-tree, spitting, and 
I was running down the lane with that old thing after me.’ 

Edward was so full of his personal injuries that there was no 
interesting him in Medea at all. Moreover, the evening was closing in, 


and it was evident that this cutting-out expedition must be kept for 
another day. As we neared home, it gradually occurred to us that perhaps 
the greatest danger was yet to come, for the farmer must have missed his 
boat ere now, and would probably be lying in wait for us near the 
landing-place. There was no other spot admitting of debarcation on the 
home side; if we got out on the other, and made for the bridge, we should 
certainly be seen and cut off. Then it was that I blessed my stars that our 
elder brother was with us that day. He might be little good at pretending, 
but in grappling with the stern facts of life he had no equal. Enjoining 
silence, he waited till we were but a little way from the fated landing- 
place, and then brought us in to the opposite bank. We scrambled out 
noiselessly and — the gathering darkness favouring us — crouched 
behind a willow, while Edward pushed off the empty boat with his foot. 
The old Argo, borne down by the gentle current, slid and grazed along 
the rushy bank; and when she came opposite the suspected ambush, a 
stream of imprecation told us that our precaution had not been wasted. 
We wondered, as we listened, where Farmer Larkin, who was bucolically 
bred and reared, had acquired such range and wealth of vocabulary. Fully 
realising at last that his boat was derelict, abandoned, at the mercy of 
wind and wave — as well as out of his reach — he strode away to the 
bridge, about a quarter of a mile further down; and as soon as we heard 
his boots clumping on the planks we nipped out, recovered the craft, 
pulled across, and made the faithful vessel fast to her proper moorings. 
Edward was anxious to wait and exchange courtesies and compliments 
with the disappointed farmer, when he should confront us on the opposite 
bank; but wiser counsels prevailed. It was possible that the piracy was 
not yet laid at our particular door: Ulysses, I reminded him, had reason to 
regret a similar act of bravado, and — were he here — would certainly 
advise a timely retreat. Edward held but a low opinion of me as a 
counsellor; but he had a very solid respect for Ulysses. 
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THE ROMAN ROAD 


ALL the roads of our neighbourhood were cheerful and friendly, having 
each of them pleasant qualities of their own; but this one seemed 
different from the others in its masterful suggestion of a serious purpose, 
speeding you along with a strange uplifting of the heart. The others 
tempted chiefly with their treasures of hedge and ditch; the rapt surprise 
of the first lords-and-ladies, the rustle of a field-mouse, the splash of a 
frog; while cool noses of brother-beasts were pushed at you through gate 
or gap. A loiterer you had need to be, did you choose one of them; so 
many were the tiny hands thrust out to detain you, from this side and 
that. But this one was of a sterner sort, and even in its shedding off of 
bank and hedgerow as it marched straight and full for the open downs, it 
seemed to declare its contempt for adventitious trappings to catch the 
shallow-pated. When the sense of injustice or disappointment was heavy 
on me, and things were very black within, as on this particular day, the 
road of character was my choice for that solitary ramble when I turned 
my back for an afternoon on a world that had unaccountably declared 
itself against me. 

‘The Knights’ Road’ we children had named it, from a sort of feeling 
that, if from any quarter at all, it would be down this track we might 
some day see Lancelot and his peers come pacing on their great war- 
horses; supposing that any of the stout band still survived, in nooks and 
unexplored places. Grown-up people sometimes spoke of it as the 
‘Pilgrims’ Way’; but I didn’t know much about pilgrims — except 
Walter in the Horselberg story. Him I sometimes saw, breaking with 
haggard eyes out of yonder copse, and calling to the pilgrims as they 
hurried along on their desperate march to the Holy City, where peace and 
pardon were awaiting them. ‘All roads lead to Rome,’ I had once heard 
somebody say; and I had taken the remark very seriously, of course, and 
puzzled over it many days. There must have been some mistake, I 
concluded at last; but of one road at least I intuitively felt it to be true. 
And my belief was clinched by something that fell from Miss Smedley 
during a history-lesson, about a strange road that ran right down the 
middle of England till it reached the coast, and then began again in 
France, just opposite, and so on undeviating, through city and vineyard, 
right from the misty Highlands to the Eternal City. Uncorroborated, any 
statement of Miss Smedley’s usually fell on incredulous ears; but here, 


with the road itself in evidence, she seemed, once in a way, to have 
strayed into truth. 

Rome! It was fascinating to think that it lay at the other end of this 
white ribbon that rolled itself off from my feet over the distant downs. I 
was not quite so uninstructed as to imagine I could reach it that 
afternoon; but some day, I thought, if things went on being as unpleasant 
as they were now — some day, when Aunt Eliza had gone on a visit, — 
some day, we would see. 

I tried to imagine what it would be like when I got there. The 
Coliseum I knew, of course, from a woodcut in the history-book: so to 
begin with I plumped that down in the middle. The rest had to be patched 
up from the little grey market-town where twice a year we went to have 
our hair cut; hence, in the result, Vespasian’s amphitheatre was 
approached by muddy little streets, wherein the Red Lion and the Blue 
Boar, with Somebody’s Entire along their front, and ‘Commercial Room’ 
on their windows; the doctor’s house, of substantial red-brick; and the 
façade of the New Wesleyan chapel, which we thought very fine, were 
the chief architectural ornaments: while the Roman populace pottered 
about in smocks and corduroys, twisting the tails of Roman calves and 
inviting each other to beer in musical Wessex. From Rome I drifted on to 
other cities, faintly heard of — Damascus, Brighton (Aunt Eliza’s ideal), 
Athens, and Glasgow, whose glories the gardener sang; but there was a 
certain sameness in my conception of all of them: that Wesleyan chapel 
would keep cropping up everywhere. It was easier to go a-building 
among those dream-cities where no limitations were imposed, and one 
was sole architect, with a free hand. Down a delectable street of cloud- 
built palaces I was mentally pacing, when I happened upon the Artist. 

He was seated at work by the roadside, at a point whence the cool 
large spaces of the downs, juniper-studded, swept grandly westwards. 
His attributes proclaimed him of the artist tribe: besides, he wore 
knickerbockers like myself, — a garb confined, I was aware, to boys and 
artists. I knew I was not to bother him with questions, nor look over his 
shoulder and breathe in his ear — they didn’t like it, this genus irritabile. 
But there was nothing about staring in my code of instructions, the point 
having somehow been overlooked: so, squatting down on the grass, I 
devoted myself to the passionate absorbing of every detail. At the end of 
five minutes there was not a button on him that I could not have passed 
an examination in; and the wearer himself of that homespun suit was 
probably less familiar with its pattern and texture than I was. Once he 
looked up, nodded, half held out his tobacco pouch, mechanically as it 


were, then, returning it to his pocket, resumed his work, and I my mental 
photography. 
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“You haven’t been to Rome, have you? 

After another five minutes or so had passed, he remarked, without 
looking my way: ‘Fine afternoon we’re having: going far to-day?’ 

‘No, I’m not going any farther than this,’ I replied; ‘I was thinking of 
going on to Rome: but I’ve put it off.’ 

‘Pleasant place, Rome,’ he murmured: ‘you’ll like it.’ It was some 
minutes later that he added: ‘But I wouldn’t go just now, if I were you: 
too jolly hot.’ 

‘You haven’t been to Rome, have you?’ I inquired. 

‘Rather,’ he replied briefly: ‘I live there.’ 

This was too much, and my jaw dropped as I struggled to grasp the 
fact that I was sitting there talking to a fellow who lived in Rome. 
Speech was out of the question: besides I had other things to do. Ten 
solid minutes had I already spent in an examination of him as a mere 
stranger and artist; and now the whole thing had to be done over again, 


from the changed point of view. So I began afresh, at the crown of his 
soft hat, and worked down to his solid British shoes, this time investing 
everything with the new Roman halo; and at last I managed to get out: 
‘But you don’t really live there, do you?’ never doubting the fact, but 
wanting to hear it repeated. 

‘Well,’ he said, good-naturedly overlooking the slight rudeness of my 
query, ‘I live there as much as I live anywhere. About half the year 
sometimes. I’ve got a sort of a shanty there. You must come and see it 
some day.’ 

‘But do you live anywhere else as well?’ I went on, feeling the 
forbidden tide of questions surging up within me. 

‘O yes, all over the place,’ was his vague reply. ‘And I’ve got a 
diggings somewhere off Piccadilly.’ 

“Where’s that?’ I inquired. 

“Where’s what?’ said he. ‘O, Piccadilly! It’s in London.’ 

‘Have you a large garden?’ I asked; ‘and how many pigs have you 
got?’ 

‘I’ve no garden at all,’ he replied sadly, and they don’t allow me to 
keep pigs, though Pd like to, awfully. It’s very hard.’ 

‘But what do you do all day, then,’ I cried, ‘and where do you go and 
play, without any garden, or pigs, or things?’ 

“When I want to play,’ he said gravely, ‘I have to go and play in the 
street; but it’s poor fun, I grant you. There’s a goat, though, not far off, 
and sometimes I talk to him when I’m feeling lonely; but he’s very 
proud.’ 

‘Goats are proud,’ I admitted. “There’s one lives near here, and if you 
say anything to him at all, he hits you in the wind with his head. You 
know what it feels like when a fellow hits you in the wind?’ 

‘I do, well,’ he replied, in a tone of proper melancholy, and painted 
on. 

‘And have you been to any other places,’ I began again presently, 
‘besides Rome and Piccy-what’s-his-name?’ 

‘Heaps,’ he said. ‘I’m a sort of Ulysses — seen men and cities, you 
know. In fact, about the only place I never got to was the Fortunate 
Island.’ 

I began to like this man. He answered your questions briefly and to 
the point, and never tried to be funny. I felt I could be confidential with 
him. 

“‘Wouldn’t you like,’ I inquired, ‘to find a city without any people in it 
at all?’ 


He looked puzzled. ‘I’m afraid I don’t quite understand,’ said he. 

‘I mean,’ I went on eagerly, ‘a city where you walk in at the gates, and 
the shops are all full of beautiful things, and the houses furnished as 
grand as can be, and there isn’t anybody there whatever! And you go into 
the shops, and take anything you want — chocolates and magic-lanterns 
and injirubber balls — and there’s nothing to pay; and you choose your 
own house and live there and do just as you like, and never go to bed 
unless you want to!’ 

The artist laid down his brush. “That would be a nice city,’ he said. 
‘Better than Rome. You can’t do that sort of thing in Rome — or in 
Piccadilly either. But I fear it’s one of the places I’ve never been to.’ 

‘And you’d ask your friends,’ I went on, warming to my subject; 
‘only those you really like, of course; and they’d each have a house to 
themselves — there’d be lots of houses, — and there wouldn’t be any 
relations at all, unless they promised they’d be pleasant; and if they 
weren't they’d have to go.’ 

‘So you wouldn’t have any relations?’ said the artist. “Well, perhaps 
you’re right. We have tastes in common, I see.’ 

‘Td have Harold,’ I said reflectively, ‘and Charlotte. They’d like it 
awfully. The others are getting too old. O, and Martha — I’d have 
Martha to cook and wash up and do things. You’d like Martha. She’s 
ever so much nicer than Aunt Eliza. She’s my idea of a real lady.’ 

‘Then I’m sure I should like her,’ he replied heartily, ‘and when I 
come to — what do you call this city of yours? Nephelo — something, 
did you say?’ 

‘I — I don’t know, ‘I replied timidly. ‘I’m afraid it hasn’t got a name 
— yet.’ 

The artist gazed out over the downs. ‘“The poet says, dear city of 
Cecrops,”’ he said softly to himself, ‘“and wilt not thou say, dear city of 
Zeus?” That’s from Marcus Aurelius,’ he went on, turning again to his 
work. ‘You don’t know him, I suppose; you will some day.’ 

“Who’s he?’ I inquired. 

‘O, just another fellow who lived in Rome,’ he replied, dabbing away. 

‘O dear!’ I cried disconsolately. ‘What a lot of people seem to live at 
Rome, and I’ve never even been there! But I think I’d like my city best.’ 

‘And so would I,’ he replied with unction. ‘But Marcus Aurelius 
wouldn’t, you know.’ 

‘Then we won’t invite him,’ I said; ‘will we?’ 

‘I won’t if you won’t,’ said he. And that point being settled, we were 
silent for a while. 


‘Do you know,’ he said presently, ‘I’ve met one or two fellows from 
time to time, who have been to a city like yours — perhaps it was the 
same one. They won’t talk much about it — only broken hints, now and 
then; but they’ve been there sure enough. They don’t seem to care about 
anything in particular — and everything’s the same to them, rough or 
smooth; and sooner or later they slip off and disappear; and you never 
see them again. Gone back, I suppose.’ 

‘Of course,’ said I. ‘Don’t see what they ever came away for; I 
wouldn’t. To be told you’ve broken things when you haven’t, and 
stopped having tea with the servants in the kitchen, and not allowed to 
have a dog to sleep with you. But I’ve known people, too, who’ve gone 
there.’ 

The artist stared, but without incivility. 

“Well, there’s Lancelot,’ I went on. “The book says he died, but it 
never seemed to read right, somehow. He just went away, like Arthur. 
And Crusoe, when he got tired of wearing clothes and being respectable. 
And all the nice men in the stories who don’t marry the Princess, ‘cos 
only one man ever gets married in a book, you know. They’ II be there!’ 

‘And the men who never come off,’ he said, ‘who try like the rest, but 
get knocked out, or somehow miss — or break down or get bowled over 
in the mélée — and get no Princess, nor even a second-class kingdom — 
some of them’ll be there, I hope?’ 

“Yes, if you like,’ I replied, not quite understanding him; ‘if they’re 
friends of yours, we’ll ask ‘em, of course.’ 

‘What a time we shall have!’ said the artist reflectively; ‘and how 
shocked old Marcus Aurelius will be!’ 

The shadows had lengthened uncannily, a tide of golden haze was 
flooding the grey-green surface of the downs, and the artist began to put 
his traps together, preparatory to a move. I felt very low: we would have 
to part, it seemed, just as we were getting on so well together. Then he 
stood up, and he was very straight and tall, and the sunset was in his hair 
and beard as he stood there, high over me. He took my hand like an 
equal. ‘I’ve enjoyed our conversation very much,’ he said. ‘That was an 
interesting subject you started, and we haven’t half exhausted it. We shall 
meet again, I hope?’ 

‘Of course we shall,’ I replied, surprised that there should be any 
doubt about it. 

‘In Rome perhaps?’ said he. 

“Yes, in Rome,’ I answered; ‘or Piccy-the-other-place, or somewhere.’ 


‘Or else,’ said he, ‘in that other city — when we’ve found the way 
there. And Pll look out for you, and you’ll sing out as soon as you see 
me. And we’ll go down the street arm-in-arm, and into all the shops, and 
then Pll choose my house, and yov’ll choose your house, and we’ll live 
there like princes and good fellows.’ 

‘O, but you’ll stay in my house, won’t you?’ I cried; ‘I wouldn’t ask 
everybody; but Pll ask you.’ 

He affected to consider a moment; then ‘Right!’ he said: ‘I believe 
you mean it, and I will come and stay with you. I won’t go to anybody 
else, if they ask me ever so much. And PII stay quite a long time, too, 
and I won’t be any trouble.’ 

Upon this compact we parted, and I went down-heartedly from the 
man who understood me, back to the house where I never could do 
anything right. How was it that everything seemed natural and sensible 
to him, which these uncles, vicars, and other grown-up men took for the 
merest tomfoolery? Well, he would explain this, and many another thing, 
when we met again. The Knights’ Road! How it always brought 
consolation! Was he possibly one of those vanished knights I had been 
looking for so long? Perhaps he would be in armour next time — why 
not? He would look well in armour, I thought. And I would take care to 
get there first, and see the sunlight flash and play on his helmet and 
shield, as he rode up the High Street of the Golden City. 

Meantime, there on An easy matter. 





THE SECRET DRAWER 


IT must surely have served as a boudoir for the ladies of old time, this 
little used, rarely entered chamber where the neglected old bureau stood. 
There was something very feminine in the faint hues of its faded 
brocades, in the rose and blue of such bits of china as yet remained, and 
in the delicate old-world fragrance of pot-pourri from the great bowl, — 
blue and white, with funny holes in its cover, — that stood on the 
bureau’s flat top. Modern aunts disdained this out-of-the-way, backwater, 
upstairs room, preferring to do their accounts and grapple with their 
correspondence in some central position more in the whirl of things, 
whence one eye could be kept on the carriage-drive, while the other was 
alert for malingering servants and marauding children. Those aunts of a 
former generation — I sometimes felt — would have suited our habits 
better. But even by us children, to whom few places were private or 
reserved, the room was visited but rarely. To be sure, there was nothing 
particular in it that we coveted or required. Only a few spindle-legged, 
gilt-backed chairs, — an old harp on which, so the legend ran, Aunt 
Eliza herself used once to play, in years remote, unchronicled; a corner- 
cupboard with a few pieces of china; and the old bureau. But one other 
thing the room possessed, peculiar to itself; a certain sense of privacy — 
a power of making the intruder feel that he was intruding — perhaps 
even a faculty of hinting that some one might have been sitting on those 
chairs, writing at the bureau, or fingering the china, just a second before 
one entered. No such violent word as ‘haunted’ could possibly apply to 
this pleasant old-fashioned chamber, which indeed we all rather liked; 
but there was no doubt it was reserved and stand-offish, keeping itself to 
itself. 

Uncle Thomas was the first to draw my attention to the possibilities of 
the old bureau. He was pottering about the house one afternoon, having 
ordered me to keep at his heels for company — he was a man who hated 
to be left one minute alone, — when his eye fell on it. ‘H’m! Sheraton!’ 
he remarked. (He had a smattering of most things, this uncle, especially 
the vocabularies.) Then he let down the flap, and examined the empty 
pigeon-holes and dusty panelling. ‘Fine bit of inlay,’ he went on: ‘good 
work, all of it. I know the sort. There’s a secret drawer in there 
somewhere.’ Then as I breathlessly drew near, he suddenly exclaimed: 
‘By Jove, I do want to smoke!’ And, wheeling round, he abruptly fled for 
the garden, leaving me with the cup dashed from my lips. What a strange 


thing, I mused, was this smoking, that takes a man suddenly, be he in the 
court, the camp, or the grove, grips him like an Afreet, and whirls him 
off to do its imperious behests! Would it be even so with myself, I 
wondered, in those unknown grown-up years to come? 

But I had no time to waste in vain speculations. My whole being was 
still vibrating to those magic syllables ‘secret drawer’; and that particular 
chord had been touched that never fails to thrill responsive to such words 
as cave, trap-door, sliding-panel, bullion, ingots, or Spanish dollars. For, 
besides its own special bliss, who ever heard of a secret drawer with 
nothing in it? And O I did want money so badly! I mentally ran over the 
list of demands which were pressing me the most imperiously. 

First, there was the pipe I wanted to give George Jannaway. George, 
who was Martha’s young man, was a shepherd, and a great ally of mine; 
and the last fair he was at, when he bought his sweetheart fairings, as a 
right-minded shepherd should, he had purchased a lovely snake 
expressly for me; one of the wooden sort, with joints, waggling 
deliciously in the hand; with yellow spots on a green ground, sticky and 
strong-smelling, as a fresh-painted snake ought to be; and with a red- 
flannel tongue pasted cunningly into its jaws. I loved it much, and took it 
to bed with me every night, till what time its spinal cord was loosed and 
it fell apart, and went the way of all mortal joys. I thought it very nice of 
George to think of me at the fair, and that’s why I wanted to give him a 
pipe. When the young year was chill and lambing-time was on, George 
inhabited a little wooden house on wheels, far out on the wintry downs, 
and saw no faces but such as were sheepish and woolly and mute; and 
when he and Martha were married, she was going to carry his dinner out 
to him every day, two miles; and after it, perhaps he would smoke my 
pipe. It seemed an idyllic sort of existence, for both the parties 
concerned; but a pipe of quality, a pipe fitted to be part of a life such as 
this, could not be procured (so Martha informed me) for a smaller sum 
than eighteenpence. And meantime ! 

Then there was the fourpence I owed Edward; not that he was 
bothering me for it, but I knew he was in need of it himself, to pay back 
Selina, who wanted it to make up a sum of two shillings, to buy Harold 
an ironclad for his approaching birthday, — H.M.S. Majestic, now lying 
uselessly careened in the toyshop window, just when her country had 
such sore need of her. And then there was that boy in the village who had 
caught a young squirrel, and I had never yet possessed one, and he 
wanted a shilling for it, but I knew that for ninepence in cash — but what 
was the good of these sorry threadbare reflections? I had wants enough 





to exhaust any possible find of bullion, even if it amounted to half a 
sovereign. My only hope now lay in the magic drawer, and here I was, 
standing and letting the precious minutes slip by! Whether ‘findings’ of 
this sort could, morally speaking, be considered ‘keepings,’ was a point 
that did not occur to me. 

The room was very still as I approached the bureau; possessed, it 
seemed to be, by a sort of hush of expectation. The faint odour of orris- 
root that floated forth as I let down the flap, seemed to identify itself with 
the yellows and browns of the old wood, till hue and scent were of one 
quality and interchangeable. Even so, ere this, the pot-pourri had mixed 
itself with the tints of the old brocade, and brocade and pot-pourri had 
long been one. With expectant fingers I explored the empty pigeon-holes 
and sounded the depths of the softly-sliding drawers. No books that I 
knew of gave any general recipe for a quest like this; but the glory, 
should I succeed unaided, would be all the greater. 

To him who is destined to arrive, the fates never fail to afford, on the 
way, their small encouragements. In less than two minutes, I had come 
across a rusty button-hook. This was truly magnificent. In the nursery 
there existed, indeed, a general button-hook, common to either sex; but 
none of us possessed a private and special button-hook, to lend or to 
refuse as suited the high humour of the moment. I pocketed the treasure 
carefully, and proceeded. At the back of another drawer, three old foreign 
stamps told me I was surely on the highroad to fortune. 

Following on these bracing incentives, came a dull blank period of 
unrewarded search. In vain I removed all the drawers and felt over every 
inch of the smooth surfaces, from front to back. Never a knob, spring or 
projection met the thrilling finger-tips; unyielding the old bureau stood, 
stoutly guarding its secret, if secret it really had. I began to grow weary 
and disheartened. This was not the first time that Uncle Thomas had 
proved shallow, uninformed, a guide into blind alleys where the echoes 
mocked you. Was it any good persisting longer? Was anything any good 
whatever? In my mind I began to review past disappointments, and life 
seemed one long record of failure and of non-arrival. Disillusioned and 
depressed, I left my work and went to the window. The light was ebbing 
from the room, and seemed outside to be collecting itself on the horizon 
for its concentrated effort of sunset. Far down the garden, Uncle Thomas 
was holding Edward in the air reversed, and smacking him. Edward, 
gurgling hysterically, was striking blind fists in the direction where he 
judged his uncle’s stomach should rightly be; the contents of his pockets 
— a motley show — were strewing the lawn. Somehow, though I had 


been put through a similar performance myself an hour or two ago, it all 
seemed very far away and cut off from me. 

Westwards the clouds were massing themselves in a low violet bank; 
below them, to north and south, as far round as eye could reach, a narrow 
streak of gold ran out and stretched away, straight along the horizon. 
Somewhere very far off, a horn was blowing, clear and thin; it sounded 
like the golden streak grown audible, while the gold seemed the visible 
sound. It pricked my ebbing courage, this blended strain of music and 
colour. I turned for a last effort; and Fortune thereupon, as if half- 
ashamed of the unworthy game she had been playing with me, relented, 
opening her clenched fist. Hardly had I put my hand once more to the 
obdurate wood, when with a sort of small sigh, almost a sob — as it were 
— of relief, the secret drawer sprang open. 

I drew it out and carried it to the window, to examine it in the failing 
light. Too hopeless had I gradually grown, in my dispiriting search, to 
expect very much; and yet at a glance I saw that my basket of glass lay in 
shivers at my feet. No ingots nor dollars were here, to crown me the little 
Monte Cristo of a week. Outside, the distant horn had ceased its gnat- 
song, the gold was paling to primrose, and everything was lonely and 
still. Within, my confident little castles were tumbling down like so 
many card-houses, leaving me stripped of estate, both real and personal, 
and dominated by the depressing reaction. 
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‘I drew it out and carried it to the window, to examine it in the failing 
light’ 

And yet, — as I looked again at the small collection that lay within 
that drawer of disillusions, some warmth crept back to my heart as I 
recognised that a kindred spirit to my own had been at the making of it. 
Two tarnished gilt buttons — naval, apparently — a portrait of a 
monarch unknown to me, cut from some antique print and deftly 
coloured by hand in just my own bold style of brush-work — some 
foreign copper coins, thicker and clumsier of make than those I hoarded 
myself — and a list of birds’-eggs, with names of the places where they 
had been found. Also, a ferret’s muzzle, and a twist of tarry string, still 
faintly aromatic! It was a real boy’s hoard, then, that I had happened 
upon. He too had found out the secret drawer, this happy-starred young 
person; and here he had stowed away his treasures, one by one, and had 
cherished them secretly awhile, and then — what? Well, one would 
never know now the reason why these priceless possessions still lay here 
unreclaimed; but across the void stretch of years I seemed to touch hands 


a moment with my little comrade of seasons — how many seasons? — 
long since dead. 

I restored the drawer, with its contents, to the trusty bureau, and heard 
the spring click with a certain satisfaction. Some other boy, perhaps, 
would some day release that spring again. I trusted he would be equally 
appreciative. As I opened the door to go, I could hear, from the nursery 
at the end of the passage, shouts and yells, telling that the hunt was up. 
Bears, apparently, or bandits, were on the evening bill of fare, judging by 
the character of the noises. In another minute I would be in the thick of 
it, in all the warmth and light and laughter. And yet — what a long way 
off it all seemed, both in space and time, to me yet lingering on the 
threshold of that old-world chamber! 


EXIT TYRANNUS 


THE eventful day had arrived at last, the day which, when first named, 
had seemed — like all golden dates that promise anything definite — so 
immeasurably remote. When it was first announced, a fortnight before, 
that Miss Smedley was really going, the resultant ecstasies had occupied 
a full week, during which we blindly revelled in the contemplation and 
discussion of her past tyrannies, crimes, malignities; in recalling to each 
other this or that insult, dishonour, or physical assault, sullenly endured 
at a time when deliverance was not even a small star on the horizon: and 
in mapping out the shining days to come, with special new troubles of 
their own, no doubt — since this is but a work-a-day world! — but at 
least free from one familiar scourge. The time that remained had been 
taken up by the planning of practical expressions of the popular 
sentiment. Under Edward’s masterly direction, arrangements had been 
made for a flag to be run up over the hen-house at the very moment when 
the fly, with Miss Smedley’s boxes on top and the grim oppressor herself 
inside, began to move off down the drive. Three brass cannons, set on 
the brow of the sunk-fence, were to proclaim our deathless sentiments in 
the ears of the retreating foe; the dogs were to wear ribbons; and later — 
but this depended on our powers of evasiveness and dissimulation — 
there might be a small bonfire, with a cracker or two if the public funds 
could bear the unwonted strain. 

I was awakened by Harold digging me in the ribs, and ‘She’s going 
to-day!’ was the morning hymn that scattered the clouds of sleep. 
Strange to say, it was with no corresponding jubilation of spirits that I 
slowly realised the momentous fact. Indeed, as I dressed, a dull 
disagreeable feeling that I could not define grew up in me — something 
like a physical bruise. Harold was evidently feeling it too, for after 
repeating ‘She’s going to-day!’ in a tone more befitting the Litany, he 
looked hard in my face for direction as to how the situation was to be 
taken. But I crossly bade him look sharp and say his prayers and not 
bother me. What could this gloom portend, that on a day of days like the 
present seemed to hang my heavens with black? 

Down at last and out in the sun, we found Edward before us, swinging 
on a gate and chanting a farm-yard ditty in which all the beasts appear in 
due order, jargoning in their several tongues, and every verse begins with 
the couplet: 


‘Now, my lads, come with me, 
Out in the morning early!’ 


The fateful exodus of the day had evidently slipped his memory 
entirely. I touched him on the shoulder. ‘She’s going to-day!’ I said. 
Edward’s carol subsided like a water-tap turned off. ‘So she is!’ he 
replied, and got down at once off the gate. And we returned to the house 
without another word. 
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‘At breakfast Miss Smedley behaved in a most mean and uncalled-for 
manner’ 

At breakfast Miss Smedley behaved in a most mean and uncalled-for 
manner. The right divine of governesses to govern wrong includes no 
right to cry. In thus usurping the prerogative of their victims they ignore 
the rules of the ring, and hit below the belt. Charlotte was crying, of 
course; but that counted for nothing. Charlotte even cried when the pigs’ 
noses were ringed in due season; thereby evoking the cheery contempt of 


the operators, who asserted they liked it, and doubtless knew. But when 


the cloud-compeller, her bolts laid aside, resorted to tears, mutinous 
humanity had a right to feel aggrieved, and think itself placed in a false 
and difficult position. What would the Romans have done, supposing 
Hannibal had cried? History has not even considered the possibility. 
Rules and precedents should be strictly observed on both sides. When 
they are violated, the other party is justified in feeling injured. 

There were no lessons that moming, naturally — another grievance! 
The fitness of things required that we should have struggled to the last in 
a confused medley of moods and tenses, and parted for ever, flushed with 
hatred, over the dismembered corpse of the multiplication-table. But this 
thing was not to be; and I was free to stroll by myself through the garden, 
and combat, as best I might, this growing feeling of depression. It was a 
wrong system altogether, I thought, this going of people one had got used 
to. Things ought always to continue as they had been. Change there must 
be, of course; pigs, for instance, came and went with disturbing 
frequency — 


‘Fired their ringing shot and passed, 
Hotly charged and sank at last’ — 


but Nature had ordered it so, and in requital had provided for rapid 
successors. Did you come to love a pig, and he was taken from you, grief 
was quickly assuaged in the delight of selection from the new litter. But 
now, when it was no question of a peerless pig, but only of a governess, 
Nature seemed helpless, and the future held no litter of oblivion. Things 
might be better, or they might be worse, but they would never be the 
same; and the innate conservatism of youth asks neither poverty nor 
riches, but only immunity from change. 

Edward slouched up alongside of me presently, with a hangdog look 
on him, as if he had been caught stealing jam. ‘What a lark itll be when 
she’s really gone!’ he observed, with a swagger obviously assumed. 

‘Grand fun!’ I replied dolorously; and conversation flagged. 

We reached the hen-house, and contemplated the banner of freedom 
lying ready to flaunt the breezes at the supreme moment. 

‘Shall you run it up,’ I asked, ‘when the fly starts, or — or wait a little 
till it’s out of sight?’ 

Edward gazed round him dubiously. ‘We’re going to have some rain, I 
think,’ he said; ‘and — and it’s a new flag. It would be a pity to spoil it. 
P’raps I won’t run it up at all.’ 


Harold came round the corner like a bison pursued by Indians. ‘I’ve 
polished up the cannons,’ he cried, ‘and they look grand! Mayn’t I load 
‘em now?’ 

“You leave ‘em alone,’ said Edward severely, ‘or you’ll be blowing 
yourself up’ (consideration for others was not usually Edward’s strong 
point). ‘Don’t touch the gunpowder till you’re told, or you’ll get your 
head smacked.’ 

Harold fell behind, limp, squashed, obedient. ‘She wants me to write 
to her,’ he began presently. ‘Says she doesn’t mind the spelling, if PU 
only write. Fancy her saying that!’ 

‘O, shut up, will you?’ said Edward savagely; and once more we were 
silent, with only our thoughts for sorry company. 

‘Let’s go off to the copse,’ I suggested timidly, feeling that something 
had to be done to relieve the tension, ‘and cut more new bows and 
arrows.’ 

‘She gave me a knife my last birthday,’ said Edward moodily, never 
budging. ‘It wasn’t much of a knife — but I wish I hadn’t lost it!’ 

‘When my legs used to ache,’ I said, ‘she sat up half the night, 
rubbing stuff on them. I forgot all about that till this morning.’ 

“There’s the fly!’ cried Harold suddenly. ‘I can hear it scrunching on 
the gravel.’ 

Then for the first time we turned and stared each other in the face. 


The fly and its contents had finally disappeared through the gate, the 
rumble of its wheels had died away. Yet no flag floated defiantly in the 
sun, no cannons proclaimed the passing of a dynasty. From out the 
frosted cake of our existence Fate had cut an irreplaceable segment: turn 
which way we would, the void was present. We sneaked off in different 
directions, mutually undesirous of company; and it seemed borne in 
upon me that I ought to go and dig my garden right over, from end to 
end. It didn’t actually want digging; on the other hand no amount of 
digging could affect it, for good or for evil; so I worked steadily, 
strenuously, under the hot sun, stifling thought in action. At the end of an 
hour or so, I was joined by Edward. 

‘I’ve been chopping up wood,’ he explained, in a guilty sort of way, 
though nobody had called on him to account for his doings. 

‘What for?’ I inquired stupidly. “There’s piles and piles of it chopped 
up already.’ 


‘I know,’ said Edward, ‘but there’s no harm in having a bit over. You 
never can tell what may happen. But what have you been doing all this 
digging for?’ 

“You said it was going to rain,’ I explained hastily. ‘So I thought I’d 
get the digging done before it came. Good gardeners always tell you 
that’s the right thing to do.’ 

‘It did look like rain at one time,’ Edward admitted; ‘but it’s passed 
off now. Very queer weather we’re having. I suppose that’s why I’ve felt 
so funny all day.’ 

“Yes, I suppose it’s the weather,’ I replied. ‘I’ve been feeling funny 
too.’ 

The weather had nothing to do with it, as we well knew. But we 
reason. 





THE BLUE ROOM 


THAT nature has her moments of sympathy with man has been noted 
often enough, — and generally as a new discovery. To us, who had never 
known any other condition of things, it seemed entirely right and fitting 
that the wind sang and sobbed in the poplar tops, and, in the lulls of it, 
sudden spirts of rain spattered the already dusty roads, on that blusterous 
March day when Edward and I awaited, on the station platform, the 
arrival of the new tutor. Needless to say, this arrangement had been 
planned by an aunt, from some fond idea that our shy, innocent young 
natures would unfold themselves during the walk from the station, and 
that, on the revelation of each other’s more solid qualities that must 
inevitably ensue, an enduring friendship, springing from mutual respect, 
might be firmly based. A pretty dream, — nothing more. For Edward, 
who foresaw that the brunt of tutorial oppression would have to be borne 
by him, was sulky, monosyllabic, and determined to be as negatively 
disagreeable as good manners would permit. It was therefore evident that 
I would have to be spokesman and purveyor of hollow civilities, and I 
was none the more amiable on that account; all courtesies, welcomes, 
explanations, and other court-chamberlain kind of business, being my 
special aversion. There was much of the tempestuous March weather in 
the hearts of both of us, as we sullenly glowered along the carriage- 
windows of the slackening train. 

One is apt, however, to misjudge the special difficulties of a situation; 
and the reception proved, after all, an easy and informal matter. In a 
trainful so uniformly bucolic, a tutor was readily recognisable; and his 
portmanteau had been consigned to the luggage-cart, and his person 
conveyed into the lane, before I had discharged one of my carefully 
considered sentences. I breathed more easily, and looking up at our new 
friend as we stepped out together, remembered that we had been 
counting on something altogether more arid, scholastic, and severe. A 
boyish eager face and a petulant pince-nez — untidy hair — a head of 
constant quick turns like a robin’s, and a voice that kept breaking into 
alto — these were all very strange and new, but not in the least terrible. 

He proceeded jerkily through the village, with glances on this side 
and that; and ‘Charming,’ he broke out presently; ‘quite too charming 
and delightful!’ 

I had not counted on this sort of thing, and glanced for help to 
Edward, who, hands in pockets, looked grimly down his nose. He had 





taken his line, and meant to stick to it. 

Meantime our friend had made an imaginary spy-glass out of his fist, 
and was squinting through it at something I could not perceive. ‘What an 
exquisite bit!’ he burst out. ‘Fifteenth century — no — yes it is!’ 

I began to feel puzzled, not to say alarmed. It reminded me of the 
butcher in the Arabian Nights, whose common joints, displayed on the 
shop-front, took to a startled public the appearance of dismembered 
humanity. This man seemed to see the strangest things in our dull, 
familiar surroundings. 

‘Ah!’ he broke out again, as we jogged on between hedgerows: ‘and 
that field now — backed by the downs — with the rain-cloud brooding 
over it, — that’s all David Cox — every bit of it!’ 

‘That field belongs to Farmer Larkin,’ I explained politely; for of 
course he could not be expected to know. ‘Pll take you over to Farmer 
Cox’s to-morrow, if he’s a friend of yours; but there’s nothing to see 
there.’ 

Edward, who was hanging sullenly behind, made a face at me, as if to 
say, ‘What sort of lunatic have we got here?’ 

‘It has the true pastoral character, this country of yours,’ went on our 
enthusiast: ‘with just that added touch in cottage and farmstead, relics of 
a bygone art, which makes our English landscape so divine, so unique!’ 

Really this grasshopper was becoming a burden! These familiar fields 
and farms, of which we knew every blade and stick, had done nothing 
that I knew of to be bespattered with adjectives in this way. I had never 
thought of them as divine, unique, or anything else. They were — well, 
they were just themselves, and there was an end of it. Despairingly I 
jogged Edward in the ribs, as a sign to start rational conversation, but he 
only grinned and continued obdurate. 

“You can see the house now,’ I remarked presently; ‘and that’s Selina, 
chasing the donkey in the paddock. Or is it the donkey chasing Selina? I 
can’t quite make out; but it’s them, anyhow.’ 

Needless to say, he exploded with a full charge of adjectives. 
‘Exquisite!’ he rapped out; ‘so mellow and harmonious! and so entirely 
in keeping!’ (I could see from Edward’s face that he was thinking who 
ought to be in keeping.) ‘Such possibilities of romance, now, in those old 
gables!’ 

‘If you mean the garrets,’ I said, ‘there’s a lot of old furniture in them; 
and one is generally full of apples; and the bats get in sometimes, under 
the eaves, and flop about till we go up with hair-brushes and things and 
drive ‘em out; but there’s nothing else in them that I know of.’ 


‘O, but there must be more than bats,’ he cried. ‘Don’t tell me there 
are no ghosts. I shall be deeply disappointed if there aren’t any ghosts.’ 

I did not think it worth while to reply, feeling really unequal to this 
sort of conversation. Besides, we were nearing the house, when my task 
would be ended. Aunt Eliza met us at the door, and in the cross-fire of 
adjectives that ensued — both of them talking at once, as grown-up folk 
have a habit of doing — we two slipped round to the back of the house, 
and speedily put several broad acres between us and civilisation, for fear 
of being ordered in to tea in the drawing-room. By the time we returned, 
our new importation had gone up to dress for dinner, so till the morrow 
at least we were free of him. 

Meanwhile the March wind, after dropping a while at sundown, had 
been steadily increasing in volume; and although I fell asleep at my usual 
hour, about midnight I was wakened by the stress and the cry of it. In the 
bright moonlight, wind-swung branches tossed and swayed eerily across 
the blinds; there was rumbling in chimneys, whistling in keyholes, and 
everywhere a clamour and a call. Sleep was out of the question, and, 
sitting up in bed, I looked round. Edward sat up too. ‘I was wondering 
when you were going to wake,’ he said. ‘It’s no good trying to sleep 
through this. I vote we get up and do something.’ 

‘I’m game,’ I replied. ‘Let’s play at being in a ship at sea’ (the plaint 
of the old house under the buffeting wind suggested this, naturally); ‘and 
we can be wrecked on an island, or left on a raft, whichever you choose; 
but I like an island best myself, because there’s more things on it.’ 

Edward on reflection negatived the idea. ‘It would make too much 
noise,’ he pointed out. ‘There’s no fun playing at ships, unless you can 
make a jolly good row.’ 

The door creaked, and a small figure in white slipped cautiously in. 
“Thought I heard you talking,’ said Charlotte. ‘We don’t like it; we’re 
afraid — Selina too! She’ll be here in a minute. She’s putting on her new 
dressing-gown she’s so proud of.’ 

His arms round his knees, Edward cogitated deeply until Selina 
appeared, barefooted, and looking slim and tall in the new dressing- 
gown. Then, ‘Look here,’ he exclaimed; ‘now we’re all together, I vote 
we go and explore!’ 

“You’re always wanting to explore,’ I said. ‘What on earth is there to 
explore for in this house?’ 

‘Biscuits!’ said the inspired Edward. 

‘Hooray! Come on!’ chimed in Harold, sitting up suddenly. He had 
been awake all the time, but had been shamming asleep, lest he should be 


fagged to do anything. 

It was indeed a fact, as Edward had remembered, that our thoughtless 
elders occasionally left the biscuits out, a prize for the night-walking 
adventurer with nerves of steel. 

Edward tumbled out of bed, and pulled a baggy old pair of 
knickerbockers over his bare shanks. Then he girt himself with a belt, 
into which he thrust, on the one side a large wooden pistol, on the other 
an old single-stick; and finally he donned a big slouch-hat — once an 
uncle’s — that we used for playing Guy Fawkes and Charles-the- 
Second-up-a-tree in. Whatever the audience, Edward, if possible, always 
dressed for his parts with care and conscientiousness; while Harold and I, 
true Elizabethans, cared little about the mounting of the piece, so long as 
the real dramatic heart of it beat sound. 

Our commander now enjoined on us a silence deep as the grave, 
reminding us that Aunt Eliza usually slept with an open door, past which 
we had to file. 

‘But we’ll take the short cut through the Blue Room,’ said the wary 
Selina. 

‘Of course,’ said Edward approvingly. ‘I forgot about that. Now then! 
You lead the way!’ 

The Blue Room had in prehistoric times been added to by taking ina 
superfluous passage, and so not only had the advantage of two doors, but 
also enabled us to get to the head of the stairs without passing the 
chamber wherein our dragon-aunt lay couched. It was rarely occupied, 
except when a casual uncle came down for the night. We entered in 
noiseless file, the room being plunged in darkness, except for a bright 
strip of moonlight on the floor, across which we must pass for our exit. 
On this our leading lady chose to pause, seizing the opportunity to study 
the hang of her new dressing-gown. Greatly satisfied thereat, she 
proceeded, after the feminine fashion, to peacock and to pose, pacing a 
minuet down the moonlit patch with an imaginary partner. This was too 
much for Edward’s histrionic instincts, and after a moment’s pause he 
drew his single-stick, and, with flourishes meet for the occasion, strode 
on to the stage. A struggle ensued on approved lines, at the end of which 
Selina was stabbed slowly and with unction, and her corpse borne from 
the chamber by the ruthless cavalier. The rest of us rushed after in a 
clump, with capers and gesticulations of delight; the special charm of the 
performance lying in the necessity for its being carried out with the 
dumbest of dumb shows. 


Once out on the dark landing, the noise of the storm without told us 
that we had exaggerated the necessity for silence; so, grasping the tails of 
each other’s nightgowns, even as Alpine climbers rope themselves 
together in perilous places, we fared stoutly down the staircase-moraine, 
and across the grim glacier of the hall, to where a faint glimmer from the 
half-open door of the drawing-room beckoned to us like friendly hostel- 
lights. Entering, we found that our thriftless seniors had left the sound 
red heart of a fire, easily coaxed into a cheerful blaze; and biscuits — a 
plateful — smiled at us in an encouraging sort of way, together with the 
halves of a lemon, already squeezed, but still suckable. The biscuits were 
righteously shared, the lemon segments passed from mouth to mouth; 
and as we squatted round the fire, its genial warmth consoling our unclad 
limbs, we realised that so many nocturnal perils had not been braved in 
vain. 

‘It’s a funny thing,’ said Edward, as we chatted, ‘how I hate this room 
in the daytime. It always means having your face washed, and your hair 
brushed, and talking silly company talk. But to-night it’s really quite 
jolly. Looks different, somehow.’ 

‘I never can make out,’ I said, ‘what people come here to tea for. They 
can have their own tea at home if they like — they’re not poor people — 
with jam and things, and drink out of their saucer, and suck their fingers 
and enjoy themselves; but they come here from a long way off, and sit up 
straight with their feet off the bars of their chairs, and have one cup, and 
talk the same sort of stuff every time.’ 

Selina sniffed disdainfully. “You don’t know anything about it,’ she 
said. ‘In society you have to call on each other. It’s the proper thing to 
do.’ 

‘Pooh! you’re not in society,’ said Edward politely; ‘and, what’s more, 
you never will be.’ 

“Yes, I shall, some day,’ retorted Selina; ‘but I shan’t ask you to come 
and see me, so there!’ 

“Wouldn’t come if you did,’ growled Edward. 

“Well you won’t get the chance,’ rejoined our sister, claiming her right 
of the last word. There was no heat about these little amenities, which 
made up — as understood by us — the art of polite conversation. 

‘I don’t like society people,’ put in Harold from the sofa, where he 
was sprawling at full length — a sight the daylight hours would have 
blushed to witness. ‘There were some of ‘em here this afternoon, when 
you two had gone off to the station. O, and I found a dead mouse on the 
lawn, and I wanted to skin it, but I wasn’t sure I knew how, by myself; 


and they came out into the garden, and patted my head — I wish people 
wouldn’t do that — and one of ‘em asked me to pick her a flower. Don’t 
know why she couldn’t pick it herself; but I said, “All right, I will if 
you’ll hold my mouse.” But she screamed, and threw it away; and 
Augustus (the cat) got it, and ran away with it. I believe it was really his 
mouse all the time, ‘cos he’d been looking about as if he had lost 
something, so I wasn’t angry with him. But what did she want to throw 
away my mouse for?’ 





“The procession passing solemnly across the moon-lit Blue Room’ 

“You have to be careful with mice,’ reflected Edward; ‘they’re such 
slippery things. Do you remember we were playing with a dead mouse 
once on the piano, and the mouse was Robinson Crusoe, and the piano 
was the island, and somehow Crusoe slipped down inside the island, into 
its works, and we couldn’t get him out, though we tried rakes and all 
sorts of things, till the tuner came. And that wasn’t till a week after, and 
then — —’ 


Here Charlotte, who had been nodding solemnly, fell over into the 
fender; and we realised that the wind had dropped at last, and the house 
was lapped in a great stillness. Our vacant beds seemed to be calling to 
us imperiously; and we were all glad when Edward gave the signal for 
retreat. At the top of the staircase Harold unexpectedly turned mutinous, 
insisting on his right to slide down the banisters in a free country. 
Circumstances did not allow of argument; I suggested frog’s-marching 
instead, and accordingly frog’s-marched he was, the procession passing 
solemnly across the moon-lit Blue Room, with Harold horizontal and 
limply submissive. Snug in bed at last, I was just slipping off into 
slumber when I heard Edward explode, with chuckle and snort. 

‘By Jove!’ he said; ‘I forgot all about it. The new tutor’s sleeping in 
the Blue Room!’ 

‘Lucky he didn’t wake up and catch us,’ I grunted drowsily; and, 
without another thought on the matter, we both sank into well-earned 
repose. 

Next morning, coming down to breakfast braced to grapple with fresh 
adversity, we were surprised to find our garrulous friend of the previous 
day — he was late in making his appearance — strangely silent and 
(apparently) pre-occupied. Having polished off our porridge, we ran out 
to feed the rabbits, explaining to them that a beast of a tutor would 
prevent their enjoying so much of our society as formerly. 

On returning to the house at the fated hour appointed for study, we 
were thunderstruck to see the station-cart disappearing down the drive, 
freighted with our new acquaintance. Aunt Eliza was brutally 
uncommunicative; but she was overheard to remark casually that she 
thought the man must be a lunatic. In this theory we were only too ready 
to concur, dismissing thereafter the whole matter from our minds. 

Some weeks later it happened that Uncle Thomas, while paying us a 
flying visit, produced from his pocket a copy of the latest weekly, 
Psyche: a Journal of the Unseen; and proceeded laboriously to rid 
himself of much incomprehensible humour, apparently at our expense. 
We bore it patiently, with the forced grin demanded by convention, 
anxious to get at the source of inspiration, which it presently appeared 
lay in a paragraph circumstantially describing our modest and humdrum 
habitation. ‘Case iii.,’ it began. ‘The following particulars were 
communicated by a young member of the Society, of undoubted probity 
and earnestness, and are a chronicle of actual and recent experience.’ A 
fairly accurate description of the house followed, with details that were 
unmistakable; but to this there succeeded a flood of meaningless drivel 


about apparitions, nightly visitants, and the like, writ in a manner 
betokening a disordered mind, coupled with a feeble imagination. The 
fellow was not even original. All the old material was there — the storm 
at night, the haunted chamber, the white lady, the murder re-enacted, and 
so on — already worn threadbare in many a Christmas Number. No one 
was able to make head or tail of the stuff, or of its connexion with our 
quiet mansion; and yet Edward, who had always suspected the fellow, 
persisted in maintaining that our tutor of a brief span was, somehow or 
other, at the bottom of it. 





A FALLING OUT 


HAROLD told me the main facts of this episode some time later, — in 
bits and with reluctance. It was not a recollection he cared to talk about. 
The crude blank misery of a moment is apt to leave a dull bruise which is 
slow to depart, if it ever do so entirely; and Harold confesses to a twinge 
or two, still, at times, like the veteran who brings home a bullet inside 
him from martial plains over sea. 

He knew he was a brute the moment he had done it. Selina had not 
meant to worry, only to comfort and assist. But his soul was one raw sore 
within him, when he found himself shut up in the schoolroom after 
hours, merely for insisting that 7 times 7 amounted to 47. The injustice 
of it seemed so flagrant. Why not 47 as much as 49! One number was no 
prettier than the other to look at, and it was evidently only a matter of 
arbitrary taste and preference, and, anyhow, it had always been 47 to 
him, and would be to the end of time. So when Selina came in out of the 
sun, leaving the Trappers of the Far West behind her, and putting off the 
glory of being an Apache squaw in order to hear him his tables and win 
his release, Harold turned on her venomously, rejected her kindly 
overtures, and even drove his elbow into her sympathetic ribs, in his 
determination to be left alone in the glory of sulks. The fit passed 
directly, his eyes were opened, and his soul sat in the dust as he 
sorrowfully began to cast about for some atonement heroic enough to 
salve the wrong. 

Of course poor Selina looked for no sacrifice nor heroics whatever; 
she didn’t even want him to say he was sorry. If he would only make it 
up, she would have done the apologising part herself. But that was not a 
boy’s way. Something solid, Harold felt, was due from him; and until 
that was achieved, making-up must not be thought of, in order that the 
final effect might not be spoilt. Accordingly, when his release came, and 
Selina hung about trying to catch his eye, Harold, possessed by the 
demon of a distorted motive, avoided her steadily — though he was 
bleeding inwardly at every minute of delay — and came to me instead. 
Needless to say, I warmly approved his plan. It was so much more high- 
toned than just going and making-up tamely, which any one could do; 
and a girl who had been jabbed in the ribs by a hostile elbow could not 
be expected for a moment to overlook it, without the liniment of an 
offering to soothe her injured feelings. 


‘I know what she wants most,’ said Harold. ‘She wants that set of tea- 
things in the toyshop window, with the red and blue flowers on ‘em; 
she’s wanted it for months, ‘cos her dolls are getting big enough to have 
real afternoon tea; and she wants it so badly that she won’t walk that side 
of the street when we go into the town. But it costs five shillings!’ 

Then we set to work seriously, and devoted the afternoon to a 
realisation of assets and the composition of a Budget that might have 
been dated without shame from Whitehall. The result worked out as 
follows: — 


s. 
d. 


By one uncle, unspent through having been lost for nearly a week — 
turned up at last in the straw of the dog-kennel 

2 

6 


By advance from me on security of next uncle, and failing that, to be 
called in at Christmas 

1 

0 


By shaken out of missionary-box with the help of a knife-blade. 
(They were our own pennies and a forced levy) 

0 

4 


By bet due from Edward, for walking across the field where Farmer 
Larkin’s bull was, and Edward bet him twopence he wouldn’t — called 
in with difficulty 

0 

2 


By advance from Martha, on no security at all, only you mustn’t tell 
your aunt 

1 

0 


Total 


and at last we breathed again. 

The rest promised to be easy. Selina had a tea-party at five on the 
morrow, with the chipped old wooden tea-things that had served her 
successive dolls from babyhood. Harold would slip off directly after 
dinner, going alone, so as not to arouse suspicion, as we were not 
allowed to go into the town by ourselves. It was nearly two miles to our 
small metropolis, but there would be plenty of time for him to go and 
return, even laden with the olive-branch neatly packed in shavings. 
Besides, he might meet the butcher, who was his friend and would give 
him a lift. Then, finally, at five, the rapture of the new tea-service, 
descended from the skies; and, retribution made, making-up at last, 
without loss of dignity. With the event before us, we thought it a small 
thing that twenty-four hours more of alienation and pretended sulks must 
be kept up on Harold’s part; but Selina, who naturally knew nothing of 
the treat in store for her, moped for the rest of the evening, and took a 
very heavy heart to bed. 

Next day when the hour for action arrived, Harold evaded Olympian 
attention with an easy modesty born of long practice, and made off for 
the front gate. Selina, who had been keeping her eye upon him, thought 
he was going down to the pond to catch frogs, a joy they had planned to 
share together, and made after him. But Harold, though he heard her 
footsteps, continued sternly on his high mission, without even looking 
back; and Selina was left to wander disconsolately among flower-beds 
that had lost — for her — all scent and colour. I saw it all, and, although 
cold reason approved our line of action, instinct told me we were brutes. 

Harold reached the town — so he recounted afterwards — in record 
time, having run most of the way for fear the tea-things, which had 
reposed six months in the window, should be snapped up by some other 
conscience-stricken lacerator of a sister’s feelings; and it seemed hardly 
credible to find them still there, and their owner willing to part with them 
for the price marked on the ticket. He paid his money down at once, that 
there should be no drawing back from the bargain; and then, as the things 
had to be taken out of the window and packed, and the afternoon was yet 
young, he thought he might treat himself to a taste of urban joys and the 


vie de Bohéme. Shops came first, of course, and he flattened his nose 
successively against the window with the indiarubber balls in it, and the 
clock-work locomotive; and against the barber’s window, with wigs on 
blocks, reminding him of uncles, and shaving-cream that looked so good 
to eat; and the grocer’s window, displaying more currants than the whole 
British population could possibly consume without a special effort; and 
the window of the bank, wherein gold was thought so little of that it was 
dealt about in shovels. Next there was the market-place, with all its 
clamorous joys; and when a runaway calf came down the street like a 
cannon-ball, Harold felt that he had not lived in vain. The whole place 
was so brimful of excitement that he had quite forgotten the why and the 
wherefore of his being there, when a sight of the church clock recalled 
him to his better self, and sent him flying out of the town, as he realised 
he had only just time enough left to get back in. If he were after his 
appointed hour, he would not only miss his high triumph, but probably 
would be detected as a transgressor of bounds — a crime before which a 
private opinion on multiplication sank to nothingness. So he jogged 
along on his homeward way, thinking of many things, and probably 
talking to himself a good deal, as his habit was. He had covered nearly 
half the distance, when suddenly — a deadly sinking in the pit of his 
stomach — a paralysis of every limb — around him a world extinct of 
light and music — a black sun and a reeling sky — he had forgotten the 
tea-things! 








““Why, Master Harold! whatever be the matter? Baint runnin’ away, 
be ee?” 

It was useless, it was hopeless, all was over and nothing could now be 
done. Nevertheless he turned and ran back wildly, blindly, choking with 
the big sobs that evoked neither pity nor comfort from a merciless 
mocking world around; a stitch in his side, dust in his eyes, and black 
despair clutching at his heart. So he stumbled on, with leaden legs and 
bursting sides, till — as if Fate had not yet dealt him her last worst buffet 
of all — on turning a corner in the road he almost ran under the wheels 
of a dog-cart, in which, as it pulled up, was apparent the portly form of 
Farmer Larkin, the arch-enemy, at whose ducks he had been shying 
stones that very morning! 

Had Harold been in his right and unclouded senses, he would have 
vanished through the hedge some seconds earlier, rather than pain the 
farmer by any unpleasant reminiscences which his appearance might 
recall; but, as things were, he could only stand and blubber hopelessly, 
caring, indeed, little now what further misery might befall him. The 


farmer, for his part, surveyed the desolate figure with some 
astonishment, calling out in no unfriendly accents, ‘Why, Master Harold! 
whatever be the matter? Baint runnin’ away, be ee?’ 

Then Harold, with the unnatural courage born of desperation, flung 
himself on the step, and, climbing into the cart, fell in the straw at the 
bottom of it, sobbing out that he wanted to go back, go back! The 
situation had a vagueness; but the farmer, a man of action rather than of 
words, swung his horse round smartly, and they were in the town again 
by the time Harold had recovered himself sufficiently to furnish details. 
As they drove up to the shop, the woman was waiting at the door with 
the parcel; and hardly a minute seemed to have elapsed since the black 
crisis, ere they were bowling along swiftly home, the precious parcel 
hugged in a close embrace. 

And now the farmer came out in quite a new and unexpected light. 
Never a word did he say of broken fences and hurdles, of trampled crops 
and harried flocks and herds. One would have thought the man had never 
possessed a head of live stock in his life. Instead, he was deeply 
interested in the whole dolorous quest of the tea-things, and sympathised 
with Harold on the disputed point in mathematics as if he had been 
himself at the same stage of education. As they neared home, Harold 
found himself, to his surprise, sitting up and chatting to his new friend 
like man to man; and before he was set down at a convenient gap in the 
garden hedge, he had promised that when Selina gave her first public tea- 
party, little Miss Larkin should be invited to come and bring her whole 
sawdust family along with her; and the farmer appeared as pleased and 
proud as if he had won a gold medal at the Agricultural Show, and really, 
when I heard the story, it began to dawn upon me that those Olympians 
must have certain good points, far down in them, and that I should have 
to leave off abusing them some day. 

At the hour of five, Selina, having spent the afternoon searching for 
Harold in all his accustomed haunts, sat down disconsolately to tea with 
her dolls, who ungenerously refused to wait beyond the appointed hour. 
The wooden tea-things seemed more chipped than usual; and the dolls 
themselves had more of wax and sawdust, and less of human colour and 
intelligence about them, than she ever remembered before. It was then 
that Harold burst in, very dusty, his stockings at his heels, and the 
channels ploughed by tears still showing on his grimy cheeks; and Selina 
was at last permitted to know that he had been thinking of her ever since 
his ill-judged exhibition of temper, and that his sulks had not been the 
genuine article, nor had he gone frogging by himself. It was a very happy 


hostess who dispensed hospitality that evening to a glassy-eyed stiff- 
kneed circle; and many a dollish gaucherie, that would have been 
severely checked on ordinary occasions, was as much overlooked as if it 
had been a birthday. 

But Harold and I, in what I was afterwards given to understand was 
our stupid masculine way, thought all her happiness sprang from 
possession of the long-coveted tea-service. 
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LUSISTI SATIS 


AMONG the many fatuous ideas that possessed the Olympian noddle, 
this one was pre-eminent; that, being Olympians, they could talk quite 
freely in our presence on subjects of the closest import to us, so long as 
names, dates, and other landmarks were ignored. We were supposed to 
be denied the faculty for putting two and two together, and like the 
monkeys, who very sensibly refrain from speech lest they should be set 
to earn their livings, we were careful to conceal our capabilities for a 
simple syllogism. Thus we were rarely taken by surprise, and so were 
considered by our disappointed elders to be apathetic and to lack the 
divine capacity for wonder. 

Now the daily output of the letter-bag, with the mysterious 
discussions that ensued thereon, had speedily informed us that Uncle 
Thomas was intrusted with a mission — a mission, too, affecting 
ourselves. Uncle Thomas’s missions were many and various. A self- 
important man, one liking the business while protesting that he sank 
under the burden, he was the missionary, so to speak, of our remote 
habitation. The matching a ribbon, the running down to the stores, the 
interviewing a cook — these and similar duties lent constant colour and 
variety to his vacant life in London, and helped to keep down his figure. 
When the matter, however, had in our presence to be referred to with 
nods and pronouns, with significant hiatuses and interpolations in the 
French tongue, then the red flag was flown, the storm-cone hoisted, and 
by a studious pretence of inattention we were not long in plucking out 
the heart of the mystery. 

To clinch our conclusion, we descended suddenly and together on 
Martha; proceeding, however, not by simple inquiry as to facts — that 
would never have done; but by informing her that the air was full of 
school and that we knew all about it, and then challenging denial. Martha 
was a trusty soul, but a bad witness for the defence, and we soon had it 
all out of her. The word had gone forth, the school had been selected; the 
necessary sheets were hemming even now, and Edward was the 
designated and appointed victim. 

It had always been before us as an inevitable bourne, this strange 
unknown thing called school; and yet — perhaps I should say 
consequently — we had never seriously set ourselves to consider what it 
really meant. But now that the grim spectre loomed imminent, stretching 
lean hands for one of our flock, it behoved us to face the situation, to 


take soundings in this uncharted sea and find out whither we were 
drifting. Unfortunately the data in our possession were absolutely 
insufficient, and we knew not whither to turn for exact information. 
Uncle Thomas could have told us all about it, of course; he had been 
there himself, once, in the dim and misty past. But an unfortunate 
conviction, that nature had intended him for a humorist, tainted all his 
evidence, besides making it wearisome to hear. Again, of such among 
our contemporaries as we had approached, the trumpets gave forth an 
uncertain sound. According to some it meant larks, revels, emancipation, 
and a foretaste of the bliss of manhood. According to others — the 
majority, alas! — it was a private and peculiar Hades, that could give the 
original institution points and a beating. When Edward was observed to 
be swaggering round with a jaunty air and his chest stuck out, I knew 
that he was contemplating his future from the one point of view. When, 
on the contrary, he was subdued and unaggressive, and sought the society 
of his sisters, I recognised that the other aspect was in the ascendant. 
“You can always run away, you know,’ I used to remark consolingly on 
these latter occasions; and Edward would brighten up wonderfully at the 
suggestion, while Charlotte melted into tears before her vision of a 
brother with blistered feet and an empty belly, passing nights of frost 
‘neath the lee of windy haystacks. 

It was to Edward, of course, that the situation was chiefly productive 
of anxiety; and yet the ensuing change in my own circumstances and 
position furnished me also with food for grave reflexion. Hitherto I had 
acted mostly to orders. Even when I had devised and counselled any 
particular devilry, it had been carried out on Edward’s approbation, and 
— as eldest — at his special risk. Henceforward I began to be anxious of 
the bugbear Responsibility, and to realise what a soul-throttling thing it 
is. True, my new position would have its compensations. Edward had 
been masterful exceedingly, imperious, perhaps a little narrow; 
impassioned for hard facts, and with scant sympathy for make-believe. I 
should now be free and untrammelled; in the conception and the carrying 
out of a scheme, I could accept and reject to better artistic purpose. 

It would, moreover, be needless to be a Radical any more. Radical I 
never was, really, by nature or by sympathy. The part had been thrust on 
me one day, when Edward proposed to foist the House of Lords on our 
small republic. The principles of the thing he set forth learnedly and 
well, and it all sounded promising enough, till he went on to explain that, 
for the present at least, he proposed to be the House of Lords himself. 
We others were to be the Commons. There would be promotions, of 


course, he added, dependent on service and on fitness, and open to both 
sexes; and to me in especial he held out hopes of speedy advancement. 
But in its initial stages the thing wouldn’t work properly unless he were 
first and only Lord. Then I put my foot down promptly, and said it was 
all rot, and I didn’t see the good of any House of Lords at all. “Then you 
must be a low Radical!’ said Edward, with fine contempt. The inference 
seemed hardly necessary, but what could I do? I accepted the situation, 
and said firmly, Yes, I was a low Radical. In this monstrous character I 
had been obliged to masquerade ever since; but now I could throw it off, 
and look the world in the face again. 

And yet, did this and other gains really outbalance my losses? 
Henceforth I should, it was true, be leader and chief; but I should also be 
the buffer between the Olympians and my little clan. To Edward this had 
been nothing; he had withstood the impact of Olympus without 
flinching, like Teneriffe or Atlas unremoved. But was I equal to the task? 
And was there not rather a danger that for the sake of peace and 
quietness I might be tempted to compromise, compound, and make 
terms? sinking thus, by successive lapses, into the Blameless Prig? I 
don’t mean, of course, that I thought out my thoughts to the exact point 
here set down. In those fortunate days of old one was free from the hard 
necessity of transmuting the vague idea into the mechanical inadequate 
medium of words. But the feeling was there, that I might not possess the 
qualities of character for so delicate a position. 

The unnatural halo round Edward got more pronounced, his own 
demeanour more responsible and dignified, with the arrival of his new 
clothes. When his trunk and play-box were sent in, the approaching 
cleavage between our brother, who now belonged to the future, and 
ourselves, still claimed by the past, was accentuated indeed. His name 
was painted on each of them, in large letters, and after their arrival their 
owner used to disappear mysteriously, and be found eventually 
wandering round his luggage, murmuring to himself, ‘Edward , in 
a rapt remote sort of way. It was a weakness, of course, and pointed to a 
soft spot in his character; but those who can remember the sensation of 
first seeing their names in print will not think hardly of him. 

As the short days sped by and the grim event cast its shadow longer 
and longer across our threshold, an unnatural politeness, a civility scarce 
canny, began to pervade the air. In those latter hours Edward himself was 
frequently heard to say ‘Please,’ and also ‘Would you mind fetchin’ that 
ball?’ while Harold and I would sometimes actually find ourselves trying 
to anticipate his wishes. As for the girls, they simply grovelled. The 





Olympians, too, in their uncouth way, by gift of carnal delicacies and 
such-like indulgence, seemed anxious to demonstrate that they had 
hitherto misjudged this one of us. Altogether the situation grew strained 
and false, and I think a general relief was felt when the end came. 

We all trooped down to the station, of course; it is only in later years 
that the farce of ‘seeing people off’ is seen in its true colours. Edward 
was the life and soul of the party; and if his gaiety struck one at times as 
being a trifle overdone, it was not a moment to be critical. As we 
tramped along, I promised him I would ask Farmer Larkin not to kill any 
more pigs till he came back for the holidays, and he said he would send 
me a proper catapult, — the real lethal article, not a kid’s plaything. Then 
suddenly, when we were about half-way down, one of the girls fell a- 
snivelling. 

The happy few who dare to laugh at the woes of sea-sickness will 
perhaps remember how, on occasion, the sudden collapse of a fellow- 
voyager before their very eyes has caused them hastily to revise their 
self-confidence and resolve to walk more humbly for the future. Even so 
it was with Edward, who turned his head aside, feigning an interest in the 
landscape. It was but for a moment; then he recollected the hat he was 
wearing — a hard bowler, the first of that sort he had ever owned. He 
took it off, examined it, and felt it over. Something about it seemed to 
give him strength, and he was a man once more. 

At the station, Edward’s first care was to dispose his boxes on the 
platform so that every one might see the labels and the lettering thereon. 
One did not go to school for the first time every day! Then he read both 
sides of his ticket carefully; shifted it to every one of his pockets in turn; 
and finally fell to chinking of his money, to keep his courage up. We 
were all dry of conversation by this time, and could only stand round and 
stare in silence at the victim decked for the altar. And, as I looked at 
Edward, in new clothes of a manly cut, with a hard hat upon his head, a 
railway ticket in one pocket and money of his own in the other — money 
to spend as he liked and no questions asked! — I began to feel dimly 
how great was the gulf already yawning betwixt us. Fortunately I was 
not old enough to realise, further, that here on this little platform the old 
order lay at its last gasp, and that Edward might come back to us, but it 
would not be the Edward of yore, nor could things ever be the same 
again. 

When the train steamed up at last, we all boarded it impetuously with 
the view of selecting the one peerless carriage to which Edward might be 
intrusted with the greatest comfort and honour; and as each one found 


the ideal compartment at the same moment, and vociferously maintained 
its merits, he stood some chance for a time of being left behind. A porter 
settled the matter by heaving him through the nearest door; and as the 
train moved off, Edward’s head was thrust out of the window, wearing 
on it an unmistakable first-quality grin that he had been saving up 
somewhere for the supreme moment. Very small and white his face 
looked, on the long side of the retreating train. But the grin was visible, 
undeniable, stoutly maintained; till a curve swept him from our sight, 
and he was borne away in the dying rumble, out of our placid backwater, 
out into the busy world of rubs and knocks and competition, out into the 
New Life. 


nil 
| 
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‘Finally we found ourselves sitting silent on an upturned 
wheelbarrow’ 

When a crab has lost a leg, his gait is still more awkward than his 
wont, till Time and healing Nature make him totus teres atque rotundus 
once more. We straggled back from the station disjointedly; Harold, who 


was very Silent, sticking close to me, his last slender prop, while the girls 


in front, their heads together, were already reckoning up the weeks to the 
holidays. Home at last, Harold suggested one or two occupations of a 
spicy and contraband flavour, but though we did our manful best there 
was no knocking any interest out of them. Then I suggested others, with 
the same want of success. Finally we found ourselves sitting silent on an 
upturned wheelbarrow, our chins on our fists, staring haggardly into the 
raw new conditions of our changed life, the ruins of a past behind our 
backs. 

And all the while Selina and Charlotte were busy stuffing Edward’s 
rabbits with unwonted forage, bilious and green; polishing up the cage of 
his mice till the occupants raved and swore like householders in spring- 
time; and collecting materials for new bows and arrows, whips, boats, 
guns, and four-in-hand harness, against the return of Ulysses. Little did 
they dream that the hero, once back from Troy and all its onsets, would 
scornfully condemn their clumsy but laborious armoury as rot and 
humbug and only fit for kids! This, with many another like awakening, 
was mercifully hidden from them. Could the veil have been lifted, and 
the girls permitted to see Edward as he would appear a short three 
months hence, ragged of attire and lawless of tongue, a scomer of 
tradition and an adept in strange new physical tortures, one who would in 
the same half-hour dismember a doll and shatter a hallowed belief, — in 
fine, a sort of swaggering Captain, fresh from the Spanish Main, — 
could they have had the least hint of this, well, then perhaps —— . But 
which of us is of mental fibre to stand the test of a glimpse into futurity? 
Let us only hope that, even with certain disillusionment ahead, the girls 
would have acted precisely as they did. 

And perhaps we have reason to be very grateful that, both as children 
and long afterwards, we are never allowed to guess how the absorbing 
pursuit of the moment will appear not only to others but to ourselves, a 
very short time hence. So we pass, with a gusto and a heartiness that to 
an onlooker would seem almost pathetic, from one droll devotion to 
another misshapen passion; and who shall dare to play Rhadamanthus, to 
appraise the record, and to decide how much of it is solid achievement, 
and how much the merest child’s play? 





DREAM DAYS 








Illustrated by Maxfield Parrish 


Another collection of childhood reminiscences, Day Dreams was 
published as a sequel to The Golden Age in 1898, under the imprint John 
Lane: The Bodley Head. The first six selections in the book had been 
previously published in periodicals of the day — in The Yellow Book, the 
New Review, and in Scribner’s Magazine in the United States. The 
collection is now best known for its inclusion of the classic story The 
Reluctant Dragon. 

Like the previous volume, Dream Days received strong approval from 
the literary critics upon its release. In the decades since, the book has 
perhaps suffered a reputation as a thinner and weaker sequel to The 
Golden Age. The Parrish illustrated edition of Dream Days was issued 
by The Bodley Head in London and New York in 1902; it contained ten 
full-page illustrations, one for each of the eight selections plus 
frontispiece and title page and six tailpieces. 
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THE TWENTY-FIRST OF OCTOBER 


IN the matter of general culture and attainments, we youngsters stood on 
pretty level ground. True, it was always happening that one of us would 
be singled out at any moment, freakishly, and without regard to his own 
preferences, to wrestle with the inflections of some idiotic language long 
rightly dead; while another, from some fancied artistic tendency which 
always failed to justify itself, might be told off without warning to 
hammer out scales and exercises, and to bedew the senseless keys with 
tears of weariness or of revolt. But in subjects common to either sex, and 
held to be necessary even for him whose ambition soared no higher than 
to crack a whip in a circus-ring — in geography, for instance, arithmetic, 
or the weary doings of kings and queens — each would have scorned to 
excel. And, indeed, whatever our individual gifts, a general dogged 
determination to shirk and to evade kept us all at much the same dead 
level, — a level of ignorance tempered by insubordination. 

Fortunately there existed a wide range of subjects, of healthier tone 
than those already enumerated, in which we were free to choose for 
ourselves, and which we would have scorned to consider education; and 
in these we freely followed each his own particular line, often attaining 
an amount of special knowledge which struck our ignorant elders as 
simply uncanny. For Edward, the uniforms, accoutrements, colours, and 
mottoes of the regiments composing the British Army had a special 
glamour. In the matter of facings he was simply faultless; among 
chevrons, badges, medals, and stars, he moved familiarly; he even knew 
the names of most of the colonels in command; and he would squander 
sunny hours prone on the lawn, heedless of challenge from bird or beast, 
poring over a tattered Army List. My own accomplishment was of 
another character — took, as it seemed to me, a wider and a more 
untrammelled range. Dragoons might have swaggered in Lincoln green, 
riflemen might have donned sporrans over tartan trews, without exciting 
notice or comment from me. But did you seek precise information as to 
the fauna of the American continent, then you had come to the right 
shop. Where and why the bison “wallowed”; how beaver were to be 
trapped and wild turkeys stalked; the grizzly and how to handle him, and 
the pretty pressing ways of the constrictor, — in fine, the haunts and the 
habits of all that burrowed, strutted, roared, or wriggled between the 
Atlantic and the Pacific, — all this knowledge I took for my province. 
By the others my equipment was fully recognised. Supposing a book 


with a bear-hunt in it made its way into the house, and the atmosphere 
was electric with excitement; still, it was necessary that I should first 
decide whether the slot had been properly described and properly 
followed up, ere the work could be stamped with full approval. A writer 
might have won fame throughout the civilised globe for his trappers and 
his realistic backwoods, and all went for nothing. If his pemmican were 
not properly compounded I damned his achievement, and it was heard no 
more of. 

Harold was hardly old enough to possess a special subject of his own. 
He had his instincts, indeed, and at bird’s-nesting they almost amounted 
to prophecy. Where we others only suspected eggs, surmised possible 
eggs, hinted doubtfully at eggs in the neighbourhood, Harold went 
straight for the right bush, bough, or hole as if he carried a divining-rod. 
But this faculty belonged to the class of mere gifts, and was not to be 
ranked with Edward’s lore regarding facings, and mine as to the habits of 
prairie-dogs, both gained by painful study and extensive travel in those 
“realms of gold,” the Army List and Ballantyne. 

Selina’s subject, quite unaccountably, happened to be naval history. 
There is no laying down rules as to subjects; you just possess them — or 
rather, they possess you — and their genesis or protoplasm is rarely to be 
tracked down. Selina had never so much as seen the sea; but for that 
matter neither had I ever set foot on the American continent, the by-ways 
of which I knew so intimately. And just as I, if set down without warning 
in the middle of the Rocky Mountains, would have been perfectly at 
home, so Selina, if a genie had dropped her suddenly on Portsmouth 
Hard, could have given points to most of its frequenters. From the days 
of Blake down to the death of Nelson (she never condescended further), 
Selina had taken spiritual part in every notable engagement of the British 
Navy; and even in the dark days when she had to pick up skirts and flee, 
chased by an ungallant De Ruyter or Van Tromp, she was yet cheerful in 
the consciousness that ere long she would be gleefully hammering the 
fleets of the world, in the glorious times to follow. When that golden 
period arrived, Selina was busy indeed; and, while loving best to stand 
where the splinters were flying the thickest, she was also a careful and 
critical student of seamanship and of manceuvre. She knew the order in 
which the great line-of-battle ships moved into action, the vessels they 
respectively engaged, the moment when each let go its anchor, and 
which of them had a spring on its cable (while not understanding the 
phrase, she carefully noted the fact); and she habitually went into an 


engagement on the quarter-deck of the gallant ship that reserved its fire 
the longest. 

At the time of Selina’s weird seizure I was unfortunately away from 
home, on a loathsome visit to an aunt; and my account is therefore feebly 
compounded from hearsay. It was an absence I never ceased to regret — 
scoring it up, with a sense of injury, against the aunt. There was a 
splendid uselessness about the whole performance that specially 
appealed to my artistic sense. That it should have been Selina, too, who 
should break out this way — Selina, who had just become a regular 
subscriber to the “Young Ladies’ Journal,” and who allowed herself to be 
taken out to strange teas with an air of resignation palpably assumed — 
this was a special joy, and served to remind me that much of this dreaded 
convention that was creeping over us might be, after all, only veneer. 
Edward also was absent, getting licked into shape at school; but to him 
the loss was nothing. With his stern practical bent he wouldn’t have seen 
any sense in it — to recall one of his favourite expressions. To Harold, 
however, for whom the gods had always cherished a special tenderness, 
it was granted, not only to witness, but also, priestlike, to feed the sacred 
fire itself. And if at the time he paid the penalty exacted by the sordid 
unimaginative ones who temporarily rule the roast, he must ever after, 
one feels sure, have carried inside him some of the white gladness of the 
acolyte who, greatly privileged, has been permitted to swing a censer at 
the sacring of the very Mass. 

October was mellowing fast, and with it the year itself; full of tender 
hints, in woodland and hedgerow, of a course well-nigh completed. From 
all sides that still afternoon you caught the quick breathing and sob of the 
runner nearing the goal. Preoccupied and possessed, Selina had strayed 
down the garden and out into the pasture beyond, where, on a bit of 
rising ground that dominated the garden on one side and the downs with 
the old coach-road on the other, she had cast herself down to chew the 
cud of fancy. There she was presently joined by Harold, breathless and 
very full of his latest grievance. 

“I asked him not to,” he burst out. “I said if he’d only please wait a bit 
and Edward would be back soon, and it couldn’t matter to him, and the 
pig wouldn’t mind, and Edward’d be pleased and everybody’d be happy. 
But he just said he was very sorry, but bacon didn’t wait for nobody. So I 
told him he was a regular beast, and then I came away. And — and I 
b’lieve they’re doing it now!” 

“Yes, he’s a beast,” agreed Selina, absently. She had forgotten all 
about the pig-killing. Harold kicked away a freshly thrown-up mole-hill, 


and prodded down the hole with a stick. From the direction of Farmer 
Larkin’s demesne came a long drawn note of sorrow, a thin cry and 
appeal, telling that the stout soul of a black Berkshire pig was already 
faring down the stony track to Hades. 

“D’you know what day it is?” said Selina presently, in a low voice, 
looking far away before her. 

Harold did not appear to know, nor yet to care. He had laid open his 
mole-run for a yard or so, and was still grubbing at it absorbedly. 

“Its Trafalgar Day,” went on Selina, trancedly; “Trafalgar Day — and 
nobody cares!” 

Something in her tone told Harold that he was not behaving quite 
becomingly. He didn’t exactly know in what manner; still, he abandoned 
his mole-hunt for a more courteous attitude of attention. 

“Over there,” resumed Selina — she was gazing out in the direction 
of the old highroad— “over there the coaches used to go by. Uncle 
Thomas was telling me about it the other day. And the people used to 
watch for ‘em coming, to tell the time by, and p’r’aps to get their parcels. 
And one morning — they wouldn’t be expecting anything different — 
one morning, first there would be a cloud of dust, as usual, and then the 
coach would come racing by, and then they would know! For the coach 
would be dressed in laurel, all laurel from stem to stern! And the 
coachman would be wearing laurel, and the guard would be wearing 
laurel, and then they would know, then they would know!” 

Harold listened in respectful silence. He would much rather have been 
hunting the mole, who must have been a mile away by this time if he had 
his wits about him. But he had all the natural instincts of a gentleman; of 
whom it is one of the principal marks, if not the complete definition, 
never to show signs of being bored. 

Selina rose to her feet, and paced the turf restlessly with a short 
quarter-deck walk. 

“Why can’t we do something?” she burst out presently. “He — he did 
everything — why can’t we do anything for him?” 

“Who did everything?” inquired Harold, meekly. It was useless 
wasting further longings on that mole. Like the dead, he travelled fast. 

“Why, Nelson, of course,” said Selina, shortly, still looking restlessly 
around for help or suggestion. 

“But he’s — he’s dead, isn’t he?” asked Harold, slightly puzzled. 

“What’s that got to do with it?” retorted his sister, resuming her 
caged-lion promenade. 


Harold was somewhat taken aback. In the case of the pig, for instance, 
whose last outcry had now passed into stillness, he had considered the 
chapter as finally closed. Whatever innocent mirth the holidays might 
hold in store for Edward, that particular pig, at least, would not be a 
contributor. And now he was given to understand that the situation had 
not materially changed! He would have to revise his ideas, it seemed. 
Sitting up on end, he looked towards the garden for assistance in the 
task. Thence, even as he gazed, a tiny column of smoke rose straight up 
into the still air. The gardener had been sweeping that afternoon, and 
now, an unconscious priest, was offering his sacrifice of autumn leaves 
to the calm-eyed goddess of changing hues and chill forebodings who 
was moving slowly about the land that golden afternoon. Harold was up 
and off in a moment, forgetting Nelson, forgetting the pig, the mole, the 
Larkin betrayal, and Selina’s strange fever of conscience. Here was fire, 
real fire, to play with, and that was even better than messing with water, 
or remodelling the plastic surface of the earth. Of all the toys the world 
provides for right-minded persons, the original elements rank easily the 
first. 





THE TWENTY-FIRST OF OCTOBER 


“Harold, . . . with a vision of a frenzied gardener, pea-stickless, and 
threatening retribution.” 


But Selina sat on where she was, her chin on her fists; and her fancies 
whirled and drifted, here and there, in curls and eddies, along with the 
smoke she was watching. As the quick-footed dusk of the short October 
day stepped lightly over the garden, little red tongues of fire might be 
seen to leap and vanish in the smoke. Harold, anon staggering under 
armfuls of leaves, anon stoking vigorously, was discernible only at fitful 
intervals. It was another sort of smoke that the inner eye of Selina was 
looking upon, — a smoke that hung in sullen banks round the masts and 
the hulls of the fighting ships; a smoke from beneath which came 
thunder and the crash and the splinter-rip, the shout of the boarding- 
party, the choking sob of the gunner stretched by his gun; a smoke from 


out of which at last she saw, as through a riven pall, the radiant spirit of 
the Victor, crowned with the coronal of a perfect death, leap in full 
assurance up into the ether that Immortals breathe. The dusk was 
glooming towards darkness when she rose and moved slowly down 
towards the beckoning fire; something of the priestess in her stride, 
something of the devotee in the set purpose of her eye. 

The leaves were well alight by this time, and Harold had just added an 
old furze bush, which flamed and crackled stirringly. 

“Go ‘n’ get some more sticks,” ordered Selina, “and shavings, ‘n’ 
chunks of wood, ‘n’ anything you can find. Look here — in the kitchen- 
garden there’s a pile of old pea-sticks. Fetch as many as you can carry, 
and then go back and bring some more!” 

“But I say,—” began Harold, amazedly, scarce knowing his sister, and 
with a vision of a frenzied gardener, pea-stickless and threatening 
retribution. 

“Go and fetch ‘em quick!” shouted Selina, stamping with impatience. 

Harold ran off at once, true to the stern system of discipline in which 
he had been nurtured. But his eyes were like round O’s, and as he ran he 
talked fast to himself, in evident disorder of mind. 

The pea-sticks made a rare blaze, and the fire, no longer smouldering 
sullenly, leapt up and began to assume the appearance of a genuine 
bonfire. Harold, awed into silence at first, began to jump round it with 
shouts of triumph. Selina looked on grimly, with knitted brow; she was 
not yet fully satisfied. “Can’t you get any more sticks?” she said 
presently. “Go and hunt about. Get some old hampers and matting and 
things out of the tool-house. Smash up that old cucumber frame Edward 
shoved you into, the day we were playing scouts and Mohicans. Stop a 
bit! Hooray! I know. You come along with me.” 

Hard by there was a hot-house, Aunt Eliza’s special pride and joy, and 
even grimly approved of by the gardener. At one end, in an out-house 
adjoining, the necessary firing was stored; and to this sacred fuel, of 
which we were strictly forbidden to touch a stick, Selina went straight. 
Harold followed obediently, prepared for any crime after that of the pea- 
sticks, but pinching himself to see if he were really awake. 

“You bring some coals,” said Selina briefly, without any palaver or 
pro-and-con discussion. “Here’s a basket. I’/] manage the faggots!” 

In a very few minutes there was little doubt about its being a genuine 
bonfire and no paltry makeshift. Selina, a Menad now, hatless and 
tossing disordered locks, all the dross of the young lady purged out of 
her, stalked around the pyre of her own purloining, or prodded it with a 


pea-stick. And as she prodded she murmured at intervals, “I knew there 
was something we could do! It isn’t much — but still it’s something!” 

The gardener had gone home to his tea. Aunt Eliza had driven out for 
hers a long way off, and was not expected back till quite late; and this far 
end of the garden was not overlooked by any windows. So the Tribute 
blazed on merrily unchecked. Villagers far away, catching sight of the 
flare, muttered something about “them young devils at their tricks 
again”, and trudged on beer-wards. Never a thought of what day it was, 
never a thought for Nelson, who preserved their honest pint-pots, to be 
paid for in honest pence, and saved them from litres and decimal 
coinage. Nearer at hand, frightened rabbits popped up and vanished with 
a flick of white tails; scared birds fluttered among the branches, or sped 
across the glade to quieter sleeping-quarters; but never a bird nor a beast 
gave a thought to the hero to whom they owed it that each year their little 
homes of horsehair, wool, or moss, were safe stablished ‘neath the flap 
of the British flag; and that Game Laws, quietly permanent, made la 
chasse a terror only to their betters. No one seemed to know, nor to care, 
nor to sympathise. In all the ecstasy of her burnt-offering and sacrifice, 
Selina stood alone. 

And yet — not quite alone! For, as the fire was roaring at its best, 
certain stars stepped delicately forth on the surface of the immensity 
above, and peered down doubtfully — with wonder at first, then with 
interest, then with recognition, with a start of glad surprise. They at least 
knew all about it, they understood. Among them the Name was a daily 
familiar word; his story was a part of the music to which they swung, 
himself was their fellow and their mate and comrade. So they peeped, 
and winked, and peeped again, and called to their laggard brothers to 
come quick and see. 


“The best of life is but intoxication;” and Selina, who during her brief 
inebriation had lived in an ecstasy as golden as our drab existence 
affords, had to experience the inevitable bitterness of awakening 
sobriety, when the dying down of the flames into sullen embers 
coincided with the frenzied entrance of Aunt Eliza on the scene. It was 
not so much that she was at once and forever disrated, broke, sent before 
the mast, and branded as one on whom no reliance could be placed, even 
with Edward safe at school, and myself under the distant vigilance of an 
aunt; that her pocket money was stopped indefinitely, and her new 
Church Service, the pride of her last birthday, removed from her own 
custody and placed under the control of a Trust. She sorrowed rather 


because she had dragged poor Harold, against his better judgment, into a 
most horrible scrape, and moreover because, when the reaction had fairly 
set in, when the exaltation had fizzled away and the young-lady portion 
of her had crept timorously back to its wonted lodging, she could only 
see herself as a plain fool, unjustified, undeniable, without a shadow of 
an excuse or explanation. 

As for Harold, youth and a short memory made his case less pitiful 
than it seemed to his more sensitive sister. True, he started upstairs to his 
lonely cot bellowing dismally, before him a dreary future of pains and 
penalties, sufficient to last to the crack of doom. Outside his door, 
however, he tumbled over Augustus the cat, and made capture of him; 
and at once his mourning was changed into a song of triumph, as he 
conveyed his prize into port. For Augustus, who detested above all 
things going to bed with little boys, was ever more knave than fool, and 
the trapper who was wily enough to ensnare him had achieved something 
notable. Augustus, when he realised that his fate was sealed, and his 
night’s lodging settled, wisely made the best of things, and listened, with 
a languorous air of complete comprehension, to the incoherent babble 
concerning pigs and heroes, moles and bonfires, which served Harold for 
a self-sung lullaby. Yet it may be doubted whether Augustus was one of 
those rare fellows who thoroughly understood. 

But Selina knew no more of this source of consolation than of the 
sympathy with which the stars were winking above her; and it was only 
after some sad interval of time, and on a very moist pillow, that she 
drifted into that quaint inconsequent country where you may meet your 
own pet hero strolling down the road, and commit what hair-brained 
oddities you like, and everybody understands and appreciates. 





DIES IRA 


THOSE memorable days that move in procession, their heads just out of 
the mist of years long dead — the most of them are full-eyed as the 
dandelion that from dawn to shade has steeped itself in sunlight. Here 
and there in their ranks, however, moves a forlorn one who is blind — 
blind in the sense of the dulled window-pane on which the pelting 
raindrops have mingled and run down, obscuring sunshine and the 
circling birds, happy fields, and storied garden; blind with the spatter of a 
misery uncomprehended, unanalysed, only felt as something corporeal in 
its buffeting effects. 

Martha began it; and yet Martha was not really to blame. Indeed, that 
was half the trouble of it — no solid person stood full in view, to be 
blamed and to make atonement. There was only a wretched, impalpable 
condition to deal with. Breakfast was just over; the sun was summoning 
us, imperious as a herald with clamour of trumpet; I ran upstairs to her 
with a broken bootlace in my hand, and there she was, crying in a corner, 
her head in her apron. Nothing could be got from her but the same dismal 
succession of sobs that would not have done, that struck and hurt like a 
physical beating; and meanwhile the sun was getting impatient, and I 
wanted my bootlace. 

Inquiry below stairs revealed the cause. Martha’s brother was dead, it 
seemed — her sailor brother Billy; drowned in one of those strange far- 
off seas it was our dream to navigate one day. We had known Billy well, 
and appreciated him. When an approaching visit of Billy to his sister had 
been announced, we had counted the days to it. When his cheery voice 
was at last heard in the kitchen and we had descended with shouts, first 
of all he had to exhibit his tattooed arms, always a subject for fresh 
delight and envy and awe; then he was called upon for tricks, jugglings, 
and strange, fearful gymnastics; and lastly came yarns, and more yarns, 
and yarns till bedtime. There had never been any one like Billy in his 
own particular sphere; and now he was drowned, they said, and Martha 
was miserable, and — and I couldn’t get a new bootlace. They told me 
that Billy would never come back any more, and I stared out of the 
window at the sun which came back, right enough, every day, and their 
news conveyed nothing whatever to me. Martha’s sorrow hit home a 
little, but only because the actual sight and sound of it gave me a dull, 
bad sort of pain low down inside — a pain not to be actually located. 
Moreover, I was still wanting my bootlace. 


This was a poor sort of a beginning to a day that, so far as outside 
conditions went, had promised so well. I rigged up a sort of jury-mast of 
a bootlace with a bit of old string, and wandered off to look up the girls, 
conscious of a jar and a discordance in the scheme of things. The 
moment I entered the schoolroom something in the air seemed to tell me 
that here, too, matters were strained and awry. Selina was staring 
listlessly out of the window, one foot curled round her leg. When I spoke 
to her she jerked a shoulder testily, but did not condescend to the civility 
of a reply. Charlotte, absolutely unoccupied, sprawled in a chair, and 
there were signs of sniffles about her, even at that early hour. It was but a 
trifling matter that had caused all this electricity in the atmosphere, and 
the girls’ manner of taking it seemed to me most unreasonable. Within 
the last few days the time had come round for the despatch of a hamper 
to Edward at school. Only one hamper a term was permitted him, so its 
preparation was a sort of blend of revelry and religious ceremony. After 
the main corpus of the thing had been carefully selected and safely 
bestowed — the pots of jam, the cake, the sausages, and the apples that 
filled up corners so nicely — after the last package had been wedged in, 
the girls had deposited their own private and personal offerings on the 
top. I forget their precise nature; anyhow, they were nothing of any 
particular practical use to a boy. But they had involved some contrivance 
and labour, some skimping of pocket money, and much delightful cloud- 
building as to the effect on their enraptured recipient. Well, yesterday 
there had come a terse acknowledgment from Edward, heartily 
commending the cakes and the jam, stamping the sausages with the seal 
of Smith major’s approval, and finally hinting that, fortified as he now 
was, nothing more was necessary but a remittance of five shillings in 
postage stamps to enable him to face the world armed against every 
buffet of fate. That was all. Never a word or a hint of the personal 
tributes or of his appreciation of them. To us — to Harold and me, that is 
— the letter seemed natural and sensible enough. After all, provender 
was the main thing, and five shillings stood for a complete equipment 
against the most unexpected turns of luck. The presents were very well in 
their way — very nice, and so on — but life was a serious matter, and the 
contest called for cakes and half-crowns to carry it on, not gew-gaws and 
knitted mittens and the like. The girls, however, in their obstinate way, 
persisted in taking their own view of the slight. Hence it was that I 
received my second rebuff of the morning. 

Somewhat disheartened, I made my way downstairs and out into the 
sunlight, where I found Harold playing conspirators by himself on the 





gravel. He had dug a small hole in the walk and had laid an imaginary 
train of powder thereto; and, as he sought refuge in the laurels from the 
inevitable explosion, I heard him murmur: “‘My God!’ said the Czar, 
‘my plans are frustrated!’” It seemed an excellent occasion for being a 
black puma. Harold liked black pumas, on the whole, as well as any 
animal we were familiar with. So I launched myself on him, with the 
appropriate howl, rolling him over on the gravel. 

Life may be said to be composed of things that come off and things 
that don’t come off. This thing, unfortunately, was one of the things that 
didn’t come off. From beneath me I heard a shrill cry of, “Oh, it’s my 
sore knee!” And Harold wriggled himself free from the puma’s clutches, 
bellowing dismally. Now, I honestly didn’t know he had a sore knee, and, 
what’s more, he knew I didn’t know he had a sore knee. According to 
boy-ethics, therefore, his attitude was wrong, sore knee or not, and no 
apology was due from me. I made half-way advances, however, 
suggesting we should lie in ambush by the edge of the pond and cut off 
the ducks as they waddled down in simple, unsuspecting single file; then 
hunt them as bisons flying scattered over the vast prairie. A fascinating 
pursuit this, and strictly illicit. But Harold would none of my overtures, 
and retreated to the house wailing with full lungs. 

Things were getting simply infernal. I struck out blindly for the open 
country; and even as I made for the gate a shrill voice from a window 
bade me keep off the flower-beds. When the gate had swung to behind 
me with a vicious click I felt better, and after ten minutes along the road 
it began to grow on me that some radical change was needed, that I was 
in a blind alley, and that this intolerable state of things must somehow 
cease. All that I could do I had already done. As well-meaning a fellow 
as ever stepped was pounding along the road that day, with an exceeding 
sore heart; one who only wished to live and let live, in touch with his 
fellows, and appreciating what joys life had to offer. What was wanted 
now was a complete change of environment. Somewhere in the world, I 
felt sure, justice and sympathy still resided. There were places called 
pampas, for instance, that sounded well. League upon league of grass, 
with just an occasional wild horse, and not a relation within the horizon! 
To a bruised spirit this seemed a sane and a healing sort of existence. 
There were other pleasant comers, again, where you dived for pearls and 
stabbed sharks in the stomach with your big knife. No relations would be 
likely to come interfering with you when thus blissfully occupied. And 
yet I did not wish — just yet — to have done with relations entirely. 
They should be made to feel their position first, to see themselves as they 


really were, and to wish — when it was too late — that they had behaved 
more properly. 





DIES IRA 


“And, last of all, you — you, the General, the fabled hero — you would 
enter, on your coal-black charger, your pale set face seamed by an 
interesting sabre cut.” 


Of all professions, the army seemed to lend itself the most thoroughly 
to the scheme. You enlisted, you followed the drum, you marched, 
fought, and ported arms, under strange skies, through unrecorded years. 
At last, at long last, your opportunity would come, when the horrors of 
war were flickering through the quiet country-side where you were 
cradled and bred, but where the memory of you had long been dim. Folk 
would run together, clamorous, palsied with fear; and among the terror- 
stricken groups would figure certain aunts. “What hope is left us?” they 


would ask themselves, “save in the clemency of the General, the 
mysterious, invincible General, of whom men tell such romantic tales?” 
And the army would march in, and the guns would rattle and leap along 
the village street, and, last of all, you — you, the General, the fabled hero 
— you would enter, on your coal-black charger, your pale set face 
seamed by an interesting sabre-cut. And then — but every boy has 
rehearsed this familiar piece a score of times. You are magnanimous, in 
fine — that goes without saying, you have a coal-black horse, and a 
sabre-cut, and you can afford to be very magnanimous. But all the same 
you give them a good talking-to. 

This pleasant conceit simply ravished my soul for some twenty 
minutes, and then the old sense of injury began to well up afresh, and to 
call for new plasters and soothing syrups. This time I took refuge in 
happy thoughts of the sea. The sea was my real sphere, after all. On the 
sea, in especial, you could combine distinction with lawlessness, whereas 
the army seemed to be always weighted by a certain plodding 
submission to discipline. To be sure, by all accounts, the life was at first 
a rough one. But just then I wanted to suffer keenly; I wanted to be a 
poor devil of a cabin boy, kicked, beaten, and sworn at — for a time. 
Perhaps some hint, some inkling of my sufferings might reach their ears. 
In due course the sloop or felucca would turn up — it always did — the 
rakish-looking craft, black of hull, low in the water, and bristling with 
guns; the jolly Roger flapping overhead, and myself for sole commander. 
By and by, as usually happened, an East Indiaman would come sailing 
along full of relations — not a necessary relation would be missing. And 
the crew should walk the plank, and the captain should dance from his 
own yard-arm, and then I would take the passengers in hand — that 
miserable group of well-known figures cowering on the quarter-deck! — 
and then — and then the same old performance: the air thick with 
magnanimity. In all the repertory of heroes, none is more truly 
magnanimous than your pirate chief. 

When at last I brought myself back from the future to the actual 
present, I found that these delectable visions had helped me over a longer 
stretch of road than I had imagined; and I looked around and took my 
bearings. To the right of me was a long low building of grey stone, new, 
and yet not smugly so; new, and yet possessing distinction, marked with 
a character that did not depend on lichen or on crumbling semi- 
effacement of moulding and mullion. Strangers might have been puzzled 
to classify it; to me, an explorer from earliest years, the place was 
familiar enough. Most folk called it “The Settlement”; others, with quite 


sufficient conciseness for our neighbourhood, spoke of “them there 
fellows up by Halliday’s”; others again, with a hint of derision, named 
them the “monks.” This last title I supposed to be intended for satire, and 
knew to be fatuously wrong. I was thoroughly acquainted with monks — 
in books — and well knew the cut of their long frocks, their shaven 
polls, and their fascinating big dogs, with brandy-bottles round their 
necks, incessantly hauling happy travellers out of the snow. The only dog 
at the settlement was an Irish terrier, and the good fellows who owned 
him, and were owned by him, in common, wore clothes of the most 
nondescript order, and mostly cultivated side-whiskers. I had wandered 
up there one day, searching (as usual) for something I never found, and 
had been taken in by them and treated as friend and comrade. They had 
made me free of their ideal little rooms, full of books and pictures, and 
clean of the antimacassar taint; they had shown me their chapel, high, 
hushed, and faintly scented, beautiful with a strange new beauty born 
both of what it had and what it had not — that too familiar dowdiness of 
common places of worship. They had also fed me in their dining-hall, 
where a long table stood on trestles plain to view, and all the woodwork 
was natural, unpainted, healthily scrubbed, and redolent of the forest it 
came from. I brought away from that visit, and kept by me for many 
days, a sense of cleanness, of the freshness that pricks the senses — the 
freshness of cool spring water; and the large swept spaces of the rooms, 
the red tiles, and the oaken settles, suggested a comfort that had no 
connexion with padded upholstery. 

On this particular morning I was in much too unsociable a mind for 
paying friendly calls. Still, something in the aspect of the place 
harmonized with my humor, and I worked my way round to the back, 
where the ground, after affording level enough for a kitchen-garden, 
broke steeply away. Both the word Gothic and the thing itself were still 
unknown to me; yet doubtless the architecture of the place, consistent 
throughout, accounted for its sense of comradeship in my hour of 
disheartenment. As I mused there, with the low, grey, purposeful-looking 
building before me, and thought of my pleasant friends within, and what 
good times they always seemed to be having, and how they larked with 
the Irish terrier, whose footing was one of a perfect equality, I thought of 
a certain look in their faces, as if they had a common purpose and a 
business, and were acting under orders thoroughly recognised and 
understood. I remembered, too, something that Martha had told me, 
about these same fellows doing “a power o° good,” and other hints I had 
collected vaguely, of renouncements, rules, self denials, and the like. 


Thereupon, out of the depths of my morbid soul swam up a new and 
fascinating idea; and at once the career of arms seemed over-acted and 
stale, and piracy, as a profession, flat and unprofitable. This, then, or 
something like it, should be my vocation and my revenge. A severer line 
of business, perhaps, such as I had read of; something that included black 
bread and a hair-shirt. There should be vows, too — irrevocable, blood- 
curdling vows; and an iron grating. This iron grating was the most 
necessary feature of all, for I intended that on the other side of it my 
relations should range themselves — I mentally ran over the catalogue, 
and saw that the whole gang was present, all in their proper places — a 
sad-eyed row, combined in tristful appeal. “We see our error now,” they 
would say; “we were always dull dogs, slow to catch — especially in 
those akin to us — the finer qualities of soul! We misunderstood you, 
misappreciated you, and we own up to it. And now—” “Alas, my dear 
friends,” I would strike in here, waving towards them an ascetic hand — 
one of the emaciated sort, that lets the light shine through at the finger- 
tips— “Alas, you come too late! This conduct is fitting and meritorious 
on your part, and indeed I always expected it of you, sooner or later; but 
the die is cast, and you may go home again and bewail at your leisure 
this too tardy repentance of yours. For me, I am vowed and dedicated, 
and my relations henceforth are austerity and holy works. Once a month, 
should you wish it, it shall be your privilege to come and gaze at me 
through this very solid grating; but—” Whack! 

A well aimed clod of garden soil, whizzing just past my ear, starred 
on a tree-trunk behind, spattering me with dirt. The present came back to 
me in a flash, and I nimbly took cover behind the trees, realising that the 
enemy was up and abroad, with ambuscades, alarms, and thrilling sallies. 
It was the gardener’s boy, I knew well enough; a red proletariat, who 
hated me just because I was a gentleman. Hastily picking up a nice sticky 
clod in one hand, with the other I delicately projected my hat beyond the 
shelter of the tree-trunk. I had not fought with Red-skins all these years 
for nothing. 

As I had expected, another clod, of the first class for size and 
stickiness, took my poor hat full in the centre. Then, Ajax-like, shouting 
terribly, I issued from shelter and discharged my ammunition. Woe then 
for the gardener’s boy, who, unprepared, skipping in premature triumph, 
took the clod full in his stomach! He, the foolish one, witless on whose 
side the gods were fighting that day, discharged yet other missiles, 
wavering and wide of the mark; for his wind had been taken with the 
first clod, and he shot wildly, as one already desperate and in flight. I got 


another clod in at short range; we clinched on the brow of the hill, and 
rolled down to the bottom together. When he had shaken himself free and 
regained his legs, he trotted smartly off in the direction of his mother’s 
cottage; but over his shoulder he discharged at me both imprecation and 
deprecation, menace mixed up with an under-current of tears. 

But as for me, I made off smartly for the road, my frame tingling, my 
head high, with never a backward look at the Settlement of suggestive 
aspect, or at my well-planned future which lay in fragments around it. 
Life had its jollities, then; life was action, contest, victory! The present 
was rosy once more, surprises lurked on every side, and I was beginning 
to feel villainously hungry. 

Just as I gained the road a cart came rattling by, and I rushed for it, 
caught the chain that hung below, and swung thrillingly between the 
dizzy wheels, choked and blinded with delicious-smelling dust, the 
world slipping by me like a streaky ribbon below, till the driver licked at 
me with his whip, and I had to descend to earth again. Abandoning the 
beaten track, I then struck homewards through the fields; not that the 
way was very much shorter, but rather because on that route one avoided 
the bridge, and had to splash through the stream and get refreshingly wet. 
Bridges were made for narrow folk, for people with aims and vocations 
which compelled abandonment of many of life’s highest pleasures. Truly 
wise men called on each element alike to minister to their joy, and while 
the touch of sun-bathed air, the fragrance of garden soil, the ductible 
qualities of mud, and the spark-whirling rapture of playing with fire, had 
each their special charm, they did not overlook the bliss of getting their 
feet wet. As I came forth on the common Harold broke out of an 
adjoining copse and ran to meet me, the morning rain-clouds all blown 
away from his face. He had made a new squirrel-stick, it seemed. Made 
it all himself; melted the lead and everything! I examined the instrument 
critically, and pronounced it absolutely magnificent. As we passed in at 
our gate the girls were distantly visible, gardening with a zeal in cheerful 
contrast to their heartsick lassitude of the morning. “There’s bin another 
letter come to-day,” Harold explained, “and the hamper got joggled 
about on the journey, and the presents worked down into the straw and 
all over the place. One of ‘em turned up inside the cold duck. And that’s 
why they weren’t found at first. And Edward said, Thanks awfully!” 

I did not see Martha again until we were all re-assembled at tea-time, 
when she seemed red-eyed and strangely silent, neither scolding nor 
finding fault with anything. Instead, she was very kind and thoughtful 
with jams and things, feverishly pressing unwonted delicacies on us, who 


wanted little pressing enough. Then suddenly, when I was busiest, she 
disappeared; and Charlotte whispered me presently that she had heard 
her go to her room and lock herself in. This struck me as a funny sort of 
proceeding. 





MUTABILE SEMPER 


SHE stood on the other side of the garden fence, and regarded me 
gravely as I came down the road. Then she said, “Hi-o!” and I 
responded, “Hullo!” and pulled up somewhat nervously. 

To tell the truth, the encounter was not entirely unexpected on my 
part. The previous Sunday I had seen her in church, and after service it 
had transpired who she was, this newcomer, and what aunt she was 
staying with. That morning a volunteer had been called for, to take a note 
to the Parsonage, and rather to my own surprise I had found myself 
stepping forward with alacrity, while the others had become suddenly 
absorbed in various pursuits, or had sneaked unobtrusively out of view. 
Certainly I had not yet formed any deliberate plan of action; yet I 
suppose I recollected that the road to the Parsonage led past her aunt’s 
garden. 

She began the conversation, while I hopped backwards and forwards 
over the ditch, feigning a careless ease. 

“Saw you in church on Sunday,” she said, “only you looked different 
then. All dressed up, and your hair quite smooth, and brushed up at the 
sides, and oh, so shiny! What do they put on it to make it shine like that? 
Don’t you hate having your hair brushed?” she ran on, without waiting 
for an answer. “How your boots squeaked when you came down the 
aisle! When mine squeak, I walk in all the puddles till they stop. Think 
Pll get over the fence.” 

This she proceeded to do in a business-like way, while, with my hands 
deep in my pockets, I regarded her movements with silent interest, as 
those of some strange new animal. 

“I’ve been gardening,” she explained, when she had joined me, “but I 
didn’t like it. There’s so many worms about to-day. I hate worms. Wish 
they’d keep out of the way when I’m digging.” 

“Oh, I like worms when I’m digging,” I replied heartily, “seem to 
make things more lively, don’t they?” 

She reflected. “Shouldn’t mind ‘em so much if they were warm and 
dry,” she said, “but—” here she shivered, and somehow I liked her for it, 
though if it had been my own flesh and blood hoots of derision would 
have instantly assailed her. 

From worms we passed, naturally enough, to frogs, and thence to 
pigs, aunts, gardeners, rocking-horses, and other fellow-citizens of our 
common kingdom. In five minutes we had each other’s confidences, and 


I seemed to have known her for a lifetime. Somehow, on the subject of 
one’s self it was easier to be frank and communicative with her than with 
one’s female kin. It must be, I supposed, because she was less familiar 
with one’s faulty, tattered past. 

“I was watching you as you came along the road,” she said presently, 
“and you had your head down and your hands in your pockets, and you 
weren’t throwing stones at anything, or whistling, or jumping over 
things; and I thought perhaps you’d bin scolded, or got a stomach-ache.” 

“No,” I answered shyly, “it wasn’t that. Fact is, I was — I often — but 
it’s a secret.” 

There I made an error in tactics. That enkindling word set her dancing 
round me, half beseeching, half imperious. “Oh, do tell it me!” she cried. 
“You must! I’ll never tell anyone else at all, I vow and declare I won’t!” 

Her small frame wriggled with emotion, and with imploring eyes she 
jigged impatiently just in front of me. Her hair was tumbled bewitchingly 
on her shoulders, and even the loss of a front tooth — a loss incidental to 
her age — seemed but to add a piquancy to her face. 

“You won’t care to hear about it,” I said, wavering. “Besides, I can’t 
explain exactly. I think I won’t tell you.” But all the time I knew I should 
have to. 

“But I do care,” she wailed plaintively. “I didn’t think you’d be so 
unkind!” 

This would never do. That little downward tug at either comer of the 
mouth — I knew the symptom only too well! 

“Tt’s like this,” I began stammeringly. “This bit of road here — up as 
far as that corner — you know it’s a horrid dull bit of road. I’m always 
having to go up and down it, and I know it so well, and I’m so sick of it. 
So whenever I get to that corner, I just — well, I go right off to another 
place!” 

“What sort of a place?” she asked, looking round her gravely. 

“Of course it’s just a place I imagine,” I went on hurriedly and rather 
shamefacedly: “but it’s an awfully nice place — the nicest place you ever 
saw. And I always go off there in church, or during joggraphy lessons.” 

“I’m sure it’s not nicer than my home,” she cried patriotically. “Oh, 
you ought to see my home — it’s lovely! We’ve got—” 

“Yes it is, ever so much nicer,” I interrupted. “I mean” — I went on 
apologetically— “of course I know your home’s beautiful and all that. 
But this must be nicer, ‘cos if you want anything at all, you’ve only got 
to want it, and you can have it!” 


“That sounds jolly,” she murmured. “Tell me more about it, please. 
Tell me how you get there, first.” 

“I — don’t — quite — know — exactly,” I replied. “I just go. But 
generally it begins by — well, you’re going up a broad, clear river in a 
sort of a boat. You’re not rowing or anything — you’re just moving 
along. And there’s beautiful grass meadows on both sides, and the river’s 
very full, quite up to the level of the grass. And you glide along by the 
edge. And the people are haymaking there, and playing games, and 
walking about; and they shout to you, and you shout back to them, and 
they bring you things to eat out of their baskets, and let you drink out of 
their bottles; and some of ‘em are the nice people you read about in 
books. And so at last you come to the Palace steps — great broad marble 
steps, reaching right down to the water. And there at the steps you find 
every sort of boat you can imagine — schooners, and punts, and row- 
boats, and little men-of-war. And you have any sort of boating you want 
to — rowing, or sailing, or shoving about in a punt!” 

“Pd go sailing,” she said decidedly, “and I’d steer. No, you’d have to 
steer, and I’d sit about on the deck. No, I wouldn’t though; I’d row — at 
least I’d make you row, and I’d steer. And then we’d — Oh, no! I’ ll tell 
you what we’d do! We’d just sit in a punt and dabble!” 

“Of course we’ll do just what you like,” I said hospitably; but already 
I was beginning to feel my liberty of action somewhat curtailed by this 
exigent visitor I had so rashly admitted into my sanctum. 

“I don’t think we’d boat at all,” she finally decided. “It’s always so 
wobbly. Where do you come to next?” 

“You go up the steps,” I continued, “and in at the door, and the very 
first place you come to is the Chocolate-room!” 

She brightened up at this, and I heard her murmur with gusto, 
“Chocolate-room!” 

“Its got every sort of chocolate you can think of,” I went on: “soft 
chocolate, with sticky stuff inside, white and pink, what girls like; and 
hard shiny chocolate, that cracks when you bite it, and takes such a nice 
long time to suck!” 

“T like the soft stuff best,” she said: “‘cos you can eat such a lot more 
of it!” 

This was to me a new aspect of the chocolate question, and I regarded 
her with interest and some respect. With us, chocolate was none too 
common a thing, and, whenever we happened to come by any, we 
resorted to the quaintest devices in order to make it last out. Still, legends 
had reached us of children who actually had, from time to time, as much 





chocolate as they could possibly eat; and here, apparently, was one of 
them. 

“You can have all the creams,” I said magnanimously, “and PI eat the 
hard sticks, ‘cos I like ‘em best.” 

“Oh, but you mustn’t!” she cried impetuously. “You must eat the same 
as I do! It isn’t nice to want to eat different. Pll tell you what — you 
must give me all the chocolate, and then Pll give you — I'll give you 
what you ought to have!” 

“Oh, all right,” I said in a subdued sort of way. It seemed a little hard 
to be put under a sentimental restriction like this in one’s own Chocolate- 
room. 

“In the next room you come to,” I proceeded, “there’s fizzy drinks! 
There’s a marble-slab business all round the room, and little silver taps; 
and you just turn the right tap, and have any kind of fizzy drink you 
want.” 

“What fizzy drinks are there?” she inquired. 

“Oh, all sorts,” I answered hastily, hurrying on. (She might restrict my 
eatables, but I’d be hanged if I was going to have her meddle with my 
drinks.) “Then you go down the corridor, and at the back of the palace 
there’s a great big park — the finest park you ever saw. And there’s 
ponies to ride on, and carriages and carts; and a little railway, all 
complete, engine and guard’s van and all; and you work it yourself, and 
you can go first-class, or in the van, or on the engine, just whichever you 
choose.” 

“Pd go on the engine,” she murmured dreamily. “No, I wouldn’t, Pd 
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“Then there’s all the soldiers,” I struck in. Really the line had to be 
drawn somewhere, and I could not have my railway system disorganised 
and turned upside down by a mere girl. “There’s any quantity of ‘em, 
fine big soldiers, and they all belong to me. And a row of brass cannons 
all along the terrace! And every now and then I give the order, and they 
fire off all the guns!” 

“No, they don’t,” she interrupted hastily. “I won’t have ‘em fire off 
any guns! You must tell ‘em not to. I hate guns, and as soon as they 
begin firing I shall run right away!” 

“But — but that’s what they’re there for,” I protested, aghast. 

“I don’t care,” she insisted. “They mustn’t do it. They can walk about 
behind me if they like, and talk to me, and carry things. But they mustn’t 
fire off any guns.” 


I was sadly conscious by this time that in this brave palace of mine, 
wherein I was wont to swagger daily, irresponsible and unquestioned, I 
was rapidly becoming — so to speak — a mere lodger. The idea of my 
fine big soldiers being told off to “carry things”! I was not inclined to tell 
her any more, though there still remained plenty more to tell. 

“Any other boys there?” she asked presently, in a casual sort of way. 

“Oh yes,” I unguardedly replied. “Nice chaps, too. We’ll have great 
—” Then I recollected myself. “We’ll play with them, of course,” I went 
on. “But you are going to be my friend, aren’t you? And you’ll come in 
my boat, and we’ll travel in the guard’s van together, and I’ll stop the 
soldiers firing off their guns!” 

But she looked mischievously away, and — do what I would — I 
could not get her to promise. 

Just then the striking of the village clock awoke within me another 
clamorous timepiece, reminding me of mid-day mutton a good half-mile 
away, and of penalties and curtailments attaching to a late appearance. 
We took a hurried farewell of each other, and before we parted I got from 
her an admission that she might be gardening again that afternoon, if 
only the worms would be less aggressive and give her a chance. 

“Remember,” I said as I turned to go, “you mustn’t tell anybody about 
what I’ve been telling you!” 

She appeared to hesitate, swinging one leg to and fro while she 
regarded me sideways with half-shut eyes. 

“Its a dead secret,” I said artfully. “A secret between us two, and 
nobody knows it except ourselves!” 

Then she promised, nodding violently, big-eyed, her mouth pursed up 
small. The delight of revelation, and the bliss of possessing a secret, run 
each other very close. But the latter generally wins — for a time. 

I had passed the mutton stage and was weltering in warm rice 
pudding, before I found leisure to pause and take in things generally; and 
then a glance in the direction of the window told me, to my dismay, that 
it was raining hard. This was annoying in every way, for, even if it 
cleared up later, the worms — I knew well from experience — would be 
offensively numerous and frisky. Sulkily I said grace and accompanied 
the others upstairs to the schoolroom; where I got out my paint-box and 
resolved to devote myself seriously to Art, which of late I had much 
neglected. Harold got hold of a sheet of paper and a pencil, retired to a 
table in the corner, squared his elbows, and protruded his tongue. 
Literature had always been his form of artistic expression. 


Selina had a fit of the fidgets, bred of the unpromising weather, and, 
instead of settling down to something on her own account, must needs 
walk round and annoy us artists, intent on embodying our conceptions of 
the ideal. She had been looking over my shoulder some minutes before I 
knew of it; or I would have had a word or two to say upon the subject. 

“I suppose you call that thing a ship,” she remarked contemptuously. 
“Who ever heard of a pink ship? Hoo-hoo!” 

I stifled my wrath, knowing that in order to score properly it was 
necessary to keep a cool head. 

“There is a pink ship,” I observed with forced calmness, “lying in the 
toy-shop window now. You can go and look at it if you like. D’you 
suppose you know more about ships than the fellows who make ‘em?” 

Selina, baffled for the moment, returned to the charge presently. 

“Those are funny things, too,” she observed. “S’pose they’re meant to 
be trees. But they’re blue.” 

“They are trees,” I replied with severity; “and they are blue. They’ve 
got to be blue, ‘cos you stole my gamboge last week, so I can’t mix up 
any green.” 

“Didn't steal your gamboge,” declared Selina, haughtily, edging away, 
however, in the direction of Harold. “And I wouldn’t tell lies, either, if I 
was you, about a dirty little bit of gamboge.” 

I preserved a discreet silence. After all, I knew she knew she stole my 
gamboge. 

The moment Harold became conscious of Selina’s stealthy approach, 
he dropped his pencil and flung himself flat upon the table, protecting 
thus his literary efforts from chilling criticism by the interposed 
thickness of his person. From somewhere in his interior proceeded a 
heart-rending compound of squeal and whistle, as of escaping steam, — 
long-drawn, ear-piercing, unvarying in note. 

“I only just want to see,” protested Selina, struggling to uproot his 
small body from the scrawl it guarded. But Harold clung limpet-like to 
the table edge, and his shrill protest continued to deafen humanity and to 
threaten even the serenities of Olympus. The time seemed come for a 
demonstration in force. Personally I cared little what soul-outpourings of 
Harold were pirated by Selina — she was pretty sure to get hold of them 
sooner or later — and indeed I rather welcomed the diversion as 
favourable to the undisturbed pursuit of Art. But the clannishness of sex 
has its unwritten laws. Boys, as such, are sufficiently put upon, 
maltreated, trodden under, as it is. Should they fail to hang together in 
perilous times, what disasters, what ignominies, may not be looked for? 


Possibly even an extinction of the tribe. I dropped my paint brush and 
sailed shouting into the fray. 

The result for a short space hung dubious. There is a period of life 
when the difference of a year or two in age far outweighs the minor 
advantage of sex. Then the gathers of Selina’s frock came away with a 
sound like the rattle of distant musketry; and this calamity it was, rather 
than mere brute compulsion, that quelled her indomitable spirit. 

The female tongue is mightier than the sword, as I soon had good 
reason to know, when Selina, her riven garment held out at length, 
avenged her discomfiture with the Greek-fire of personalities and abuse. 
Every black incident in my short, but not stainless, career — every error, 
every folly, every penalty ignobly suffered — were paraded before me as 
in a magic-lantern show. The information, however, was not particularly 
new to me, and the effect was staled by previous rehearsals. Besides, a 
victory remains a victory, whatever the moral character of the triumphant 
general. 

Harold chuckled and crowed as he dropped from the table, revealing 
the document over which so many gathers had sighed their short lives 
out. “You can read it if you like,” he said to me gratefully. “It’s only a 
Death-letter.” 

It had never been possible to say what Harold’s particular amusement 
of the hour might turn out to be. One thing only was certain, that it 
would be something improbable, unguessable, not to be foretold. Who, 
for instance, in search of relaxation, would ever dream of choosing the 
drawing-up of a testamentary disposition of property? Yet this was the 
form taken by Harold’s latest craze; and in justice this much had to be 
said for him, that in the christening of his amusement he had gone right 
to the heart of the matter. The words “will” and “testament” have various 
meanings and uses; but about the signification of “death-letter” there can 
be no manner of doubt. I smoothed out the crumpled paper and read. In 
actual form it deviated considerably from that usually adopted by family 
solicitors of standing, the only resemblance, indeed, lying in the absence 
of punctuation. 

“my dear edward (it ran) when I die I leave all my muny to you my 
walkin sticks wips my crop my sord and gun bricks forts and all things i 
have goodbye my dear charlotte when i die I leave you my wach and 
cumpus and pencel case my salors and camperdown my picteres and 
evthing goodbye your loving brother armen my dear Martha I love you 
very much i leave you my garden my mice and rabets my plants in pots 
when I die please take care of them my dear—” Cetera desunt. 
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“Why, you’re not leaving me anything!” exclaimed Selina, 
indignantly. “You’re a regular mean little boy, and I’ll take back the last 
birthday present I gave you!” 

“I don’t care,” said Harold, repossessing himself of the document. “I 
was going to leave you something, but I sha’n’t now, ‘cos you tried to 
read my death-letter before I was dead!” 

“Then Pl write a death-letter myself,” retorted Selina, scenting an 
artistic vengeance: “and I sha’n’t leave you a single thing!” And she 
went off in search of a pencil. 

The tempest within-doors had kept my attention off the condition of 
things without. But now a glance through the window told me that the 
rain had entirely ceased, and that everything was bathed instead in a 
radiant glow of sunlight, more golden than any gamboge of mine could 
possibly depict. Leaving Selina and Harold to settle their feud by a 
mutual disinheritance, I slipped from the room and escaped into the open 
air, eager to pick up the loose end of my new friendship just where I had 
dropped it that morning. In the glorious reaction of the sunshine after the 
downpour, with its moist warm smells, bespanglement of greenery, and 
inspiriting touch of rain-washed air, the parks and palaces of the 
imagination glowed with a livelier iris, and their blurred beauties shone 
out again with fresh blush and palpitation. As I sped along to the tryst, 
again I accompanied my new comrade along the corridors of my pet 
palace into which I had so hastily introduced her; and on reflection I 
began to see that it wouldn’t work properly. I had made a mistake, and 
those were not the surroundings in which she was most fitted to shine. 
However, it really did not matter much; I had other palaces to place at 
her disposal — plenty of ‘em; and on a further acquaintance with and 
knowledge of her tastes, no doubt I could find something to suit her. 

There was a real Arabian one, for instance, which I visited but rarely 
— only just when I was in the fine Oriental mood for it; a wonder of silk 
hangings, fountains of rosewater, pavilions, and minarets. Hundreds of 
silent, well-trained slaves thronged the stairs and alleys of this 
establishment, ready to fetch and carry for her all day, if she wished it; 
and my brave soldiers would be spared the indignity. Also there were 
processions through the bazaar at odd moments — processions with 
camels, elephants, and palanquins. Yes, she was more suited for the East, 
this imperious young person; and I determined that thither she should be 
personally conducted as soon as ever might be. 

I reached the fence and climbed up two bars of it, and leaning over I 
looked this way and that for my twin-souled partner of the morning. It 


was not long before I caught sight of her, only a short distance away. Her 
back was towards me and — well, one can never foresee exactly how 
one will find things — she was talking to a Boy. 

Of course there are boys and boys, and Lord knows I was never 
narrow. But this was the parson’s son from an adjoining village, a red- 
headed boy and as common a little beast as ever stepped. He cultivated 
ferrets — his only good point; and it was evidently through the medium 
of this art that he was basely supplanting me, for her head was bent 
absorbedly over something he carried in his hands. With some 
trepidation I called out, “Hi!” But answer there was none. Then again I 
called, “Hi!” but this time with a sickening sense of failure and of doom. 
She replied only by a complex gesture, decisive in import if not easily 
described. A petulant toss of the head, a jerk of the left shoulder, and a 
backward kick of the left foot, all delivered at once — that was all, and 
that was enough. The red-headed boy never even condescended to glance 
my way. Why, indeed, should he? I dropped from the fence without 
another effort, and took my way homewards along the weary road. 

Little inclination was left to me, at first, for any solitary visit to my 
accustomed palace, the pleasures of which I had so recently tasted in 
company; and yet after a minute or two I found myself, from habit, 
sneaking off there much as usual. Presently I became aware of a certain 
solace and consolation in my newly-recovered independence of action. 
Quit of all female whims and fanciful restrictions, I rowed, sailed, or 
punted, just as I pleased; in the Chocolate-room I cracked and nibbled 
the hard sticks, with a certain contempt for those who preferred the soft, 
veneered article; and I mixed and quaffed countless fizzy drinks without 
dread of any prohibitionist. Finally, I swaggered into the park, paraded 
all my soldiers on the terrace, and, bidding them take the time from me, 
gave the order to fire off all the guns. 





THE MAGIC RING 


GROWN-UP people really ought to be more careful. Among themselves 
it may seem but a small thing to give their word and take back their 
word. For them there are so many compensations. Life lies at their feet, a 
party-coloured india-rubber ball; they may kick it this way or kick it that, 
it turns up blue, yellow, or green, but always coloured and glistening. 
Thus one sees it happen almost every day, and, with a jest and a laugh, 
the thing is over, and the disappointed one turns to fresh pleasure, lying 
ready to his hand. But with those who are below them, whose little globe 
is swayed by them, who rush to build star-pointing alhambras on their 
most casual word, they really ought to be more careful. 

In this case of the circus, for instance, it was not as if we had led up to 
the subject. It was they who began it entirely — prompted thereto by the 
local newspaper. “What, a circus!” said they, in their irritating, casual 
way: “that would be nice to take the children to. Wednesday would be a 
good day. Suppose we go on Wednesday. Oh, and pleats are being worn 
again, with rows of deep braid,” etc. 

What the others thought I know not; what they said, if they said 
anything, I did not comprehend. For me the house was bursting, walls 
seemed to cramp and to stifle, the roof was jumping and lifting. Escape 
was the imperative thing — to escape into the open air, to shake off 
bricks and mortar, and to wander in the unfrequented places of the earth, 
the more properly to take in the passion and the promise of the giddy 
situation. 

Nature seemed prim and staid that day, and the globe gave no hint that 
it was flying round a circus ring of its own. Could they really be true, I 
wondered, all those bewildering things I had heard tell of circuses? Did 
long-tailed ponies really walk on their hind-legs and fire off pistols? Was 
it humanly possible for clowns to perform one-half of the bewitching 
drolleries recorded in history? And how, oh, how dare I venture to 
believe that, from off the backs of creamy Arab steeds, ladies of more 
than earthly beauty discharged themselves through paper hoops? No, it 
was not altogether possible, there must have been some exaggeration. 
Still, I would be content with very little, I would take a low percentage 
— avery small proportion of the circus myth would more than satisfy 
me. But again, even supposing that history were, once in a way, no liar, 
could it be that I myself was really fated to look upon this thing in the 
flesh and to live through it, to survive the rapture? No, it was altogether 


too much. Something was bound to happen, one of us would develop 
measles, the world would blow up with a loud explosion. I must not dare, 
I must not presume, to entertain the smallest hope. I must endeavour 
sternly to think of something else. 

Needless to say, I thought, I dreamed of nothing else, day or night. 
Waking, I walked arm-in-arm with a clown, and cracked a portentous 
whip to the brave music of a band. Sleeping, I pursued — perched astride 
of a coal-black horse — a princess all gauze and spangles, who always 
managed to keep just one unattainable length ahead. In the early morning 
Harold and I, once fully awake, cross-examined each other as to the 
possibilities of this or that circus tradition, and exhausted the lore long 
ere the first housemaid was stirring. In this state of exaltation we slipped 
onward to what promised to be a day of all white days — which brings 
me right back to my text, that grown-up people really ought to be more 
careful. 

I had known it could never really be; I had said so to myself a dozen 
times. The vision was too sweetly ethereal for embodiment. Yet the pang 
of the disillusionment was none the less keen and sickening, and the pain 
was as that of a corporeal wound. It seemed strange and foreboding, 
when we entered the breakfast-room, not to find everybody cracking 
whips, jumping over chairs, and whooping in ecstatic rehearsal of the 
wild reality to come. The situation became grim and pallid indeed, when 
I caught the expressions “garden-party” and “my mauve tulle,” and 
realised that they both referred to that very afternoon. And every minute, 
as I sat silent and listened, my heart sank lower and lower, descending 
relentlessly like a clock-weight into my boot soles. 

Throughout my agony I never dreamed of resorting to a direct 
question, much less a reproach. Even during the period of joyful 
anticipation some fear of breaking the spell had kept me from any bald 
circus talk in the presence of them. But Harold, who was built in quite 
another way, so soon as he discerned the drift of their conversation and 
heard the knell of all his hopes, filled the room with wail and clamour of 
bereavement. The grinning welkin rang with “Circus!” “Circus!” shook 
the window-panes; the mocking walls re-echoed “Circus!” Circus he 
would have, and the whole circus, and nothing but the circus. No 
compromise for him, no evasions, no fallacious, unsecured promises to 
pay. He had drawn his cheque on the Bank of Expectation, and it had got 
to be cashed then and there; else he would yell, and yell himself into a 
fit, and come out of it and yell again. Yelling should be his profession, 


his art, his mission, his career. He was qualified, he was resolute, and he 
was in no hurry to retire from the business. 

The noisy ones of the world, if they do not always shout themselves 
into the imperial purple, are sure at least of receiving attention. If they 
cannot sell everything at their own price, one thing — silence — must, at 
any cost, be purchased of them. Harold accordingly had to be consoled 
by the employment of every specious fallacy and base-born trick known 
to those whose doom it is to handle children. For me their hollow 
cajolery had no interest, I could pluck no consolation out of their 
bankrupt though prodigal pledges. I only waited till that hateful, well- 
known “Some other time, dear!” told me that hope was finally dead. 
Then I left the room without any remark. It made it worse — if anything 
could — to hear that stale, worn-out old phrase, still supposed by those 
dullards to have some efficacy. 

To nature, as usual, I drifted by instinct, and there, out of the track of 
humanity, under a friendly hedge-row had my black hour unseen. The 
world was a globe no longer, space was no more filled with whirling 
circuses of spheres. That day the old beliefs rose up and asserted 
themselves, and the earth was flat again — ditch-riddled, stagnant, and 
deadly flat. The undeviating roads crawled straight and white, elms 
dressed themselves stiffly along inflexible hedges, all nature, centrifugal 
no longer, sprawled flatly in lines out to its farthest edge, and I felt just 
like walking out to that terminus, and dropping quietly off. Then, as I sat 
there, morosely chewing bits of stick, the recollection came back to me 
of certain fascinating advertisements I had spelled out in the papers — 
advertisements of great and happy men, owning big ships of tonnage 
running into four figures, who yet craved, to the extent of public 
supplication, for the sympathetic co-operation of youths as apprentices. I 
did not rightly know what apprentices might be, nor whether I was yet 
big enough to be styled a youth, but one thing seemed clear, that, by 
some such means as this, whatever the intervening hardships, I could 
eventually visit all the circuses of the world — the circuses of merry 
France and gaudy Spain, of Holland and Bohemia, of China and Peru. 
Here was a plan worth thinking out in all its bearings; for something had 
presently to be done to end this intolerable state of things. 

Mid-day, and even feeding-time, passed by gloomily enough, till a 
small disturbance occurred which had the effect of releasing some of the 
electricity with which the air was charged. Harold, it should be 
explained, was of a very different mental mould, and never brooded, 
moped, nor ate his heart out over any disappointment. One wild outburst 


— one dissolution of a minute into his original elements of air and water, 
of tears and outcry — so much insulted nature claimed. Then he would 
pull himself together, iron out his countenance with a smile, and adjust 
himself to the new condition of things. 

If the gods are ever grateful to man for anything, it is when he is so 
good as to display a short memory. The Olympians were never slow to 
recognise this quality of Harold’s, in which, indeed, their salvation lay, 
and on this occasion their gratitude had taken the practical form of a fine 
fat orange, tough-rinded as oranges of those days were wont to be. This 
he had eviscerated in the good old-fashioned manner, by biting out a hole 
in the shoulder, inserting a lump of sugar therein, and then working it 
cannily till the whole soul and body of the orange passed glorified 
through the sugar into his being. Thereupon, filled full of orange-juice 
and iniquity, he conceived a deadly snare. Having deftly patted and 
squeezed the orange-skin till it resumed its original shape, he filled it up 
with water, inserted a fresh lump of sugar in the orifice, and, issuing 
forth, blandly proffered it to me as I sat moodily in the doorway 
dreaming of strange wild circuses under tropic skies. 

Such a stale old dodge as this would hardly have taken me in at 
ordinary moments. But Harold had reckoned rightly upon the disturbing 
effect of ill-humour, and had guessed, perhaps, that I thirsted for comfort 
and consolation, and would not criticise too closely the source from 
which they came. Unthinkingly I grasped the golden fraud, which 
collapsed at my touch, and squirted its contents into my eyes and over 
my collar, till the nethermost parts of me were damp with the water that 
had run down my neck. In an instant I had Harold down, and, with all the 
energy of which I was capable, devoted myself to grinding his head into 
the gravel; while he, realising that the closure was applied, and that the 
time for discussion or argument was past, sternly concentrated his 
powers on kicking me in the stomach. 

Some people can never allow events to work themselves out quietly. 
At this juncture one of Them swooped down on the scene, pouring shrill, 
misplaced abuse on both of us: on me for ill-treating my younger brother, 
whereas it was distinctly I who was the injured and the deceived; on him 
for the high offence of assault and battery on a clean collar — a collar 
which I had myself deflowered and defaced, shortly before, in sheer 
desperate ill-temper. Disgusted and defiant we fled in different 
directions, rejoining each other later in the kitchen-garden; and as we 
strolled along together, our short feud forgotten, Harold observed, 
gloomily: “I should like to be a cave-man, like Uncle George was tellin’ 


us about: with a flint hatchet and no clothes, and live in a cave and not 
know anybody!” 

“And if anyone came to see us we didn’t like,” I joined in, catching on 
to the points of the idea, “we’d hit him on the head with the hatchet till 
he dropped down dead.” 

“And then,” said Harold, warming up, “we’d drag him into the cave 
and skin him!” 

For a space we gloated silently over the fair scene our imaginations 
had conjured up. It was blood we felt the need of just then. We wanted 
no luxuries, nothing dear-bought nor far-fetched. Just plain blood, and 
nothing else, and plenty of it. 

Blood, however, was not to be had. The time was out of joint, and we 
had been born too late. So we went off to the green-house, crawled into 
the heating arrangement underneath, and played at the dark and dirty and 
unrestricted life of cave-men till we were heartily sick of it. Then we 
emerged once more into historic times, and went off to the road to look 
for something living and sentient to throw stones at. 

Nature, so often a cheerful ally, sometimes sulks and refuses to play. 
When in this mood she passes the word to her underlings, and all the 
little people of fur and feather take the hint and slip home quietly by 
back streets. In vain we scouted, lurked, crept, and ambuscaded. 
Everything that usually scurried, hopped, or fluttered — the small 
society of the undergrowth — seemed to have engagements elsewhere. 
The horrid thought that perhaps they had all gone off to the circus 
occurred to us simultaneously, and we humped ourselves up on the fence 
and felt bad. Even the sound of approaching wheels failed to stir any 
interest in us. When you are bent on throwing stones at something, 
humanity seems obtrusive and better away. Then suddenly we both 
jumped off the fence together, our faces clearing. For our educated ear 
had told us that the approaching rattle could only proceed from a dog- 
cart, and we felt sure it must be the funny man. 

We called him the funny man because he was sad and serious, and 
said little, but gazed right into our souls, and made us tell him just what 
was on our minds at the time, and then came out with some 
magnificently luminous suggestion that cleared every cloud away. What 
was more, he would then go off with us at once and play the thing right 
out to its finish, earnestly and devotedly, putting all other things aside. So 
we called him the funny man, meaning only that he was different from 
those others who thought it incumbent on them to play the painful 
mummer. The ideal as opposed to the real man was what we meant, only 


we were not acquainted with the phrase. Those others, with their 
laboured jests and clumsy contortions, doubtless flattered themselves 
that they were funny men; we, who had to sit through and applaud the 
painful performance, knew better. 

He pulled up to a walk as soon as he caught sight of us, and the dog- 
cart crawled slowly along till it stopped just opposite. Then he leant his 
chin on his hand and regarded us long and soulfully, yet said he never a 
word; while we jigged up and down in the dust, grinning bashfully but 
with expectation. For you never knew exactly what this man might say 
or do. 

“You look bored,” he remarked presently; “thoroughly bored. Or else 
— let me see; you’re not married, are you?” 

He asked this in such sad earnestness that we hastened to assure him 
we were not married, though we felt he ought to have known that much; 
we had been intimate for some time. 

“Then it’s only boredom,” he said. “Just satiety and world-weariness. 
Well, if you assure me you aren’t married you can climb into this cart 
and Pll take you for a drive. I’m bored, too. I want to do something dark 
and dreadful and exciting.” 

We clambered in, of course, yapping with delight and treading all 
over his toes; and as we set off, Harold demanded of him imperiously 
whither he was going. 

“My wife,” he replied, “has ordered me to go and look up the curate 
and bring him home to tea. Does that sound sufficiently exciting for 
you?” 

Our faces fell. The curate of the hour was not a success, from our 
point of view. He was not a funny man, in any sense of the word. 

“ — but Pm not going to,” he added, cheerfully. “Then I was to stop 
at some cottage and ask — what was it? There was nettle-rash mixed up 
in it, Pm sure. But never mind, I’ve forgotten, and it doesn’t matter. 
Look here, we’re three desperate young fellows who stick at nothing. 
Suppose we go off to the circus?” 

Of certain supreme moments it is not easy to write. The varying 
shades and currents of emotion may indeed be put into words by those 
specially skilled that way; they often are, at considerable length. But the 
sheer, crude article itself — the strong, live thing that leaps up inside you 
and swells and strangles you, the dizziness of revulsion that takes the 
breath like cold water — who shall depict this and live? All I knew was 
that I would have died then and there, cheerfully, for the funny man; that 
I longed for red Indians to spring out from the hedge on the dog-cart, just 


to show what I would do; and that, with all this, I could not find the least 
little word to say to him. 

Harold was less taciturn. With shrill voice, uplifted in solemn chant, 
he sang the great spheral circus-song, and the undying glory of the Ring. 
Of its timeless beginning he sang, of its fashioning by cosmic forces, and 
of its harmony with the stellar plan. Of horses he sang, of their strength, 
their swiftness, and their docility as to tricks. Of clowns again, of the 
glory of knavery, and of the eternal type that shall endure. Lastly he sang 
of Her — the Woman of the Ring — flawless, complete, untrammelled 
in each subtly curving limb; earth’s highest output, time’s noblest 
expression. At least, he doubtless sang all these things and more — he 
certainly seemed to; though all that was distinguishable was, “We’re- 
goin’-to-the-circus!” and then, once more, “We’re-goin’-to-the-circus!” 
— the sweet rhythmic phrase repeated again and again. But indeed I 
cannot be quite sure, for I heard confusedly, as in a dream. Wings of fire 
sprang from the old mare’s shoulders. We whirled on our way through 
purple clouds, and earth and the rattle of wheels were far away below. 

The dream and the dizziness were still in my head when I found 
myself, scarce conscious of intermediate steps, seated actually in the 
circus at last, and took in the first sniff of that intoxicating circus smell 
that will stay by me while this clay endures. The place was beset by a 
hum and a glitter and a mist; suspense brooded large o’er the blank, 
mysterious arena. Strung up to the highest pitch of expectation, we knew 
not from what quarter, in what divine shape, the first surprise would 
come. 

A thud of unseen hoofs first set us a-quiver; then a crash of cymbals, a 
jangle of bells, a hoarse applauding roar, and Coralie was in the midst of 
us, whirling past ‘twixt earth and sky, now erect, flushed, radiant, now 
crouched to the flowing mane; swung and tossed and moulded by the 
maddening dance-music of the band. The mighty whip of the count in 
the frock-coat marked time with pistol-shots; his war-cry, whooping clear 
above the music, fired the blood with a passion for splendid deeds, as 
Coralie, laughing, exultant, crashed through the paper hoops. We gripped 
the red cloth in front of us, and our souls sped round and round with 
Coralie, leaping with her, prone with her, swung by mane or tail with her. 
It was not only the ravishment of her delirious feats, nor her cream- 
coloured horse of fairy breed, long-tailed, roe-footed, an enchanted 
prince surely, if ever there was one! It was her more than mortal beauty 
— displayed, too, under conditions never vouchsafed to us before — that 
held us spell-bound. What princess had arms so dazzlingly white, or 


went delicately clothed in such pink and spangles? Hitherto we had 
known the outward woman as but a drab thing, hour-glass shaped, nearly 
legless, bunched here, constricted there, slow of movement, and given to 
deprecating lusty action of limb. Here was a revelation! From henceforth 
our imaginations would have to be revised and corrected up to date. In 
one of those swift rushes the mind makes in high-strung moments, I saw 
myself and Coralie, close enfolded, pacing the world together, o’er hill 
and plain, through storied cities, past rows of applauding relations, — I 
in my Sunday knickerbockers, she in her pink and spangles. 

Summers sicken, flowers fail and die, all beauty but rides round the 
ring and out at the portal; even so Coralie passed in her turn, poised 
sideways, panting, on her steed; lightly swayed as a tulip-bloom, bowing 
on this side and on that as she disappeared; and with her went my heart 
and my soul, and all the light and the glory and the entrancement of the 
scene. 

Harold woke up with a gasp. “Wasn’t she beautiful?” he said, in quite 
a subdued way for him. I felt a momentary pang. We had been friendly 
rivals before, in many an exploit; but here was altogether a more serious 
affair. Was this, then, to be the beginning of strife and coldness, of civil 
war on the hearthstone and the sundering of old ties? Then I recollected 
the true position of things, and felt very sorry for Harold; for it was 
inexorably written that he would have to give way to me, since I was the 
elder. Rules were not made for nothing, in a sensibly constructed 
universe. 

There was little more to wait for, now Coralie had gone; yet I lingered 
still, on the chance of her appearing again. Next moment the clown 
tripped up and fell flat, with magnificent artifice, and at once fresh 
emotions began to stir. Love had endured its little hour, and stern 
ambition now asserted itself. Oh, to be a splendid fellow like this, self- 
contained, ready of speech, agile beyond conception, braving the forces 
of society, his hand against everyone, yet always getting the best of it! 
What freshness of humour, what courtesy to dames, what triumphant 
ability to discomfit rivals, frock-coated and moustached though they 
might be! And what a grand, self-confident straddle of the legs! Who 
could desire a finer career than to go through life thus gorgeously 
equipped! Success was his keynote, adroitness his panoply, and the 
mellow music of laughter his instant reward. Even Coralie’s image 
wavered and receded. I would come back to her in the evening, of 
course; but I would be a clown all the working hours of the day. 





THE MAGIC RING 


“Oh, to be splendid fellow like this, self-contained, ready of speech, agile 
beyond conception, braving the forces of society, his hand against 
everyone, and yet always getting the best of it!” 


The short interval was ended: the band, with long-drawn chords, 
sounded a prelude touched with significance; and the programme, in 
letters overtopping their fellows, proclaimed Zephyrine, the Bride of the 
Desert, in her unequalled bareback equestrian interlude. So sated was I 
already with beauty and with wit, that I hardly dared hope for a fresh 
emotion. Yet her title was tinged with romance, and Coralie’s display had 
aroused in me an interest in her sex which even herself had failed to 
satisfy entirely. 

Brayed in by trumpets, Zephyrine swung passionately into the arena. 
With a bound she stood erect, one foot upon each of her supple, plunging 


Arabs, and at once I knew that my fate was sealed, my chapter closed, 
and the Bride of the Desert was the one bride for me. Black was her 
raiment, great silver stars shone through it, caught in the dusky twilight 
of her gauze; black as her own hair were the two mighty steeds she 
bestrode. In a tempest they thundered by, in a whirlwind, a scirocco of 
tan; her cheeks bore the kiss of an Eastern sun, and the sand-storms of 
her native desert were her satellites. What was Coralie, with her pink 
silk, her golden hair and slender limbs, beside this magnificent, full- 
figured Cleopatra? In a twinkling we were scouring the desert — she and 
I and the two coal-black horses. Side by side, keeping pace in our 
swinging gallop, we distanced the ostrich, we outstrode the zebra; and, as 
we went, it seemed the wilderness blossomed like the rose. 


I know not rightly how we got home that evening. On the road there 
were everywhere strange presences, and the thud of phantom hoofs 
encircled us. In my nose was the pungent circus-smell; the crack of the 
whip and the frank laugh of the clown were in my ears. The funny man 
thoughtfully abstained from conversation, and left our illusion quite 
alone, sparing us all jarring criticism and analysis; and he gave me no 
chance, when he deposited us at our gate, to get rid of the clumsy 
expressions of gratitude I had been laboriously framing. For the rest of 
the evening, distraught and silent, I only heard the march-music of the 
band, playing on in some corner of my brain. When at last my head 
touched the pillow, in a trice I was with Zephyrine, riding the boundless 
Sahara, cheek to cheek, the world well lost; while at times, through the 
sand-clouds that encircled us, glimmered the eyes of Coralie, touched, 
one fancied, with something of a tender reproach. 





ITS WALLS WERE AS OF JASPER 


IN the long winter evenings, when we had the picture-books out on the 
floor, and sprawled together over them with elbows deep in the hearth- 
rug, the first business to be gone through was the process of allotment. 
All the characters in the pictures had to be assigned and dealt out among 
us, according to seniority, as far as they would go. When once that had 
been satisfactorily completed, the story was allowed to proceed; and 
thereafter, in addition to the excitement of the plot, one always possessed 
a personal interest in some particular member of the cast, whose 
successes or rebuffs one took as so much private gain or loss. 

For Edward this was satisfactory enough. Claiming his right of the 
eldest, he would annex the hero in the very frontispiece, and for the rest 
of the story his career, if chequered at intervals, was sure of heroic 
episodes and a glorious close. But his juniors, who had to put up with 
characters of a clay more mixed — nay, sometimes with undiluted 
villany — were hard put to it on occasion to defend their other selves (as 
it was strict etiquette to do) from ignominy perhaps only too justly 
merited. 

Edward was indeed a hopeless grabber. In the “Buffalo-book,” for 
instance (so named from the subject of its principal picture, though 
indeed it dealt with varied slaughter in every zone), Edward was the 
stalwart, bearded figure, with yellow leggings and a powder-horn, who 
undauntedly discharged the fatal bullet into the shoulder of the great bull 
bison, charging home to within a yard of his muzzle. To me was allotted 
the subsidiary character of the friend who had succeeded in bringing 
down a cow; while Harold had to be content to hold Edward’s spare rifle 
in the background, with evident signs of uneasiness. Farther on, again, 
where the magnificent chamois sprang rigid into mid-air, Edward, 
crouched dizzily against the precipice-face, was the sportsman from 
whose weapon a puff of white smoke was floating away. A bare-kneed 
guide was all that fell to my share, while poor Harold had to take the boy 
with the haversack, or abandon, for this occasion at least, all Alpine 
ambitions. 

Of course the girls fared badly in this book, and it was not surprising 
that they preferred the “Pilgrim’s Progress” (for instance), where women 
had a fair show, and there was generally enough of ‘em to go round; or a 
good fairy story, wherein princesses met with a healthy appreciation. But 
indeed we were all best pleased with a picture wherein the characters just 


fitted us, in number, sex, and qualifications; and this, to us, stood for 
artistic merit. 

All the Christmas numbers, in their gilt frames on the nursery-wall, 
had been gone through and allotted long ago; and in these, sooner or 
later, each one of us got a chance to figure in some satisfactory and 
brightly coloured situation. Few of the other pictures about the house 
afforded equal facilities. They were generally wanting in figures, and 
even when these were present they lacked dramatic interest. In this 
picture that I have to speak about, although the characters had a stupid 
way of not doing anything, and apparently not wanting to do anything, 
there was at least a sufficiency of them; so in due course they were 
allotted, too. 

In itself the picture, which — in its ebony and tortoise-shell frame — 
hung in a corner of the dining-room, had hitherto possessed no special 
interest for us, and would probably never have been dealt with at all but 
for a revolt of the girls against a succession of books on sport, in which 
the illustrator seemed to have forgotten that there were such things as 
women in the world. Selina accordingly made for it one rainy morning, 
and announced that she was the lady seated in the centre, whose gown of 
rich, flowered brocade fell in such straight, severe lines to her feet, 
whose cloak of dark blue was held by a jewelled clasp, and whose long, 
fair hair was crowned with a diadem of gold and pearl. Well, we had no 
objection to that; it seemed fair enough, especially to Edward, who 
promptly proceeded to “grab” the armour-man who stood leaning on his 
shield at the lady’s right hand. A dainty and delicate armour-man this! 
And I confess, though I knew it was all right and fair and orderly, I felt a 
slight pang when he passed out of my reach into Edward’s possession. 
His armour was just the sort I wanted myself — scalloped and fluted and 
shimmering and spotless; and, though he was but a boy by his beardless 
face and golden hair, the shattered spear-shaft in his grasp proclaimed 
him a genuine fighter and fresh from some such agreeable work. Yes, I 
grudged Edward the armour-man, and when he said I could have the 
fellow on the other side, I hung back and said I’d think about it. 

This fellow had no armour nor weapons, but wore a plain jerkin with 
a leather pouch — a mere civilian — and with one hand he pointed to a 
wound in his thigh. I didn’t care about him, and when Harold eagerly put 
in his claim I gave way and let him have the man. The cause of Harold’s 
anxiety only came out later. It was the wound he coveted, it seemed. He 
wanted to have a big, sore wound of his very own, and go about and 
show it to people, and excite their envy or win their respect. Charlotte 


was only too pleased to take the child-angel seated at the lady’s feet, 
grappling with a musical instrument much too big for her. Charlotte 
wanted wings badly, and, next to those, a guitar or a banjo. The angel, 
besides, wore an amber necklace, which took her fancy immensely. 

This left the picture allotted, with the exception of two or three more 
angels, who peeped or perched behind the main figures with a certain 
subdued drollery in their faces, as if the thing had gone on long enough, 
and it was now time to upset something or kick up a row of some sort. 
We knew these good folk to be saints and angels, because we had been 
told they were; otherwise we should never have guessed it. Angels, as we 
knew them in our Sunday books, were vapid, colourless, uninteresting 
characters, with straight up-and-down sort of figures, white nightgowns, 
white wings, and the same straight yellow hair parted in the middle. 
They were serious, even melancholy; and we had no desire to have any 
traffic with them. These bright bejewelled little persons, however, 
piquant of face and radiant of feather, were evidently hatched from quite 
a different egg, and we felt we might have interests in common with 
them. Short-nosed, shock-headed, with mouths that went up at the 
corners and with an evident disregard for all their fine clothes, they 
would be the best of good company, we felt sure, if only we could 
manage to get at them. One doubt alone disturbed my mind. In games 
requiring agility, those wings of theirs would give them a tremendous 
pull. Could they be trusted to play fair? I asked Selina, who replied 
scornfully that angels always played fair. But I went back and had 
another look at the brown-faced one peeping over the back of the lady’s 
chair, and still I had my doubts. 

When Edward went off to school a great deal of adjustment and re- 
allotment took place, and all the heroes of illustrated literature were at 
my call, did I choose to possess them. In this particular case, however, I 
made no haste to seize upon the armour-man. Perhaps it was because I 
wanted a fresh saint of my own, not a stale saint that Edward had been 
for so long a time. Perhaps it was rather that, ever since I had elected to 
be saintless, I had got into the habit of strolling off into the background, 
and amusing myself with what I found there. 

A very fascinating background it was, and held a great deal, though so 
tiny. Meadowland came first, set with flowers, blue and red, like gems. 
Then a white road ran, with wilful, uncalled-for loops, up a steep, conical 
hill, crowned with towers, bastioned walls, and belfries; and down the 
road the little knights came riding, two and two. The hill on one side 
descended to water, tranquil, far-reaching, and blue; and a very curly 


ship lay at anchor, with one mast having an odd sort of crow’s-nest at the 
top of it. 

There was plenty to do in this pleasant land. The annoying thing about 
it was, one could never penetrate beyond a certain point. I might wander 
up that road as often as I liked, I was bound to be brought up at the 
gateway, the funny galleried, top-heavy gateway, of the little walled 
town. Inside, doubtless, there were high jinks going on; but the password 
was denied to me. I could get on board a boat and row up as far as the 
curly ship, but around the headland I might not go. On the other side, of 
a surety, the shipping lay thick. The merchants walked on the quay, and 
the sailors sang as they swung out the corded bales. But as for me, I must 
stay down in the meadow, and imagine it all as best I could. 

Once I broached the subject to Charlotte, and found, to my surprise, 
that she had had the same joys and encountered the same 
disappointments in this delectable country. She, too, had walked up that 
road and flattened her nose against that portcullis; and she pointed out 
something that I had overlooked — to wit, that if you rowed off in a boat 
to the curly ship, and got hold of a rope, and clambered aboard of her, 
and swarmed up the mast, and got into the crow’s-nest, you could just 
see over the headland, and take in at your ease the life and bustle of the 
port. She proceeded to describe all the fun that was going on there, at 
such length and with so much particularity that I looked at her 
suspiciously. “Why, you talk as if you’d been in that crow’s-nest 
yourself!” I said. Charlotte answered nothing, but pursed her mouth up 
and nodded violently for some minutes; and I could get nothing more out 
of her. I felt rather hurt. Evidently she had managed, somehow or other, 
to get up into that crow’s-nest. Charlotte had got ahead of me on this 
occasion. 

It was necessary, no doubt, that grown-up people should dress 
themselves up and go forth to pay calls. I don’t mean that we saw any 
sense in the practice. It would have been so much more reasonable to 
stay at home in your old clothes and play. But we recognised that these 
folk had to do many unaccountable things, and after all it was their life, 
and not ours, and we were not in a position to criticise. Besides, they had 
many habits more objectionable than this one, which to us generally 
meant a free and untrammelled afternoon, wherein to play the devil in 
our own way. The case was different, however, when the press-gang was 
abroad, when prayers and excuses were alike disregarded, and we were 
forced into the service, like native levies impelled toward the foe less by 
the inherent righteousness of the cause than by the indisputable rifles of 


their white allies. This was unpardonable and altogether detestable. Still, 
the thing happened, now and again; and when it did, there was no 
arguing about it. The order was for the front, and we just had to shut up 
and march. 

Selina, to be sure, had a sneaking fondness for dressing up and paying 
calls, though she pretended to dislike it, just to keep on the soft side of 
public opinion. So I thought it extremely mean in her to have the earache 
on that particular afternoon when Aunt Eliza ordered the pony-carriage 
and went on the war-path. I was ordered also, in the same breath as the 
pony-carriage; and, as we eventually trundled off, it seemed to me that 
the utter waste of that afternoon, for which I had planned so much, could 
never be made up nor atoned for in all the tremendous stretch of years 
that still lay before me. 

The house that we were bound for on this occasion was a “big house;” 
a generic title applied by us to the class of residence that had a long 
carriage-drive through rhododendrons; and a portico propped by fluted 
pillars; and a grave butler who bolted back swing-doors, and came down 
steps, and pretended to have entirely forgotten his familiar intercourse 
with you at less serious moments; and a big hall, where no boots or shoes 
or upper garments were allowed to lie about frankly and easily, as with 
us; and where, finally, people were apt to sit about dressed up as if they 
were going on to a party. 

The lady who received us was effusive to Aunt Eliza and hollowly 
gracious to me. In ten seconds they had their heads together and were 
hard at it talking clothes. I was left high and dry on a straight-backed 
chair, longing to kick the legs of it, yet not daring. For a time I was 
content to stare; there was lots to stare at, high and low and around. Then 
the inevitable fidgets came on, and scratching one’s legs mitigated 
slightly, but did not entirely disperse them. My two warders were still 
deep in clothes; I slipped off my chair and edged cautiously around the 
room, exploring, examining, recording. 

Many strange, fine things lay along my route — pictures and 
gimcracks on the walls, trinkets and globular old watches and snuff- 
boxes on the tables; and I took good care to finger everything within 
reach thoroughly and conscientiously. Some articles, in addition, I smelt. 
At last in my orbit I happened on an open door, half concealed by the 
folds of a curtain. I glanced carefully around. They were still deep in 
clothes, both talking together, and I slipped through. 

This was altogether a more sensible sort of room that I had got into; 
for the walls were honestly upholstered with books, though these for the 


most part glimmered provokingly through the glass doors of their tall 
cases. I read their titles longingly, breathing on every accessible pane of 
glass, for I dared not attempt to open the doors, with the enemy 
encamped so near. In the window, though, on a high sort of desk, there 
lay, all by itself, a most promising-looking book, gorgeously bound. I 
raised the leaves by one corner, and like scent from a pot-pourri jar there 
floated out a brief vision of blues and reds, telling of pictures, and 
pictures all highly coloured! Here was the right sort of thing at last, and 
my afternoon would not be entirely wasted. I inclined an ear to the door 
by which I had entered. Like the brimming tide of a full-fed river the 
grand, eternal, inexhaustible clothes-problem bubbled and eddied and 
surged along. It seemed safe enough. I slid the book off its desk with 
some difficulty, for it was very fine and large, and staggered with it to the 
hearthrug — the only fit and proper place for books of quality, such as 
this. 

They were excellent hearthrugs in that house; soft and wide, with the 
thickest of pile, and one’s knees sank into them most comfortably. When 
I got the book open there was a difficulty at first in making the great stiff 
pages lie down. Most fortunately the coal-scuttle was actually at my 
elbow, and it was easy to find a flat bit of coal to lay on the refractory 
page. Really, it was just as if everything had been arranged for me. This 
was not such a bad sort of house after all. 

The beginnings of the thing were gay borders — scrolls and strap- 
work and diapered backgrounds, a maze of colour, with small misshapen 
figures clambering cheerily up and down everywhere. But first I eagerly 
scanned what text there was in the middle, in order to get a hint of what 
it was all about. Of course I was not going to waste any time in reading. 
A clue, a sign-board, a finger-post was all I required. To my dismay and 
disgust it was all in a stupid foreign language! Really, the perversity of 
some people made one at times almost despair of the whole race. 
However, the pictures remained; pictures never lied, never shuffled nor 
evaded; and as for the story, I could invent it myself. 

Over the page I went, shifting the bit of coal to a new position; and, as 
the scheme of the picture disengaged itself from out the medley of colour 
that met my delighted eyes, first there was a warm sense of familiarity, 
then a dawning recognition, and then — O then! along with blissful 
certainty came the imperious need to clasp my stomach with both hands, 
in order to repress the shout of rapture that struggled to escape — it was 
my own little city! 


I knew it well enough, I recognised it at once, though I had never 
been quite so near it before. Here was the familiar gateway, to the left 
that strange, slender tower with its grim, square head shot far above the 
walls; to the right, outside the town, the hill — as of old — broke steeply 
down to the sea. But to-day everything was bigger and fresher and 
clearer, the walls seemed newly hewn, gay carpets were hung out over 
them, fair ladies and long-haired children peeped and crowded on the 
battlements. Better still, the portcullis was up — I could even catch a 
glimpse of the sunlit square within — and a dainty company was 
trooping through the gate on horseback, two and two. Their horses, in 
trappings that swept the ground, were gay as themselves; and they were 
the gayest crew, for dress and bearing, I had ever yet beheld. It could 
mean nothing else but a wedding, I thought, this holiday attire, this festal 
and solemn entry; and, wedding or whatever it was, I meant to be there. 
This time I would not be balked by any grim portcullis; this time I would 
slip in with the rest of the crowd, find out just what my little town was 
like, within those exasperating walls that had so long confronted me, 
and, moreover, have my share of the fun that was evidently going on 
inside. Confident, yet breathless with expectation, I turned the page. 

Joy! At last I was in it, at last I was on the right side of those 
provoking walls; and, needless to say, I looked about me with much 
curiosity. A public place, clearly, though not such as I was used to. The 
houses at the back stood on a sort of colonnade, beneath which the 
people jostled and crowded. The upper stories were all painted with 
wonderful pictures. Above the straight line of the roofs the deep blue of a 
cloudless sky stretched from side to side. Lords and ladies thronged the 
foreground, while on a dais in the centre a gallant gentleman, just 
alighted off his horse, stooped to the fingers of a girl as bravely dressed 
out as Selina’s lady between the saints; and round about stood venerable 
personages, robed in the most variegated clothing. There were boys, too, 
in plenty, with tiny red caps on their thick hair; and their shirts had 
bunched up and worked out at the waist, just as my own did so often, 
after chasing anybody; and each boy of them wore an odd pair of 
stockings, one blue and the other red. This system of attire went straight 
to my heart. I had tried the same thing so often, and had met with so 
much discouragement; and here, at last, was my justification, painted 
deliberately in a grown-up book! I looked about for my saint-friends — 
the armour-man and the other fellow — but they were not to be seen. 
Evidently they were unable to get off duty, even for a wedding, and still 
stood on guard in that green meadow down below. I was disappointed, 


too, that not an angel was visible. One or two of them, surely, could 
easily have been spared for an hour, to run up and see the show; and they 
would have been thoroughly at home here, in the midst of all the colour 
and the movement and the fun. 

But it was time to get on, for clearly the interest was only just 
beginning. Over went the next page, and there we were, the whole crowd 
of us, assembled in a noble church. It was not easy to make out exactly 
what was going on; but in the throng I was delighted to recognise my 
angels at last, happy and very much at home. They had managed to get 
leave off, evidently, and must have run up the hill and scampered 
breathlessly through the gate; and perhaps they cried a little when they 
found the square empty, and thought the fun must be all over. Two of 
them had got hold of a great wax candle apiece, as much as they could 
stagger under, and were tittering sideways at each other as the grease ran 
bountifully over their clothes. A third had strolled in among the 
company, and was chatting to a young gentleman, with whom she 
appeared to be on the best of terms. Decidedly, this was the right breed 
of angel for us. None of your sick-bed or night-nursery business for 
them! 

Well, no doubt they were now being married, He and She, just as 
always happened. And then, of course, they were going to live happily 
ever after; and that was the part I wanted to get to. Story-books were so 
stupid, always stopping at the point where they became really nice; but 
this picture-story was only in its first chapters, and at last I was to have a 
chance of knowing how people lived happily ever after. We would all go 
home together, He and She, and the angels, and I; and the armour-man 
would be invited to come and stay. And then the story would really 
begin, at the point where those other ones always left off. I turned the 
page, and found myself free of the dim and splendid church and once 
more in the open country. 


ITS WALLS WERE AS OF JASPER 


“While every plunge of our bows brought us nearer to the happy island.” 





This was all right; this was just as it should be. The sky was a 
fleckless blue, the flags danced in the breeze, and our merry bridal party, 
with jest and laughter, jogged down to the water-side. I was through the 
town by this time, and out on the other side of the hill, where I had 
always wanted to be; and, sure enough, there was the harbour, all thick 
with curly ships. Most of them were piled high with wedding-presents — 
bales of silk, and gold and silver plate, and comfortable-looking bags 
suggesting bullion; and the gayest ship of all lay close up to the carpeted 
landing-stage. Already the bride was stepping daintily down the 
gangway, her ladies following primly, one by one; a few minutes more 
and we should all be aboard, the hawsers would splash in the water, the 
sails would fill and strain. From the deck I should see the little walled 
town recede and sink and grow dim, while every plunge of our bows 
brought us nearer to the happy island — it was an island we were bound 
for, I knew well! Already I could see the island-people waving hands on 
the crowded quay, whence the little houses ran up the hill to the castle, 
crowning all with its towers and battlements. Once more we should ride 


together, a merry procession, clattering up the steep street and through 
the grim gateway; and then we should have arrived, then we should all 
dine together, then we should have reached home! And then — 

Ow! Ow! Ow! 

Bitter it is to stumble out of an opalescent dream into the cold 
daylight; cruel to lose in a second a sea-voyage, an island, and a castle 
that was to be practically your own; but cruellest and bitterest of all to 
know, in addition to your loss, that the fingers of an angry aunt have you 
tight by the scruff of your neck. My beautiful book was gone too — 
ravished from my grasp by the dressy lady, who joined in the outburst of 
denunciation as heartily as if she had been a relative — and naught was 
left me but to blubber dismally, awakened of a sudden to the harshness of 
real things and the unnumbered hostilities of the actual world. I cared 
little for their reproaches, their abuse; but I sorrowed heartily for my lost 
ship, my vanished island, my uneaten dinner, and for the knowledge that, 
if I wanted any angels to play with, I must henceforth put up with the 
anemic, night-gowned nonentities that hovered over the bed of the 
Sunday-school child in the pages of the Sabbath Improver. 

I was led ignominiously out of the house, in a pulpy, watery state, 
while the butler handled his swing doors with a stony, impassive 
countenance, intended for the deception of the very elect, though it did 
not deceive me. I knew well enough that next time he was off duty, and 
strolled around our way, we should meet in our kitchen as man to man, 
and I would punch him and ask him riddles, and he would teach me 
tricks with corks and bits of string. So his unsympathetic manner did not 
add to my depression. 

I maintained a diplomatic blubber long after we had been packed into 
our pony-carriage and the lodge-gate had clicked behind us, because it 
served as a sort of armour-plating against heckling and argument and 
abuse, and I was thinking hard and wanted to be let alone. And the 
thoughts that I was thinking were two. 

First I thought, “I’ve got ahead of Charlotte this time!” 

And next I thought, “When I’ve grown up big, and have money of my 
own, and a full-sized walking-stick, I will set out early one morning, and 
never stop till I get to that little walled town.” There ought to be no real 
difficulty in the task. It only meant asking here and asking there, and 
people were very obliging, and I could describe every stick and stone of 
it. 

As for the island which I had never even seen, that was not so easy. 
Yet I felt confident that somehow, at some time, sooner or later, I was 


destined to arrive. 


A SAGA OF THE SEAS 


IT happened one day that some ladies came to call, who were not at all 
the sort I was used to. They suffered from a grievance, so far as I could 
gather, and the burden of their plaint was Man — Men in general and 
Man in particular. (Though the words were but spoken, I could clearly 
discern the capital M in their acid utterance.) 

Of course I was not present officially, so to speak. Down below, in my 
sub-world of chair-legs and hearthrugs and the undersides of sofas, I was 
working out my own floor-problems, while they babbled on far above 
my head, considering me as but a chair-leg, or even something lower in 
the scale. Yet I was listening hard all the time, with that respectful 
consideration one gives to all grown-up people’s remarks, so long as one 
knows no better. 

It seemed a serious indictment enough, as they rolled it out. In tact, 
considerateness, and right appreciation, as well as in taste and esthetic 
sensibilities — we failed at every point, we breeched and bearded 
prentice-jobs of Nature; and I began to feel like collapsing on the carpet 
from sheer spiritual anemia. But when one of them, with a swing of her 
skirt, prostrated a whole regiment of my brave tin soldiers, and never 
apologised nor even offered her aid toward revivifying the battle-line, I 
could not help feeling that in tactfulness and consideration for others she 
was still a little to seek. And I said as much, with some directness of 
language. 

That was the end of me, from a society point of view. Rudeness to 
visitors was the unpardonable sin, and in two seconds I had my marching 
orders, and was sullenly wending my way to the St. Helena of the 
nursery. As I climbed the stair, my thoughts reverted somehow to a game 
we had been playing that very morning. It was the good old game of 
Rafts, — a game that will be played till all the oceans are dry and all the 
trees in the world are felled — and after. And we were all crowded 
together on the precarious little platform, and Selina occupied every bit 
as much room as I did, and Charlotte’s legs didn’t dangle over any more 
than Harold’s. The pitiless sun overhead beat on us all with tropic 
impartiality, and the hungry sharks, whose fins scored the limitless 
Pacific stretching out on every side, were impelled by an appetite that 
made no exceptions as to sex. When we shared the ultimate biscuit and 
circulated the last water-keg, the girls got an absolute fourth apiece, and 
neither more nor less; and the only partiality shown was entirely in 


favour of Charlotte, who was allowed to perceive and to hail the saviour- 
sail on the horizon. And this was only because it was her turn to do so, 
not because she happened to be this or that. Surely, the rules of the raft 
were the rules of life, and in what, then, did these visitor-ladies’ 
grievance consist? 

Puzzled and a little sulky, I pushed open the door of the deserted 
nursery, where the raft that had rocked beneath so many hopes and fears 
still occupied the ocean-floor. To the dull eye, that merely tarries upon 
the outsides of things, it might have appeared unromantic and even 
unraftlike, consisting only as it did of a round sponge-bath on a bald deal 
towel-horse placed flat on the floor. Even to myself much of the recent 
raft-glamour seemed to have departed as I half-mechanically stepped 
inside and curled myself up in it for a solitary voyage. Once I was in, 
however, the old magic and mystery returned in full flood, when I 
discovered that the inequalities of the towel-horse caused the bath to 
rock, slightly, indeed, but easily and incessantly. A few minutes of this 
delightful motion, and one was fairly launched. So those women below 
didn’t want us? Well, there were other women, and other places, that did. 
And this was going to be no scrambling raft-affair, but a full-blooded 
voyage of the Man, equipped and purposeful, in search of what was his 
rightful own. 

Whither should I shape my course, and what sort of vessel should I 
charter for the voyage? The shipping of all England was mine to pick 
from, and the far corners of the globe were my rightful inheritance. A 
frigate, of course, seemed the natural vehicle for a boy of spirit to set out 
in. And yet there was something rather “uppish” in commanding a frigate 
at the very first set-off, and little spread was left for the ambition. 
Frigates, too, could always be acquired later by sheer adventure; and 
your real hero generally saved up a square-rigged ship for the final 
achievement and the rapt return. No, it was a schooner that I was aboard 
of — a schooner whose masts raked devilishly as the leaping seas hissed 
along her low black gunwale. Many hairbrained youths started out on a 
mere cutter; but I was prudent, and besides I had some inkling of the 
serious affairs that were ahead. 

I have said I was already on board; and, indeed, on this occasion I was 
too hungry for adventure to linger over what would have been a special 
delight at a period of more leisure — the dangling about the harbour, the 
choosing your craft, selecting your shipmates, stowing your cargo, and 
fitting up your private cabin with everything you might want to put your 
hand on in any emergency whatever. I could not wait for that. Out 


beyond soundings the big seas were racing westward and calling me, 
albatrosses hovered motionless, expectant of a comrade, and a thousand 
islands held each of them a fresh adventure, stored up, hidden away, 
awaiting production, expressly saved for me. We were humming, close- 
hauled, down the Channel, spray in the eyes and the shrouds thrilling 
musically, in much less time than the average man would have taken to 
transfer his Gladstone bag and his rugs from the train to a sheltered place 
on the promenade-deck of the tame daily steamer. 

So long as we were in pilotage I stuck manfully to the wheel. The 
undertaking was mine, and with it all its responsibilities, and there was 
some tricky steering to be done as we sped by headland and bay, ere we 
breasted the great seas outside and the land fell away behind us. But as 
soon as the Atlantic had opened out I began to feel that it would be rather 
nice to take tea by myself in my own cabin, and it therefore became 
necessary to invent a comrade or two, to take their turn at the wheel. 

This was easy enough. A friend or two of my own age, from among 
the boys I knew; a friend or two from characters in the books I knew; and 
a friend or two from No-man’s-land, where every fellow’s a born sailor; 
and the crew was complete. I addressed them on the poop, divided them 
into watches, gave instructions I should be summoned on the first sign of 
pirates, whales, or Frenchmen, and retired below to a well-earned spell 
of relaxation. 

That was the right sort of cabin that I stepped into, shutting the door 
behind me with a click. Of course, fire-arms were the first thing I looked 
for, and there they were, sure enough, in their racks, dozens of ‘em — 
double-barrelled guns, and repeating-rifles, and long pistols, and shiny 
plated revolvers. I rang up the steward and ordered tea, with scones, and 
jam in its native pots — none of your finicking shallow glass dishes; and, 
when properly streaked with jam, and blown out with tea, I went through 
the armoury, clicked the rifles and revolvers, tested the edges of the 
cutlasses with my thumb, and filled the cartridge-belts chock-full. 
Everything was there, and of the best quality, just as if I had spent a 
whole fortnight knocking about Plymouth and ordering things. Clearly, if 
this cruise came to grief, it would not be for want of equipment. 

Just as I was beginning on the lockers and the drawers, the watch 
reported icebergs on both bows — and, what was more to the point, 
coveys of Polar bears on the icebergs. I grasped a rifle or two, and 
hastened on deck. The spectacle was indeed magnificent — it generally 
is, with icebergs on both bows, and these were exceptionally enormous 
icebergs. But I hadn’t come there to paint Academy pictures, so the 


captain’s gig was in the water and manned almost ere the boatswain’s 
whistle had ceased sounding, and we were pulling hard for the Polar 
bears — myself and the rifles in the stern-sheets. 

I have rarely enjoyed better shooting than I got during that afternoon’s 
tramp over the icebergs. Perhaps I was in specially good form; perhaps 
the bears “rose” well. Anyhow, the bag was a portentous one. In later 
days, on reading of the growing scarcity of Polar bears, my conscience 
has pricked me; but that afternoon I experienced no compunction. 
Nevertheless, when the huge pile of skins had been hoisted on board, and 
a stiff grog had been served out to the crew of the captain’s gig, I ordered 
the schooner’s head to be set due south. For icebergs were played out, for 
the moment, and it was getting to be time for something more tropical. 

Tropical was a mild expression of what was to come, as was shortly 
proved. It was about three bells in the next day’s forenoon watch when 
the look-out man first sighted the pirate brigantine. I disliked the looks of 
her from the first, and, after piping all hands to quarters, had the brass 
carronade on the fore-deck crammed with grape to the muzzle. 

This proved a wise precaution. For the flagitious pirate craft, having 
crept up to us under the colours of the Swiss Republic, a state with which 
we were just then on the best possible terms, suddenly shook out the 
skull-and-cross-bones at her mast-head, and let fly with roundshot at 
close quarters, knocking into pieces several of my crew, who could ill be 
spared. The sight of their disconnected limbs aroused my ire to its utmost 
height, and I let them have the contents of the brass carronade, with 
ghastly effect. Next moment the hulls of the two ships were grinding 
together, the cold steel flashed from its scabbard, and the death-grapple 
had begun. 

In spite of the deadly work of my grape-gorged carronade, our foe 
still outnumbered us, I reckoned, by three to one. Honour forbade my 
fixing it at a lower figure — this was the minimum rate at which one 
dared to do business with pirates. They were stark veterans, too, every 
man seamed with ancient sabre-cuts, whereas my crew had many of 
them hardly attained the maturity which is the gift of ten long summers 
— and the whole thing was so sudden that I had no time to invent a 
reinforcement of riper years. It was not surprising, therefore, that my 
dauntless boarding-party, axe in hand and cutlass between teeth, fought 
their way to the pirates’ deck only to be repulsed again and yet again, 
and that our planks were soon slippery with our own ungrudged and 
inexhaustible blood. At this critical point in the conflict, the bo’sun, 
grasping me by the arm, drew my attention to a magnificent British man- 


of-war, just hove to in the offing, while the signalman, his glass at his 
eye, reported that she was inquiring whether we wanted any assistance or 
preferred to go through with the little job ourselves. 

This veiled attempt to share our laurels with us, courteously as it was 
worded, put me on my mettle. Wiping the blood out of my eyes, I 
ordered the signalman to reply instantly, with the half-dozen or so of 
flags that he had at his disposal, that much as we appreciated the valour 
of the regular service, and the delicacy of spirit that animated its 
commanders, still this was an orthodox case of the young gentleman- 
adventurer versus the unshaved pirate, and Her Majesty’s Marine had 
nothing to do but to form the usual admiring and applauding background. 
Then, rallying round me the remnant of my faithful crew, I selected a 
fresh cutlass (I had worn out three already) and plunged once more into 
the pleasing carnage. 

The result was not long doubtful. Indeed, I could not allow it to be, as 
I was already getting somewhat bored with the pirate business, and was 
wanting to get on to something more southern and sensuous. All serious 
resistance came to an end as soon as I had reached the quarter-deck and 
cut down the pirate chief — a fine black-bearded fellow in his way, but 
hardly up to date in his parry-and-thrust business. Those whom our 
cutlasses had spared were marched out along their own plank, in the 
approved old fashion; and in time the scuppers relieved the decks of the 
blood that made traffic temporarily impossible. And all the time the 
British-man-of-war admired and applauded in the offing. 


A SAGA OF THE SEAS 


“All serious resistance came to an end as soon as I had reached the 
quarter-deck and cut down the pirate chief.” 





As soon as we had got through with the necessary throat-cutting and 
swabbing-up all hands set to work to discover treasure; and soon the 
deck shone bravely with ingots and Mexican dollars and church plate. 
There were ropes of pearls, too, and big stacks of nougat; and rubies, and 
gold watches, and Turkish Delight in tubs. But I left these trifles to my 
crew, and continued the search alone. For by this time I had determined 
that there should be a Princess on board, carried off to be sold in 
captivity to the bold bad Moors, and now with beating heart awaiting her 
rescue by me, the Perseus of her dreams. 

I came upon her at last in the big state-cabin in the stern; and she wore 
a holland pinafore over her Princess-clothes, and she had brown wavy 
hair, hanging down her back, just like — well, never mind, she had 
brown wavy hair. When gentle-folk meet, courtesies pass; and I will not 
weary other people with relating all the compliments and counter- 
compliments that we exchanged, all in the most approved manner. 
Occasions like this, when tongues wagged smoothly and speech flowed 
free, were always especially pleasing to me, who am naturally inclined to 


be tongue-tied with women. But at last ceremony was over, and we sat 
on the table and swung our legs and agreed to be fast friends. And I 
showed her my latest knife — one-bladed, horn-handled, terrific, hung 
round my neck with string; and she showed me the chiefest treasures the 
ship contained, hidden away in a most private and particular locker — a 
musical box with a glass top that let you see the works, and a railway 
train with real lines and a real tunnel, and a tin iron-clad that followed a 
magnet, and was ever so much handier in many respects than the real 
full-sized thing that still lay and applauded in the offing. 

There was high feasting that night in my cabin. We invited the captain 
of the man-of-war — one could hardly do less, it seemed to me — and 
the Princess took one end of the table and I took the other, and the 
captain was very kind and nice, and told us fairy-stories, and asked us 
both to come and stay with him next Christmas, and promised we should 
have some hunting, on real ponies. When he left I gave him some ingots 
and things, and saw him into his boat; and then I went round the ship and 
addressed the crew in several set speeches, which moved them deeply, 
and with my own hands loaded up the carronade with grape-shot till it 
ran over at the mouth. This done, I retired into the cabin with the 
Princess, and locked the door. And first we started the musical box, 
taking turns to wind it up; and then we made toffee in the cabin-stove; 
and then we ran the train round and round the room, and through and 
through the tunnel; and lastly we swam the tin ironclad in the bath, with 
the soap-dish for a pirate. 

Next morning the air was rich with spices, porpoises rolled and 
gambolled round the bows, and the South Sea Islands lay full in view 
(they were the real South Sea Islands, of course — not the badly 
furnished journeymen-islands that are to be perceived on the map). As 
for the pirate brigantine and the man-of-war, I don’t really know what 
became of them. They had played their part very well, for the time, but I 
wasn’t going to bother to account for them, so I just let them evaporate 
quietly. The islands provided plenty of fresh occupation. For here were 
little bays of silvery sand, dotted with land-crabs; groves of palm-trees 
wherein monkeys frisked and pelted each other with cocoanuts; and 
caves, and sites for stockades, and hidden treasures significantly 
indicated by skulls, in riotous plenty; while birds and beasts of every 
colour and all latitudes made pleasing noises which excited the sporting 
instinct. 

The islands lay conveniently close together, which necessitated 
careful steering as we threaded the devious and intricate channels that 


separated them. Of course no one else could be trusted at the wheel, so it 
is not surprising that for some time I quite forgot that there was such a 
thing as a Princess on board. This is too much the masculine way, 
whenever there’s any real business doing. However, I remembered her as 
soon as the anchor was dropped, and I went below and consoled her, and 
we had breakfast together, and she was allowed to “pour out,” which 
quite made up for everything. When breakfast was over we ordered out 
the captain’s gig, and rowed all about the islands, and paddled, and 
explored, and hunted bisons and beetles and butterflies, and found 
everything we wanted. And I gave her pink shells and tortoises and great 
milky pearls and little green lizards; and she gave me guinea-pigs, and 
coral to make into waistcoat-buttons, and tame sea-otters, and a real 
pirate’s powder-horn. It was a prolific day and a long-lasting one, and 
weary were we with all our hunting and our getting and our gathering, 
when at last we clambered into the captain’s gig and rowed back to a late 
tea. 

The following day my conscience rose up and accused me. This was 
not what I had come out to do. These triflings with pearls and parrakeets, 
these al fresco luncheons off yams and bananas — there was no “making 
of history” about them. I resolved that without further dallying I would 
turn to and capture the French frigate, according to the original 
programme. So we upped anchor with the morning tide, and set all sail 
for San Salvador. 

Of course I had no idea where San Salvador really was. I haven’t now, 
for that matter. But it seemed a right-sounding sort of name for a place 
that was to have a bay that was to hold a French frigate that was to be cut 
out; so, as I said, we sailed for San Salvador, and made the bay about 
eight bells that evening, and saw the topmasts of the frigate over the 
headland that sheltered her. And forthwith there was summoned a 
Council of War. 

It is a very serious matter, a Council of War. We had not held one 
hitherto, pirates and truck of that sort not calling for such solemn 
treatment. But in an affair that might almost be called international, it 
seemed well to proceed gravely and by regular steps. So we met in my 
cabin — the Princess, and the bo’sun, and a boy from the real-life lot, 
and a man from among the book-men, and a fellow from No-man’s-land, 
and myself in the chair. 

The bo’sun had taken part in so many cuttings-out during his past 
career that practically he did all the talking, and was the Council of War 
himself. It was to be an affair of boats, he explained. A boat’s-crew 


would be told off to cut the cables, and two boats’-crews to climb 
stealthily on board and overpower the sleeping Frenchmen, and two 
more boats’-crews to haul the doomed vessel out of the bay. This made 
rather a demand on my limited resources as to crews; but I was prepared 
to stretch a point in a case like this, and I speedily brought my numbers 
up to the requisite efficiency. 

The night was both moonless and starless — I had arranged all that — 
when the boats pushed off from the side of our vessel, and made their 
way toward the ship that, unfortunately for itself, had been singled out by 
Fate to carry me home in triumph. I was in excellent spirits, and, indeed, 
as I stepped over the side, a lawless idea crossed my mind, of 
discovering another Princess on board the frigate — a French one this 
time; I had heard that that sort was rather nice. But I abandoned the 
notion at once, recollecting that the heroes of all history had always been 
noted for their unswerving constancy. 

The French captain was snug in bed when I clambered in through his 
cabin window and held a naked cutlass to his throat. Naturally he was 
surprised and considerably alarmed, till I discharged one of my set 
speeches at him, pointing out that my men already had his crew under 
hatchways, that his vessel was even then being towed out of harbour, and 
that, on his accepting the situation with a good grace, his person and 
private property would be treated with all the respect due to the 
representative of a great nation for which I entertained feelings of the 
profoundest admiration and regard and all that sort of thing. It was a 
beautiful speech. The Frenchman at once presented me with his parole, 
in the usual way, and, in a reply of some power and pathos, only begged 
that I would retire a moment while he put on his trousers. This I 
gracefully consented to do, and the incident ended. 

Two of my boats were sunk by the fire from the forts on the shore, 
and several brave fellows were severely wounded in the hand-to-hand 
struggle with the French crew for the possession of the frigate. But the 
bo’sun’s admirable strategy, and my own reckless gallantry in securing 
the French captain at the outset, had the fortunate result of keeping down 
the death-rate. It was all for the sake of the Princess that I had arranged 
so comparatively tame a victory. For myself, I rather liked a fair amount 
of blood-letting, red-hot shot, and flying splinters. But when you have 
girls about the place, they have got to be considered to a certain extent. 

There was another supper-party that night, in my cabin, as soon as we 
had got well out to sea; and the French captain, who was the guest of the 
evening, was in the greatest possible form. We became sworn friends, 


and exchanged invitations to come and stay at each other’s homes, and 
really it was quite difficult to induce him to take his leave. But at last he 
and his crew were bundled into their boats; and after I had pressed some 
pirate bullion upon them — delicately, of course, but in a pleasant 
manner that admitted of no denial — the gallant fellows quite broke 
down, and we parted, our bosoms heaving with a full sense of each 
other’s magnanimity and good-fellowship. 

The next day, which was nearly all taken up with shifting our quarters 
into the new frigate, so honourably and easily acquired, was a very 
pleasant one, as everyone who has gone up in the world and moved into 
a larger house will readily understand. At last I had grim, black guns all 
along each side, instead of a rotten brass carronade; at last I had a square- 
rigged ship, with real yards, and a proper quarter-deck. In fact, now that I 
had soared as high as could be hoped in a single voyage, it seemed about 
time to go home and cut a dash and show off a bit. The worst of this 
ocean-theatre was, it held no proper audience. It was hard, of course, to 
relinquish all the adventures that still lay untouched in these Southern 
seas. Whaling, for instance, had not yet been entered upon; the joys of 
exploration, and strange inland cities innocent of the white man, still 
awaited me; and the book of wrecks and rescues was not yet even 
opened. But I had achieved a frigate and a Princess, and that was not so 
bad for a beginning, and more than enough to show off with before those 
dull unadventurous folk who continued on their mill-horse round at 
home. 

The voyage home was a record one, so far as mere speed was 
concerned, and all adventures were scornfully left behind, as we rattled 
along, for other adventurers who had still their laurels to win. Hardly 
later than the noon of next day we dropped anchor in Plymouth Sound, 
and heard the intoxicating clamour of bells, the roar of artillery, and the 
hoarse cheers of an excited populace surging down to the quays, that told 
us we were being appreciated at something like our true merits. The Lord 
Mayor was waiting there to receive us, and with him several Admirals of 
the Fleet, as we walked down the lane of pushing, enthusiastic 
Devonians, the Princess and I, and our war-worn, weather-beaten, spoil- 
laden crew. Everybody was very nice about the French frigate, and the 
pirate booty, and the scars still fresh on our young limbs; yet I think what 
I liked best of all was, that they all pronounced the Princess to be a duck, 
and a peerless, brown-haired darling, and a true mate for a hero, and of 
the right Princess-breed. 


The air was thick with invitations and with the smell of civic banquets 
in a forward stage; but I sternly waved all festivities aside. The coaches- 
and-four I had ordered immediately on arriving were blocking the whole 
of the High Street; the champing of bits and the pawing of gravel 
summoned us to take our seats and be off, to where the real performance 
awaited us, compared with which all this was but an interlude. I placed 
the Princess in the most highly gilded coach of the lot, and mounted to 
my place at her side; and the rest of the crew scrambled on board of the 
others as best they might. The whips cracked and the crowd scattered and 
cheered as we broke into a gallop for home. The noisy bells burst into a 
farewell peal — 

Yes, that was undoubtedly the usual bell for school-room tea. And 
high time too, I thought, as I tumbled out of the bath, which was 
beginning to feel very hard to the projecting portions of my frame-work. 
As I trotted downstairs, hungrier even than usual, farewells floated up 
from the front door, and I heard the departing voices of our angular 
elderly visitors as they made their way down the walk. Man was still 
catching it, apparently — Man was getting it hot. And much Man cared! 
The seas were his, and their islands; he had his frigates for the taking, his 
pirates and their hoards for an unregarded cutlass-stroke or two; and 
there were Princesses in plenty waiting for him somewhere — Princesses 
of the right sort. 


THE RELUCTANT DRAGON 


FOOTPRINTS in the snow have been unfailing provokers of sentiment 
ever since snow was first a white wonder in this drab-coloured world of 
ours. In a poetry-book presented to one of us by an aunt, there was a 
poem by one Wordsworth, in which they stood out strongly — with a 
picture all to themselves, too — but we didn’t think very highly either of 
the poem or the sentiment. Footprints in the sand, now, were quite 
another matter, and we grasped Crusoe’s attitude of mind much more 
easily than Wordsworth’s. Excitement and mystery, curiosity and 
suspense — these were the only sentiments that tracks, whether in sand 
or in snow, were able to arouse in us. 

We had awakened early that winter morning, puzzled at first by the 
added light that filled the room. Then, when the truth at last fully dawned 
on us and we knew that snow-balling was no longer a wistful dream, but 
a solid certainty waiting for us outside, it was a mere brute fight for the 
necessary clothes, and the lacing of boots seemed a clumsy invention, 
and the buttoning of coats an unduly tedious form of fastening, with all 
that snow going to waste at our very door. 

When dinner-time came we had to be dragged in by the scruff of our 
necks. The short armistice over, the combat was resumed; but presently 
Charlotte and I, a little weary of contests and of missiles that ran 
shudderingly down inside one’s clothes, forsook the trampled battle-field 
of the lawn and went exploring the blank virgin spaces of the white 
world that lay beyond. It stretched away unbroken on every side of us, 
this mysterious soft garment under which our familiar world had so 
suddenly hidden itself. Faint imprints showed where a casual bird had 
alighted, but of other traffic there was next to no sign; which made these 
strange tracks all the more puzzling. 

We came across them first at the corner of the shrubbery, and pored 
over them long, our hands on our knees. Experienced trappers that we 
knew ourselves to be, it was annoying to be brought up suddenly by a 
beast we could not at once identify. 

“Don’t you know?” said Charlotte, rather scornfully. “Thought you 
knew all the beasts that ever was.” 

This put me on my mettle, and I hastily rattled off a string of animal 
names embracing both the arctic and the tropic zones, but without much 
real confidence. 


“No,” said Charlotte, on consideration; “they won’t any of ‘em quite 
do. Seems like something lizardy. Did you say a iguanodon? Might be 
that, p’raps. But that’s not British, and we want a real British beast. I 
think it’s a dragon!” 

“ Tisn’t half big enough,” I objected. 

“Well, all dragons must be small to begin with,” said Charlotte: “like 
everything else. P’raps this is a little dragon who’s got lost. A little 
dragon would be rather nice to have. He might scratch and spit, but he 
couldn’t do anything really. Let’s track him down!” 

So we set off into the wide snow-clad world, hand in hand, our hearts 
big with expectation, — complacently confident that by a few smudgy 
traces in the snow we were in a fair way to capture a half-grown 
specimen of a fabulous beast. 

We ran the monster across the paddock and along the hedge of the 
next field, and then he took to the road like any tame civilised tax-payer. 
Here his tracks became blended with and lost among more ordinary 
footprints, but imagination and a fixed idea will do a great deal, and we 
were sure we knew the direction a dragon would naturally take. The 
traces, too, kept reappearing at intervals — at least Charlotte maintained 
they did, and as it was her dragon I left the following of the slot to her 
and trotted along peacefully, feeling that it was an expedition anyhow 
and something was sure to come out of it. 

Charlotte took me across another field or two, and through a copse, 
and into a fresh road; and I began to feel sure it was only her confounded 
pride that made her go on pretending to see dragon-tracks instead of 
owning she was entirely at fault, like a reasonable person. At last she 
dragged me excitedly through a gap in a hedge of an obviously private 
character; the waste, open world of field and hedgerow disappeared, and 
we found ourselves in a garden, well-kept, secluded, most undragon- 
haunted in appearance. Once inside, I knew where we were. This was the 
garden of my friend the circus-man, though I had never approached it 
before by a lawless gap, from this unfamiliar side. And here was the 
circus-man himself, placidly smoking a pipe as he strolled up and down 
the walks. I stepped up to him and asked him politely if he had lately 
seen a Beast. 

“May I inquire,” he said, with all civility, “what particular sort of a 
Beast you may happen to be looking for?” 

“Tt’s a lizardy sort of Beast,” I explained. “Charlotte says it’s a dragon, 
but she doesn’t really know much about beasts.” 


The circus-man looked round about him slowly. “I don’t think,” he 
said, “that I’ve seen a dragon in these parts recently. But if I come across 
one PII know it belongs to you, and Pll have him taken round to you at 
once.” 

“Thank you very much,” said Charlotte, “but don’t trouble about it, 
please, ‘cos p’raps it isn’t a dragon, after all. Only I thought I saw his 
little footprints in the snow, and we followed ‘em up, and they seemed to 
lead right in here, but maybe it’s all a mistake, and thank you all the 
same.” 

“Oh, no trouble at all,” said the circus-man, cheerfully. “I should be 
only too pleased. But of course, as you say, it may be a mistake. And it’s 
getting dark, and he seems to have got away for the present, whatever he 
is. You’d better come in and have some tea. I’m quite alone, and we'll 
make a roaring fire, and I’ve got the biggest Book of Beasts you ever 
saw. It’s got every beast in the world, and all of ‘em coloured; and we’ll 
try and find your beast in it!” 

We were always ready for tea at any time, and especially when 
combined with beasts. There was marmalade, too, and apricot-jam, 
brought in expressly for us; and afterwards the beast-book was spread 
out, and, as the man had truly said, it contained every sort of beast that 
had ever been in the world. 

The striking of six o’clock set the more prudent Charlotte nudging 
me, and we recalled ourselves with an effort from Beastland, and 
reluctantly stood up to go. 

“Here, I’m coming along with you,” said the circus-man. “I want 
another pipe, and a walk’ll do me good. You needn’t talk to me unless 
you like.” 

Our spirits rose to their wonted level again. The way had seemed so 
long, the outside world so dark and eerie, after the bright warm room and 
the highly-coloured beast-book. But a walk with a real Man — why, that 
was a treat in itself! We set off briskly, the Man in the middle. I looked 
up at him and wondered whether I should ever live to smoke a big pipe 
with that careless sort of majesty! But Charlotte, whose young mind was 
not set on tobacco as a possible goal, made herself heard from the other 
side. 

“Now, then,” she said, “tell us a story, please, won’t you?” 

The Man sighed heavily and looked about him. “I knew it,” he 
groaned. “I knew I should have to tell a story. Oh, why did I leave my 
pleasant fireside? Well, I will tell you a story. Only let me think a 
minute.” 


So he thought a minute, and then he told us this story. 


Long ago — might have been hundreds of years ago — in a cottage 
half-way between this village and yonder shoulder of the Downs up 
there, a shepherd lived with his wife and their little son. Now the 
shepherd spent his days — and at certain times of the year his nights too 
— up on the wide ocean-bosom of the Downs, with only the sun and the 
stars and the sheep for company, and the friendly chattering world of 
men and women far out of sight and hearing. But his little son, when he 
wasn’t helping his father, and often when he was as well, spent much of 
his time buried in big volumes that he borrowed from the affable gentry 
and interested parsons of the country round about. And his parents were 
very fond of him, and rather proud of him too, though they didn’t let on 
in his hearing, so he was left to go his own way and read as much as he 
liked; and instead of frequently getting a cuff on the side of the head, as 
might very well have happened to him, he was treated more or less as an 
equal by his parents, who sensibly thought it a very fair division of 
labour that they should supply the practical knowledge, and he the book- 
learning. They knew that book-learning often came in useful at a pinch, 
in spite of what their neighbours said. What the Boy chiefly dabbled in 
was natural history and fairy-tales, and he just took them as they came, in 
a sandwichy sort of way, without making any distinctions; and really his 
course of reading strikes one as rather sensible. 

One evening the shepherd, who for some nights past had been 
disturbed and preoccupied, and off his usual mental balance, came home 
all of a tremble, and, sitting down at the table where his wife and son 
were peacefully employed, she with her seam, he in following out the 
adventures of the Giant with no Heart in his Body, exclaimed with much 
agitation: 

“Tt’s all up with me, Maria! Never no more can I go up on them there 
Downs, was it ever so!” 

“Now don’t you take on like that,” said his wife, who was a very 
sensible woman: “but tell us all about it first, whatever it is as has given 
you this shake-up, and then me and you and the son here, between us, we 
ought to be able to get to the bottom of it!” 

“It began some nights ago,” said the shepherd. “You know that cave 
up there — I never liked it, somehow, and the sheep never liked it 
neither, and when sheep don’t like a thing there’s generally some reason 
for it. Well, for some time past there’s been faint noises coming from that 
cave — noises like heavy sighings, with grunts mixed up in them; and 


sometimes a snoring, far away down — real snoring, yet somehow not 
honest snoring, like you and me o’nights, you know!” 

“I know,” remarked the Boy, quietly. 

“Of course I was terrible frightened,” the shepherd went on; “yet 
somehow I couldn’t keep away. So this very evening, before I come 
down, I took a cast round by the cave, quietly. And there — O Lord! 
there I saw him at last, as plain as I see you!” 

“Saw who?” said his wife, beginning to share in her husband’s 
nervous terror. 

“Why him, I’m a telling you!” said the shepherd. “He was sticking 
half-way out of the cave, and seemed to be enjoying of the cool of the 
evening in a poetical sort of way. He was as big as four cart-horses, and 
all covered with shiny scales — deep-blue scales at the top of him, 
shading off to a tender sort o° green below. As he breathed, there was 
that sort of flicker over his nostrils that you see over our chalk roads on a 
baking windless day in summer. He had his chin on his paws, and I 
should say he was meditating about things. Oh, yes, a peaceable sort 0’ 
beast enough, and not ramping or carrying on or doing anything but what 
was quite right and proper. I admit all that. And yet, what am I to do? 
Scales, you know, and claws, and a tail for certain, though I didn’t see 
that end of him — I ain’t used to ‘em, and I don’t hold with ‘em, and 
that’s a fact!” 

The Boy, who had apparently been absorbed in his book during his 
father’s recital, now closed the volume, yawned, clasped his hands 
behind his head, and said sleepily: 

“Tt’s all right, father. Don’t you worry. It’s only a dragon.” 

“Only a dragon?” cried his father. “What do you mean, sitting there, 
you and your dragons? Only a dragon indeed! And what do you know 
about it?” 

“Cos it is, and ‘cos I do know,” replied the Boy, quietly. “Look here, 
father, you know we’ve each of us got our line. You know about sheep, 
and weather, and things; I know about dragons. I always said, you know, 
that that cave up there was a dragon-cave. I always said it must have 
belonged to a dragon some time, and ought to belong to a dragon now, if 
rules count for anything. Well, now you tell me it has got a dragon, and 
so that’s all right. I’m not half as much surprised as when you told me it 
hadnt got a dragon. Rules always come right if you wait quietly. Now, 
please, just leave this all to me. And Pll stroll up to-morrow morning — 
no, in the morning I can’t, I’ve got a whole heap of things to do — well, 
perhaps in the evening, if I’m quite free, PII go up and have a talk to 


him, and you’ll find it’ll be all right. Only, please, don’t you go worrying 
round there without me. You don’t understand ‘em a bit, and they’re very 
sensitive, you know!” 

“He’s quite right, father,” said the sensible mother. “As he says, 
dragons is his line and not ours. He’s wonderful knowing about 
bookbeasts, as every one allows. And to tell the truth, I’m not half happy 
in my own mind, thinking of that poor animal lying alone up there, 
without a bit o’ hot supper or anyone to change the news with; and 
maybe we’ll be able to do something for him; and if he ain’t quite 
respectable our Boy’ ll find it out quick enough. He’s got a pleasant sort 
o’ way with him that makes everybody tell him everything.” 

Next day, after he’d had his tea, the Boy strolled up the chalky track 
that led to the summit of the Downs; and there, sure enough, he found 
the dragon, stretched lazily on the sward in front of his cave. The view 
from that point was a magnificent one. To the right and left, the bare and 
willowy leagues of Downs; in front, the vale, with its clustered 
homesteads, its threads of white roads running through orchards and 
well-tilled acreage, and, far away, a hint of grey old cities on the horizon. 
A cool breeze played over the surface of the grass and the silver shoulder 
of a large moon was showing above distant junipers. No wonder the 
dragon seemed in a peaceful and contented mood; indeed, as the Boy 
approached he could hear the beast purring with a happy regularity. 
“Well, we live and learn!” he said to himself. “None of my books ever 
told me that dragons purred!” 

“Hullo, dragon!” said the Boy, quietly, when he had got up to him. 

The dragon, on hearing the approaching footsteps, made the 
beginning of a courteous effort to rise. But when he saw it was a Boy, he 
set his eyebrows severely. 

“Now don’t you hit me,” he said; “or bung stones, or squirt water, or 
anything. I won’t have it, I tell you!” 

“Not goin’ to hit you,” said the Boy, wearily, dropping on the grass 
beside the beast: “and don’t, for goodness’ sake, keep on saying ‘Don’t;’ 
I hear so much of it, and it’s monotonous, and makes me tired. I’ve 
simply looked in to ask you how you were and all that sort of thing; but 
if I’m in the way I can easily clear out. I’ve lots of friends, and no one 
can say I’m in the habit of shoving myself in where I’m not wanted!” 

“No, no, don’t go off in a huff,” said the dragon, hastily; “fact is, — 
I’m as happy up here as the day’s long; never without an occupation, 
dear fellow, never without an occupation! And yet, between ourselves, it 
is a trifle dull at times.” 


The Boy bit off a stalk of grass and chewed it. “Going to make a long 
stay here?” he asked, politely. 

“Can’t hardly say at present,” replied the dragon. “It seems a nice 
place enough — but I’ve only been here a short time, and one must look 
about and reflect and consider before settling down. It’s rather a serious 
thing, settling down. Besides — now I’m going to tell you something! 
You’d never guess it if you tried ever so! — fact is, I’m such a 
confoundedly lazy beggar!” 

“You surprise me,” said the Boy, civilly. 

“Tt’s the sad truth,” the dragon went on, settling down between his 
paws and evidently delighted to have found a listener at last: “and I fancy 
that’s really how I came to be here. You see all the other fellows were so 
active and earnest and all that sort of thing — always rampaging, and 
skirmishing, and scouring the desert sands, and pacing the margin of the 
sea, and chasing knights all over the place, and devouring damsels, and 
going on generally — whereas I liked to get my meals regular and then 
to prop my back against a bit of rock and snooze a bit, and wake up and 
think of things going on and how they kept going on just the same, you 
know! So when it happened I got fairly caught.” 

“When what happened, please?” asked the Boy. 





THE RELUCTANT DRAGON 


“What’s your mind always occupied about?’ asked the Boy. ‘That’s what 
I want to know.’” 


“That’s just what I don’t precisely know,” said the dragon. “I suppose 
the earth sneezed, or shook itself, or the bottom dropped out of 
something. Anyhow there was a shake and a roar and a general stramash, 
and I found myself miles away underground and wedged in as tight as 
tight. Well, thank goodness, my wants are few, and at any rate I had 
peace and quietness and wasn’t always being asked to come along and 
do something. And I’ve got such an active mind — always occupied, I 
assure you! But time went on, and there was a certain sameness about the 
life, and at last I began to think it would be fun to work my way upstairs 
and see what you other fellows were doing. So I scratched and burrowed, 
and worked this way and that way and at last I came out through this 


cave here. And I like the country, and the view, and the people — what 
I’ve seen of ‘em — and on the whole I feel inclined to settle down here.” 

“What’s your mind always occupied about?” asked the Boy. “That’s 
what I want to know.” 

The dragon coloured slightly and looked away. Presently he said 
bashfully: 

“Did you ever — just for fun — try to make up poetry — verses, you 
know?” 

“Course I have,” said the Boy. “Heaps of it. And some of it’s quite 
good, I feel sure, only there’s no one here cares about it. Mother’s very 
kind and all that, when I read it to her, and so’s father for that matter. But 
somehow they don’t seem to—” 

“Exactly,” cried the dragon; “my own case exactly. They don’t seem 
to, and you can’t argue with ‘em about it. Now you’ve got culture, you 
have, I could tell it on you at once, and I should just like your candid 
opinion about some little things I threw off lightly, when I was down 
there. I’m awfully pleased to have met you, and I’m hoping the other 
neighbours will be equally agreeable. There was a very nice old 
gentleman up here only last night, but he didn’t seem to want to intrude.” 

“That was my father,” said the Boy, “and he is a nice old gentleman, 
and Pll introduce you some day if you like.” 

“Can’t you two come up here and dine or something to-morrow?” 
asked the dragon, eagerly. “Only, of course, if you’ve got nothing better 
to do,” he added politely. 

“Thanks awfully,” said the Boy, “but we don’t go out anywhere 
without my mother, and, to tell you the truth, I’m afraid she mightn’t 
quite approve of you. You see there’s no getting over the hard fact that 
you’re a dragon, is there? And when you talk of settling down, and the 
neighbours, and so on, I can’t help feeling that you don’t quite realise 
your position. You’re an enemy of the human race, you see!” 

“Haven’t got an enemy in the world,” said the dragon, cheerfully. 
“Too lazy to make ‘em, to begin with. And if I do read other fellows my 
poetry, I’m always ready to listen to theirs!” 

“Oh, dear!” cried the Boy, “I wish you’d try and grasp the situation 
properly. When the other people find you out, they’ll come after you 
with spears and swords and all sorts of things. You’ll have to be 
exterminated, according to their way of looking at it! You’re a scourge, 
and a pest, and a baneful monster!” 

“Not a word of truth in it,” said the dragon, wagging his head 
solemnly. “Character’!l bear the strictest investigation. And now, there’s 


a little sonnet-thing I was working on when you appeared on the scene 
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“Oh, if you wont be sensible,” cried the Boy, getting up, “I’m going 
off home. No, I can’t stop for sonnets; my mother’s sitting up. Pll look 
you up to-morrow, sometime or other, and do for goodness’ sake try and 
realise that you’re a pestilential scourge, or you’ll find yourself in a most 
awful fix. Good-night!” 

The Boy found it an easy matter to set the mind of his parents at ease 
about his new friend. They had always left that branch to him, and they 
took his word without a murmur. The shepherd was formally introduced 
and many compliments and kind inquiries were exchanged. His wife, 
however, though expressing her willingness to do anything she could, 
to mend things, or set the cave to rights, or cook a little something when 
the dragon had been poring over sonnets and forgotten his meals, as male 
things will do, — could not be brought to recognise him formally. The 
fact that he was a dragon and “they didn’t know who he was” seemed to 
count for everything with her. She made no objection, however, to her 
little son spending his evenings with the dragon quietly, so long as he 
was home by nine o’clock: and many a pleasant night they had, sitting on 
the sward, while the dragon told stories of old, old times, when dragons 
were quite plentiful and the world was a livelier place than it is now, and 
life was full of thrills and jumps and surprises. 

What the Boy had feared, however, soon came to pass. The most 
modest and retiring dragon in the world, if he’s as big as four cart-horses 
and covered with blue scales, cannot keep altogether out of the public 
view. And so in the village tavern of nights the fact that a real live 
dragon sat brooding in the cave on the Downs was naturally a subject for 
talk. Though the villagers were extremely frightened, they were rather 
proud as well. It was a distinction to have a dragon of your own, and it 
was felt to be a feather in the cap of the village. Still, all were agreed that 
this sort of thing couldn’t be allowed to go on. The dreadful beast must 
be exterminated, the country-side must be freed from this pest, this 
terror, this destroying scourge. The fact that not even a hen-roost was the 
worse for the dragon’s arrival wasn’t allowed to have anything to do with 
it. He was a dragon, and he couldn’t deny it, and if he didn’t choose to 
behave as such that was his own lookout. But in spite of much valiant 
talk no hero was found willing to take sword and spear and free the 
suffering village and win deathless fame; and each night’s heated 
discussion always ended in nothing. Meanwhile the dragon, a happy 
Bohemian, lolled on the turf, enjoyed the sunsets, told antediluvian 





anecdotes to the Boy, and polished his old verses while meditating on 
fresh ones. 

One day the Boy, on walking in to the village, found everything 
wearing a festal appearance which was not to be accounted for in the 
calendar. Carpets and gay-colored stuffs were hung out of the windows, 
the church-bells clamoured noisily, the little street was flower-strewn, 
and the whole population jostled each other along either side of it, 
chattering, shoving, and ordering each other to stand back. The Boy saw 
a friend of his own age in the crowd and hailed him. 

“What’s up?” he cried. “Is it the players, or bears, or a circus, or 
what?” 

“Tt’s all right,” his friend hailed back. “He’s a-coming.” 

“Who’s a-coming?” demanded the Boy, thrusting into the throng. 

“Why, St. George, of course,” replied his friend. “He’s heard tell of 
our dragon, and he’s comin’ on purpose to slay the deadly beast, and free 
us from his horrid yoke. O my! won’t there be a jolly fight!” 

Here was news indeed! The Boy felt that he ought to make quite sure 
for himself, and he wriggled himself in between the legs of his good- 
natured elders, abusing them all the time for their unmannerly habit of 
shoving. Once in the front rank, he breathlessly awaited the arrival. 

Presently from the far-away end of the line came the sound of 
cheering. Next, the measured tramp of a great war-horse made his heart 
beat quicker, and then he found himself cheering with the rest, as, amidst 
welcoming shouts, shrill cries of women, uplifting of babies and waving 
of handkerchiefs, St. George paced slowly up the street. The Boy’s heart 
stood still and he breathed with sobs, the beauty and the grace of the hero 
were so far beyond anything he had yet seen. His fluted armour was 
inlaid with gold, his plumed helmet hung at his saddle-bow, and his thick 
fair hair framed a face gracious and gentle beyond expression till you 
caught the sternness in his eyes. He drew rein in front of the little inn, 
and the villagers crowded round with greetings and thanks and voluble 
statements of their wrongs and grievances and oppressions. The Boy 
heard the grave gentle voice of the Saint, assuring them that all would be 
well now, and that he would stand by them and see them righted and free 
them from their foe; then he dismounted and passed through the doorway 
and the crowd poured in after him. But the Boy made off up the hill as 
fast as he could lay his legs to the ground. 

“Tt’s all up, dragon!” he shouted as soon as he was within sight of the 
beast. “He’s coming! He’s here now! You’ll have to pull yourself 
together and do something at last!” 


The dragon was licking his scales and rubbing them with a bit of 
house-flannel the Boy’s mother had lent him, till he shone like a great 
turquoise. 

“Don’t be violent, Boy,” he said without looking round. “Sit down and 
get your breath, and try and remember that the noun governs the verb, 
and then perhaps yov’ll be good enough to tell me who’s coming?” 

“That’s right, take it coolly,” said the Boy. “Hope you’ll be half as 
cool when I’ve got through with my news. It’s only St. George who’s 
coming, that’s all; he rode into the village half-an-hour ago. Of course 
you can lick him — a great big fellow like you! But I thought ’d warn 
you, ‘cos he’s sure to be round early, and he’s got the longest, wickedest- 
looking spear you ever did see!” And the Boy got up and began to jump 
round in sheer delight at the prospect of the battle. 

“O deary, deary me,” moaned the dragon; “this is too awful. I won’t 
see him, and that’s flat. I don’t want to know the fellow at all. I’m sure 
he’s not nice. You must tell him to go away at once, please. Say he can 
write if he likes, but I can’t give him an interview. I’m not seeing 
anybody at present.” 

“Now dragon, dragon,” said the Boy, imploringly, “don’t be perverse 
and wrongheaded. You’ve got to fight him some time or other, you know, 
‘cos he’s St. George and you’re the dragon. Better get it over, and then 
we can go on with the sonnets. And you ought to consider other people a 
little, too. If it’s been dull up here for you, think how dull it’s been for 
me!” 

“My dear little man,” said the dragon, solemnly, “just understand, 
once for all, that I can’t fight and I won’t fight. I’ve never fought in my 
life, and I’m not going to begin now, just to give you a Roman holiday. 
In old days I always let the other fellows — the earnest fellows — do all 
the fighting, and no doubt that’s why I have the pleasure of being here 
now.” 

“But if you don’t fight he’ll cut your head off!” gasped the Boy, 
miserable at the prospect of losing both his fight and his friend. 

“Oh, I think not,” said the dragon in his lazy way. “You’ll be able to 
arrange something. I’ve every confidence in you, you’re such a manager. 
Just run down, there’s a dear chap, and make it all right. I leave it 
entirely to you.” 

The Boy made his way back to the village in a state of great 
despondency. First of all, there wasn’t going to be any fight; next, his 
dear and honoured friend the dragon hadn’t shown up in quite such a 
heroic light as he would have liked; and lastly, whether the dragon was a 


hero at heart or not, it made no difference, for St. George would most 
undoubtedly cut his head off. “Arrange things indeed!” he said bitterly to 
himself. “The dragon treats the whole affair as if it was an invitation to 
tea and croquet.” 

The villagers were straggling homewards as he passed up the street, 
all of them in the highest spirits, and gleefully discussing the splendid 
fight that was in store. The Boy pursued his way to the inn, and passed 
into the principal chamber, where St. George now sat alone, musing over 
the chances of the fight, and the sad stories of rapine and of wrong that 
had so lately been poured into his sympathetic ears. 

“May I come in, St. George?” said the Boy, politely, as he paused at 
the door. “I want to talk to you about this little matter of the dragon, if 
you’re not tired of it by this time.” 

“Yes, come in, Boy,” said the Saint, kindly. “Another tale of misery 
and wrong, I fear me. Is it a kind parent, then, of whom the tyrant has 
bereft you? Or some tender sister or brother? Well, it shall soon be 
avenged.” 

“Nothing of the sort,” said the Boy. “There’s a misunderstanding 
somewhere, and I want to put it right. The fact is, this is a good dragon.” 

“Exactly,” said St. George, smiling pleasantly, “I quite understand. A 
good dragon. Believe me, I do not in the least regret that he is an 
adversary worthy of my steel, and no feeble specimen of his noxious 
tribe.” 

“But he’s not a noxious tribe,” cried the Boy, distressedly. “Oh dear, 
oh dear, how stupid men are when they get an idea into their heads! I tell 
you he’s a good dragon, and a friend of mine, and tells me the most 
beautiful stories you ever heard, all about old times and when he was 
little. And he’s been so kind to mother, and mother’d do anything for 
him. And father likes him too, though father doesn’t hold with art and 
poetry much, and always falls asleep when the dragon starts talking 
about style. But the fact is, nobody can help liking him when once they 
know him. He’s so engaging and so trustful, and as simple as a child!” 

“Sit down, and draw your chair up,” said St. George. “I like a fellow 
who sticks up for his friends, and I’m sure the dragon has his good 
points, if he’s got a friend like you. But that’s not the question. All this 
evening I’ve been listening, with grief and anguish unspeakable, to tales 
of murder, theft, and wrong; rather too highly coloured, perhaps, not 
always quite convincing, but forming in the main a most serious roll of 
crime. History teaches us that the greatest rascals often possess all the 
domestic virtues; and I fear that your cultivated friend, in spite of the 


qualities which have won (and rightly) your regard, has got to be 
speedily exterminated.” 

“Oh, you’ve been taking in all the yarns those fellows have been 
telling you,” said the Boy, impatiently. “Why, our villagers are the 
biggest story-tellers in all the country round. It’s a known fact. You’re a 
stranger in these parts, or else you’d have heard it already. All they want 
is a fight. They’re the most awful beggars for getting up fights — it’s 
meat and drink to them. Dogs, bulls, dragons — anything so long as it’s 
a fight. Why, they’ve got a poor innocent badger in the stable behind 
here, at this moment. They were going to have some fun with him to-day, 
but they’re saving him up now till your little affair’s over. And I’ve no 
doubt they’ve been telling you what a hero you were, and how you were 
bound to win, in the cause of right and justice, and so on; but let me tell 
you, I came down the street just now, and they were betting six to four on 
the dragon freely!” 

“Six to four on the dragon!” murmured St. George, sadly, resting his 
cheek on his hand. “This is an evil world, and sometimes I begin to think 
that all the wickedness in it is not entirely bottled up inside the dragons. 
And yet — may not this wily beast have misled you as to his real 
character, in order that your good report of him may serve as a cloak for 
his evil deeds? Nay, may there not be, at this very moment, some hapless 
Princess immured within yonder gloomy cavern?” 

The moment he had spoken, St. George was sorry for what he had 
said, the Boy looked so genuinely distressed. 

“T assure you, St. George,” he said earnestly, “there’s nothing of the 
sort in the cave at all. The dragon’s a real gentleman, every inch of him, 
and I may say that no one would be more shocked and grieved than he 
would, at hearing you talk in that — that loose way about matters on 
which he has very strong views!” 

“Well, perhaps I’ve been over-credulous,” said St. George. “Perhaps 
I’ve misjudged the animal. But what are we to do? Here are the dragon 
and I, almost face to face, each supposed to be thirsting for each other’s 
blood. I don’t see any way out of it, exactly. What do you suggest? Can’t 
you arrange things, somehow?” 

“That’s just what the dragon said,” replied the Boy, rather nettled. 
“Really, the way you two seem to leave everything to me — I suppose 
you couldn’t be persuaded to go away quietly, could you?” 

“Impossible, I fear,” said the Saint. “Quite against the rules. You know 
that as well as I do.” 


“Well, then, look here,” said the Boy, “it’s early yet — would you 
mind strolling up with me and seeing the dragon and talking it over? It’s 
not far, and any friend of mine will be most welcome.” 

“Well, it’s irregular,” said St. George, rising, “but really it seems 
about the most sensible thing to do. You ‘re taking a lot of trouble on 
your friend’s account,” he added, good-naturedly, as they passed out 
through the door together. “But cheer up! Perhaps there won’t have to be 
any fight after all.” 

“Oh, but I hope there will, though!” replied the little fellow, wistfully. 

“T’ve brought a friend to see you, dragon,” said the Boy, rather loud. 

The dragon woke up with a start. “I was just — er — thinking about 
things,” he said in his simple way. “Very pleased to make your 
acquaintance, sir. Charming weather we’re having!” 

“This is St. George,” said the Boy, shortly. “St. George, let me 
introduce you to the dragon. We’ve come up to talk things over quietly, 
dragon, and now for goodness’ sake do let us have a little straight 
common-sense, and come to some practical business-like arrangement, 
for I’m sick of views and theories of life and personal tendencies, and all 
that sort of thing. I may perhaps add that my mother’s sitting up.” 

“So glad to meet you, St. George,” began the dragon, rather 
nervously, “because you’ve been a great traveller, I hear, and I’ve always 
been rather a stay-at-home. But I can show you many antiquities, many 
interesting features of our country-side, if you’re stopping here any time 

“T think,” said St. George, in his frank, pleasant way, “that we’d really 
better take the advice of our young friend here, and try to come to some 
understanding, on a business footing, about this little affair of ours. Now 
don’t you think that after all the simplest plan would be just to fight it 
out, according to the rules, and let the best man win? They re betting on 
you, I may tell you, down in the village, but I don’t mind that!” 

“Oh, yes, do, dragon,” said the Boy, delightedly; “it’ll save such a lot 
of bother!” 

“My young friend, you shut up,” said the dragon, severely. “Believe 
me, St. George,” he went on, “there’s nobody in the world I’d sooner 
oblige than you and this young gentleman here. But the whole thing’s 
nonsense, and conventionality, and popular thick-headedness. There’s 
absolutely nothing to fight about, from beginning to end. And anyhow 
I’m not going to, so that settles it!” 

“But supposing I make you?” said St. George, rather nettled. 


“You can’t,” said the dragon, triumphantly. “I should only go into my 
cave and retire for a time down the hole I came up. You’d soon get 
heartily sick of sitting outside and waiting for me to come out and fight 
you. And as soon as you’d really gone away, why, I’d come up again 
gaily, for I tell you frankly, I like this place, and I’m going to stay here!” 

St. George gazed for a while on the fair landscape around them. “But 
this would be a beautiful place for a fight,” he began again persuasively. 
“These great bare rolling Downs for the arena, — and me in my golden 
armour showing up against your big blue scaly coils! Think what a 
picture it would make!” 

“Now youre trying to get at me through my artistic sensibilities,” 
said the dragon. “But it won’t work. Not but what it would make a very 
pretty picture, as you say,” he added, wavering a little. 

“We seem to be getting rather nearer to business,” put in the Boy. 
“You must see, dragon, that there’s got to be a fight of some sort, ‘cos 
you can’t want to have to go down that dirty old hole again and stop 
there till goodness knows when.” 

“Tt might be arranged,” said St. George, thoughtfully. “I must spear 
you somewhere, of course, but I’m not bound to hurt you very much. 
There’s such a lot of you that there must be a few spare places 
somewhere. Here, for instance, just behind your foreleg. It couldn’t hurt 
you much, just here!” 

“Now you’re tickling, George,” said the dragon, coyly. “No, that 
place won’t do at all. Even if it didn’t hurt, — and I’m sure it would, 
awfully, — it would make me laugh, and that would spoil everything.” 

“Let’s try somewhere else, then,” said St. George, patiently. “Under 
your neck, for instance, — all these folds of thick skin, — if I speared 
you here you’d never even know I’d done it!” 

“Yes, but are you sure you can hit off the right place?” asked the 
dragon, anxiously. 

“Of course I am,” said St. George, with confidence. “You leave that to 
me!” 

“Tt’s just because I’ve got to leave it to you that I’m asking,” replied 
the dragon, rather testily. “No doubt you would deeply regret any error 
you might make in the hurry of the moment; but you wouldn’t regret it 
half as much as I should! However, I suppose we’ve got to trust 
somebody, as we go through life, and your plan seems, on the whole, as 
good a one as any.” 

“Look here, dragon,” interrupted the Boy, a little jealous on behalf of 
his friend, who seemed to be getting all the worst of the bargain: “I don’t 


quite see where you come in! There’s to be a fight, apparently, and 
you’re to be licked; and what I want to know is, what are you going to 
get out of it?” 

“St. George,” said the dragon, “just tell him, please, — what will 
happen after I’m vanquished in the deadly combat?” 

“Well, according to the rules I suppose I shall lead you in triumph 
down to the market-place or whatever answers to it,” said St. George. 

“Precisely,” said the dragon. “And then—” 

“And then there’ll be shoutings and speeches and things,” continued 
St. George. “And I shall explain that you’re converted, and see the error 
of your ways, and so on.” 

“Quite so,” said the dragon. “And then — ?” 

“Oh, and then—” said St. George, “why, and then there will be the 
usual banquet, I suppose.” 

“Exactly,” said the dragon; “and that’s where I come in. Look here,” 
he continued, addressing the Boy, “I’m bored to death up here, and no 
one really appreciates me. I’m going into Society, I am, through the 
kindly aid of our friend here, who’s taking such a lot of trouble on my 
account; and you’ll find I’ve got all the qualities to endear me to people 
who entertain! So now that’s all settled, and if you don’t mind — I’m an 
old-fashioned fellow — don’t want to turn you out, but—” 

“Remember, you’ll have to do your proper share of the fighting, 
dragon!” said St. George, as he took the hint and rose to go; “I mean 
ramping, and breathing fire, and so on!” 

“I can ramp all right,’ replied the dragon, confidently; “as to 
breathing fire, it’s surprising how easily one gets out of practice; but PI 
do the best I can. Good-night!” 

They had descended the hill and were almost back in the village 
again, when St. George stopped short, “Knew I had forgotten 
something,” he said. “There ought to be a Princess. Terror-stricken and 
chained to a rock, and all that sort of thing. Boy, can’t you arrange a 
Princess?” 

The Boy was in the middle of a tremendous yawn. “I’m tired to 
death,” he wailed, “and I can’ arrange a Princess, or anything more, at 
this time of night. And my mother’s sitting up, and do stop asking me to 
arrange more things till to-morrow!” 


Next morning the people began streaming up to the Downs at quite an 
early hour, in their Sunday clothes and carrying baskets with bottlenecks 
sticking out of them, every one intent on securing good places for the 


combat. This was not exactly a simple matter, for of course it was quite 
possible that the dragon might win, and in that case even those who had 
put their money on him felt they could hardly expect him to deal with his 
backers on a different footing to the rest. Places were chosen, therefore, 
with circumspection and with a view to a speedy retreat in case of 
emergency; and the front rank was mostly composed of boys who had 
escaped from parental control and now sprawled and rolled about on the 
grass, regardless of the shrill threats and warnings discharged at them by 
their anxious mothers behind. 

The Boy had secured a good front place, well up towards the cave, 
and was feeling as anxious as a stage-manager on a first night. Could the 
dragon be depended upon? He might change his mind and vote the whole 
performance rot; or else, seeing that the affair had been so hastily 
planned, without even a rehearsal, he might be too nervous to show up. 
The Boy looked narrowly at the cave, but it showed no sign of life or 
occupation. Could the dragon have made a moon-light flitting? 

The higher portions of the ground were now black with sightseers, 
and presently a sound of cheering and a waving of handkerchiefs told 
that something was visible to them which the Boy, far up towards the 
dragon-end of the line as he was, could not yet see. A minute more and 
St. George’s red plumes topped the hill, as the Saint rode slowly forth on 
the great level space which stretched up to the grim mouth of the cave. 
Very gallant and beautiful he looked, on his tall war-horse, his golden 
armour glancing in the sun, his great spear held erect, the little white 
pennon, crimson-crossed, fluttering at its point. He drew rein and 
remained motionless. The lines of spectators began to give back a little, 
nervously; and even the boys in front stopped pulling hair and cuffing 
each other, and leaned forward expectant. 

“Now then, dragon!” muttered the Boy, impatiently, fidgeting where 
he sat. He need not have distressed himself, had he only known. The 
dramatic possibilities of the thing had tickled the dragon immensely, and 
he had been up from an early hour, preparing for his first public 
appearance with as much heartiness as if the years had run backwards, 
and he had been again a little dragonlet, playing with his sisters on the 
floor of their mother’s cave, at the game of saints-and-dragons, in which 
the dragon was bound to win. 

A low muttering, mingled with snorts, now made itself heard; rising 
to a bellowing roar that seemed to fill the plain. Then a cloud of smoke 
obscured the mouth of the cave, and out of the midst of it the dragon 
himself, shining, sea-blue, magnificent, pranced splendidly forth; and 


everybody said, “Oo oo-oo!” as if he had been a mighty rocket! His 
scales were glittering, his long spiky tail lashed his sides, his claws tore 
up the turf and sent it flying high over his back, and smoke and fire 
incessantly jetted from his angry nostrils. “Oh, well done, dragon!” cried 
the Boy, excitedly. “Didn’t think he had it in him!” he added to himself. 

St. George lowered his spear, bent his head, dug his heels into his 
horse’s sides, and came thundering over the turf. The dragon charged 
with a roar and a squeal, — a great blue whirling combination of coils 
and snorts and clashing jaws and spikes and fire. 

“Missed!” yelled the crowd. There was a moment’s entanglement of 
golden armour and blue-green coils, and spiky tail, and then the great 
horse, tearing at his bit, carried the Saint, his spear swung high in the air, 
almost up to the mouth of the cave. 

The dragon sat down and barked viciously, while St. George with 
difficulty pulled his horse round into position. 

“End of Round One!” thought the Boy. “How well they managed it! 
But I hope the Saint won’t get excited. I can trust the dragon all right. 
What a regular play-actor the fellow is!” 

St. George had at last prevailed on his horse to stand steady, and was 
looking round him as he wiped his brow. Catching sight of the Boy, he 
smiled and nodded, and held up three fingers for an instant. 

“Tt seems to be all planned out,” said the Boy to himself. “Round 
Three is to be the finishing one, evidently. Wish it could have lasted a bit 
longer. Whatever’s that old fool of a dragon up to now?” 

The dragon was employing the interval in giving a ramping- 
performance for the benefit of the crowd. Ramping, it should be 
explained, consists in running round and round in a wide circle, and 
sending waves and ripples of movement along the whole length of your 
spine, from your pointed ears right down to the spike at the end of your 
long tail. When you are covered with blue scales, the effect is 
particularly pleasing; and the Boy recollected the dragon’s recently 
expressed wish to become a social success. 

St. George now gathered up his reins and began to move forward, 
dropping the point of his spear and settling himself firmly in the saddle. 

“Time!” yelled everybody excitedly; and the dragon, leaving off his 
ramping, sat up on end, and began to leap from one side to the other with 
huge ungainly bounds, whooping like a Red Indian. This naturally 
disconcerted the horse, who swerved violently, the Saint only just saving 
himself by the mane; and as they shot past the dragon delivered a vicious 
snap at the horse’s tail which sent the poor beast careering madly far over 


the Downs, so that the language of the Saint, who had lost a stirrup, was 
fortunately inaudible to the general assemblage. 

Round Two evoked audible evidence of friendly feeling towards the 
dragon. The spectators were not slow to appreciate a combatant who 
could hold his own so well and clearly wanted to show good sport; and 
many encouraging remarks reached the ears of our friend as he strutted 
to and fro, his chest thrust out and his tail in the air, hugely enjoying his 
new popularity. 

St. George had dismounted and was tightening his girths, and telling 
his horse, with quite an Oriental flow of imagery, exactly what he 
thought of him, and his relations, and his conduct on the present 
occasion; so the Boy made his way down to the Saint’s end of the line, 
and held his spear for him. 

“Its been a jolly fight, St. George!” he said with a sigh. “Can’t you let 
it last a bit longer?” 

“Well, I think I’d better not,” replied the Saint. “The fact is, your 
simple-minded old friend’s getting conceited, now they’ve begun 
cheering him, and he’ll forget all about the arrangement and take to 
playing the fool, and there’s no telling where he would stop. I’ll just 
finish him off this round.” 

He swung himself into the saddle and took his spear from the Boy. 
“Now don’t you be afraid,” he added kindly. “I’ve marked my spot 
exactly, and he’s sure to give me all the assistance in his power, because 
he knows it’s his only chance of being asked to the banquet!” 

St. George now shortened his spear, bringing the butt well up under 
his arm; and, instead of galloping as before, trotted smartly towards the 
dragon, who crouched at his approach, flicking his tail till it cracked in 
the air like a great cart-whip. The Saint wheeled as he neared his 
opponent and circled warily round him, keeping his eye on the spare 
place; while the dragon, adopting similar tactics, paced with caution 
round the same circle, occasionally feinting with his head. So the two 
sparred for an opening, while the spectators maintained a breathless 
silence. 

Though the round lasted for some minutes, the end was so swift that 
all the Boy saw was a lightning movement of the Saint’s arm, and then a 
whirl and a confusion of spines, claws, tail, and flying bits of turf. The 
dust cleared away, the spectators whooped and ran in cheering, and the 
Boy made out that the dragon was down, pinned to the earth by the spear, 
while St. George had dismounted, and stood astride of him. 


It all seemed so genuine that the Boy ran in breathlessly, hoping the 
dear old dragon wasn’t really hurt. As he approached, the dragon lifted 
one large eyelid, winked solemnly, and collapsed again. He was held fast 
to earth by the neck, but the Saint had hit him in the spare place agreed 
upon, and it didn’t even seem to tickle. 

“Bain’t you goin’ to cut ‘is ‘ed orf, master?” asked one of the 
applauding crowd. He had backed the dragon, and naturally felt a trifle 
sore. 

“Well, not to-day, I think,” replied St. George, pleasantly. “You see, 
that can be done at any time. There’s no hurry at all. I think we’ll all go 
down to the village first, and have some refreshment, and then I’ll give 
him a good talking-to, and you’ I find he’ Il be a very different dragon!” 

At that magic word refreshment the whole crowd formed up in 
procession and silently awaited the signal to start. The time for talking 
and cheering and betting was past, the hour for action had arrived. St. 
George, hauling on his spear with both hands, released the dragon, who 
rose and shook himself and ran his eye over his spikes and scales and 
things, to see that they were all in order. Then the Saint mounted and led 
off the procession, the dragon following meekly in the company of the 
Boy, while the thirsty spectators kept at a respectful interval behind. 

There were great doings when they got down to the village again, and 
had formed up in front of the inn. After refreshment St. George made a 
speech, in which he informed his audience that he had removed their 
direful scourge, at a great deal of trouble and inconvenience to himself, 
and now they weren’t to go about grumbling and fancying they’d got 
grievances, because they hadn’t. And they shouldn’t be so fond of fights, 
because next time they might have to do the fighting themselves, which 
would not be the same thing at all. And there was a certain badger in the 
inn stables which had got to be released at once, and he’d come and see 
it done himself. Then he told them that the dragon had been thinking 
over things, and saw that there were two sides to every question, and he 
wasn’t going to do it any more, and if they were good perhaps he’d stay 
and settle down there. So they must make friends, and not be prejudiced, 
and go about fancying they knew everything there was to be known, 
because they didn’t, not by a long way. And he warned them against the 
sin of romancing, and making up stories and fancying other people 
would believe them just because they were plausible and highly- 
coloured. Then he sat down, amidst much repentant cheering, and the 
dragon nudged the Boy in the ribs and whispered that he couldn’t have 


done it better himself. Then every one went off to get ready for the 
banquet. 

Banquets are always pleasant things, consisting mostly, as they do, of 
eating and drinking; but the specially nice thing about a banquet is, that it 
comes when something’s over, and there’s nothing more to worry about, 
and to-morrow seems a long way off. St. George was happy because 
there had been a fight and he hadn’t had to kill anybody; for he didn’t 
really like killing, though he generally had to do it. The dragon was 
happy because there had been a fight, and so far from being hurt in it he 
had won popularity and a sure footing in society. The Boy was happy 
because there had been a fight, and in spite of it all his two friends were 
on the best of terms. And all the others were happy because there had 
been a fight, and — well, they didn’t require any other reasons for their 
happiness. The dragon exerted himself to say the right thing to 
everybody, and proved the life and soul of the evening; while the Saint 
and the Boy, as they looked on, felt that they were only assisting at a 
feast of which the honour and the glory were entirely the dragon’s. But 
they didn’t mind that, being good fellows, and the dragon was not in the 
least proud or forgetful. On the contrary, every ten minutes or so he leant 
over towards the Boy and said impressively: “Look here! you will see 
me home afterwards, won’t you?” And the Boy always nodded, though 
he had promised his mother not to be out late. 

At last the banquet was over, the guests had dropped away with many 
good-nights and congratulations and invitations, and the dragon, who 
had seen the last of them off the premises, emerged into the street 
followed by the Boy, wiped his brow, sighed, sat down in the road and 
gazed at the stars. “Jolly night it’s been!” he murmured. “Jolly stars! 
Jolly little place this! Think I shall just stop here. Don’t feel like 
climbing up any beastly hill. Boy’s promised to see me home. Boy had 
better do it then! No responsibility on my part. Responsibility all Boy’s!” 
And his chin sank on his broad chest and he slumbered peacefully. 

“Oh, get up, dragon,” cried the Boy, piteously. “You know my 
mother’s sitting up, and I’m so tired, and you made me promise to see 
you home, and I never knew what it meant or I wouldn’t have done it!” 
And the Boy sat down in the road by the side of the sleeping dragon, and 
cried. 

The door behind them opened, a stream of light illumined the road, 
and St. George, who had come out for a stroll in the cool night-air, 
caught sight of the two figures sitting there — the great motionless 
dragon and the tearful little Boy. 


“What’s the matter, Boy?” he inquired kindly, stepping to his side. 

“Oh, it’s this great lumbering pig of a dragon!” sobbed the Boy. “First 
he makes me promise to see him home, and then he says I’d better do it, 
and goes to sleep! Might as well try to see a haystack home! And I’m so 
tired, and mother’s—” here he broke down again. 

“Now don’t take on,” said St. George. “Pll stand by you, and we’ll 
both see him home. Wake up, dragon!” he said sharply, shaking the beast 
by the elbow. 

The dragon looked up sleepily. “What a night, George!” he 
murmured; “what a—” 

“Now look here, dragon,” said the Saint, firmly. “Here’s this little 
fellow waiting to see you home, and you know he ought to have been in 
bed these two hours, and what his mother’ll say I don’t know, and 
anybody but a selfish pig would have made him go to bed long ago—” 

“And he shall go to bed!” cried the dragon, starting up. “Poor little 
chap, only fancy his being up at this hour! It’s a shame, that’s what it is, 
and I don’t think, St. George, you’ve been very considerate — but come 
along at once, and don’t let us have any more arguing or shilly-shallying. 
You give me hold of your hand, Boy — thank you, George, an arm up 
the hill is just what I wanted!” 

So they set off up the hill arm-in-arm, the Saint, the Dragon, and the 
Boy. The lights in the little village began to go out; but there were stars, 
and a late moon, as they climbed to the Downs together. And, as they 
turned the last corner and disappeared from view, snatches of an old song 
were borne back on the night-breeze. I can’t be certain which of them 
was singing, but I think it was the Dragon! 

“Here we are at your gate,” said the man, abruptly, laying his hand on 
it. “Good-night. Cut along in sharp, or you’ ll catch it!” 

Could it really be our own gate? Yes, there it was, sure enough, with 
the familiar marks on its bottom bar made by our feet when we swung on 
It. 

“Oh, but wait a minute!” cried Charlotte. “I want to know a heap of 
things. Did the dragon really settle down? And did—” 

“There isn’t any more of that story,” said the man, kindly but firmly. 
“At least, not tonight. Now be off! Good-bye!” 

“Wonder if it’s all true?” said Charlotte, as we hurried up the path. 
“Sounded dreadfully like nonsense, in parts!” 

“P’raps it’s true for all that,” I replied encouragingly. 

Charlotte bolted in like a rabbit, out of the cold and the dark; but I 
lingered a moment in the still, frosty air, for a backward glance at the 


silent white world without, ere I changed it for the land of firelight and 
cushions and laughter. It was the day for choir-practice, and caroltime 
was at hand, and a belated member was passing homewards down the 
road, singing as he went: — 


“Then St. George: ee made rev’rence: in the stable so dim, 
Oo vanquished the dragon: so fearful and grim. 

So-o grim: and so-o fierce: that now may we say 

All peaceful is our wakin’: on Chri-istmas Day!” 


The singer receded, the carol died away. But I wondered, with my 
hand on the door-latch, whether that was the song, or something like it, 
that the dragon sang as he toddled contentedly up the hill. 





A DEPARTURE 


IT is a very fine thing to be a real Prince. There are points about a Pirate 
Chief, and to succeed to the Captaincy of a Robber Band is a truly 
magnificent thing. But to be an Heir has also about it something 
extremely captivating. Not only a long-lost heir — an heir of the 
melodrama, strutting into your hitherto unsuspected kingdom at just the 
right moment, loaded up with the consciousness of unguessed merit and 
of rights so long feloniously withheld — but even to be a common 
humdrum domestic heir is a profession to which few would refuse to be 
apprenticed. To step from leading-strings and restrictions and one glass 
of port after dinner, into property and liberty and due appreciation, saved 
up, polished and varnished, dusted and laid in lavender, all expressly for 
you — why, even the Princedom and the Robber Captaincy, when their 
anxieties and responsibilities are considered, have hardly more to offer. 
And so it will continue to be a problem, to the youth in whom ambition 
struggles with a certain sensuous appreciation of life’s side-dishes, 
whether the career he is called upon to select out of the glittering knick- 
knacks that strew the counter had better be that of an heir or an engine- 
driver. 

In the case of eldest sons, this problem has a way of solving itself. In 
childhood, however, the actual heirship is apt to work on the principle of 
the “Borough-English” of our happier ancestors, and in most cases of 
inheritance it is the youngest that succeeds. Where the “res” is “angusta,” 
and the weekly books are simply a series of stiff hurdles at each of which 
in succession the paternal legs falter with growing suspicion of their 
powers to clear the flight, it is in the affair of clothes that the right of 
succession tells, and “the hard heir strides about the land” in trousers 
long ago framed for fraternal limbs — frondes novas et non sua poma. A 
bitter thing indeed! Of those pretty silken threads that knit humanity 
together, high and low, past and present, none is tougher, more 
pervading, or more iridescent, than the honest, simple pleasure of new 
clothes. It tugs at the man as it tugs at the woman; the smirk of the well- 
fitted prince is no different from the smirk of the Sunday-clad peasant; 
and the veins of the elders tingle with the same thrill that sets their fresh- 
frocked grandchildren skipping. Never trust people who pretend that they 
have no joy in their new clothes. 

Let not our souls be wrung, however, at contemplation of the luckless 
urchin cut off by parental penury from the rapture of new clothes. Just as 


the heroes of his dreams are his immediate seniors, so his heroes’ clothes 
share the glamour, and the reversion of them carries a high privilege — a 
special thing not sold by Swears and Wells. The sword of Galahad — 
and of many another hero — arrived on the scene already hoary with 
history, and the boy rather prefers his trousers to be legendary, famous, 
haloed by his hero’s renown — even though the nap may have altogether 
vanished in the process. 

But, putting clothes aside, there are other matters in which this 
reversed heirship comes into play. Take the case of Toys. It is hardly 
right or fitting — and in this the child quite acquiesces — that as he 
approaches the reverend period of nine or say ten years, he should still be 
the unabashed and proclaimed possessor of a hoop and a Noah’s Ark. 
The child will quite see the reasonableness of this, and, the goal of his 
ambition being now a catapult, a pistol, or even a sword-stick, will be 
satisfied that the titular ownership should lapse to his juniors, so far 
below him in their kilted or petticoated incompetence. After all, the 
things are still there, and if relapses of spirit occur, on wet afternoons, 
one can still (nominally) borrow them and be happy on the floor as of 
old, without the reproach of being a habitual baby toy-caresser. Also one 
can pretend it’s being done to amuse the younger ones. 

None of us, therefore, grumbled when in the natural course of things 
the nominal ownership of the toys slipped down to Harold, and from him 
in turn devolved upon Charlotte. The toys were still there; they always 
had been there and always would be there, and when the nursery door 
was fast shut there were no Kings or Queens or First Estates in that small 
Republic on the floor. Charlotte, to be sure, chin-tilted, at last an owner 
of real estate, might patronise a little at times; but it was tacitly 
understood that her “title” was only a drawing-room one. 

Why does a coming bereavement project no thin faint voice, no 
shadow of its woe, to warn its happy, heedless victims? Why cannot 
Olympians ever think it worth while to give some hint of the 
thunderbolts they are silently forging? And why, oh, why did it never 
enter any of our thick heads that the day would come when even 
Charlotte would be considered too matronly for toys? One’s so-called 
education is hammered into one with rulers and with canes. Each fresh 
grammar or musical instrument, each new historical period or quaint 
arithmetical rule, is impressed on one by some painful physical prelude. 
Why does Time, the biggest Schoolmaster, alone neglect premonitory 
raps, at each stage of his curriculum, on our knuckles or our heads? 


Uncle Thomas was at the bottom of it. This was not the first mine he 
had exploded under our bows. In his favourite pursuit of fads he had 
passed in turn from Psychical Research to the White Rose and thence to 
a Children’s Hospital, and we were being daily inundated with leaflets 
headed by a woodcut depicting Little Annie (of Poplar) sitting up in her 
little white cot, surrounded by the toys of the nice, kind, rich children. 
The idea caught on with the Olympians, always open to sentiment of a 
treacly, woodcut order; and accordingly Charlotte, on entering one day 
dishevelled and panting, having been pursued by yelling Redskins up to 
the very threshold of our peaceful home, was curtly informed that her 
French lessons would begin on Monday, that she was henceforth to cease 
all pretence of being a trapper or a Redskin on utterly inadequate 
grounds, and moreover that the whole of her toys were at that moment 
being finally packed up in a box, for despatch to London, to gladden the 
lives and bring light into the eyes of London waifs and Poplar Annies. 

Naturally enough, perhaps, we others received no official intimation 
of this grave cession of territory. We were not supposed to be interested. 
Harold had long ago been promoted to a knife — a recognised, birthday 
knife. As for me, it was known that I was already given over, heart and 
soul, to lawless abandoned catapults — catapults which were confiscated 
weekly for reasons of international complications, but with which 
Edward kept me steadily supplied, his school having a fine old tradition 
for excellence in their manufacture. Therefore no one was supposed to be 
really affected but Charlotte, and even she had already reached Miss 
Yonge, and should therefore have been more interested in prolific curates 
and harrowing deathbeds. 

Notwithstanding, we all felt indignant, betrayed, and sullen to the 
verge of mutiny. Though for long we had affected to despise them, these 
toys, yet they had grown up with us, shared our joys and our sorrows, 
seen us at our worst, and become part of the accepted scheme of 
existence. As we gazed at untenanted shelves and empty, hatefully tidy 
comers, perhaps for the first time for long we began to do them a tardy 


justice. 
There was old Leotard, for instance. Somehow he had come to be 
sadly neglected of late years — and yet how exactly he always 


responded to certain moods! He was an acrobat, this Leotard, who lived 
in a glass-fronted box. His loose-jointed limbs were cardboard, 
cardboard his slender trunk; and his hands eternally grasped the bar of a 
trapeze. You turned the box round swiftly five or six times; the 
wonderful unsolved machinery worked, and Leotard swung and leapt, 


backwards, forwards, now astride the bar, now flying free; iron-jointed, 
supple-sinewed, unceasingly novel in his invention of new, unguessable 
attitudes; while above, below, and around him, a richly-dressed audience, 
painted in skilful perspective of stalls, boxes, dress-circle, and gallery, 
watched the thrilling performance with a stolidity which seemed to mark 
them out as made in Germany. Hardly versatile enough, perhaps, this 
Leotard; unsympathetic, not a companion for all hours; nor would you 
have chosen him to take to bed with you. And yet, within his own limits, 
how fresh, how engrossing, how resourceful and inventive! Well, he was 
gone, it seemed — merely gone. Never specially cherished while he 
tarried with us, he had yet contrived to build himself a particular niche of 
his own. Sunrise and sunset, and the dinner-bell, and the sudden rainbow, 
and lessons, and Leotard, and the moon through the nursery windows — 
they were all part of the great order of things, and the displacement of 
any one item seemed to disorganise the whole machinery. The immediate 
point was, not that the world would continue to go round as of old, but 
that Leotard wouldn’t. 

Yonder corner, now swept and garnished, had been the stall wherein 
the spotty horse, at the close of each laborious day, was accustomed to 
doze peacefully the long night through. In days of old each of us in turn 
had been jerked thrillingly round the room on his precarious back, had 
dug our heels into his unyielding sides, and had scratched our hands on 
the tin tacks that secured his mane to his stiffly-curving neck. Later, with 
increasing stature, we came to overlook his merits as a beast of burden; 
but how frankly, how good-naturedly, he had recognised the new 
conditions, and adapted himself to them without a murmur! When the 
military spirit was abroad, who so ready to be a squadron of cavalry, a 
horde of Cossacks, or artillery pounding into position? He had even 
served with honour as a gun-boat, during a period when naval strategy 
was the only theme; and no false equine pride ever hindered him from 
taking the part of a roaring locomotive, earth-shaking, clangorous, 
annihilating time and space. Really it was no longer clear how life, with 
its manifold emergencies, was to be carried on at all without a fellow like 
the spotty horse, ready to step in at critical moments and take up just the 
part required of him. 

In moments of mental depression, nothing is quite so consoling as the 
honest smell of a painted animal; and mechanically I turned towards the 
shelf that had been so long the Ararat of our weather beaten Ark. The 
shelf was empty, the Ark had cast off moorings and sailed away to 
Poplar, and had taken with it its haunting smell, as well as that pleasant 


sense of disorder that the best conducted Ark is always able to impart. 
The sliding roof had rarely been known to close entirely. There was 
always a pair of giraffe-legs sticking out, or an elephant-trunk, taking 
from the stiffness of its outline, and reminding us that our motley crowd 
of friends inside were uncomfortably cramped for room and only too 
ready to leap in a cascade on the floor and browse and gallop, flutter and 
bellow and neigh, and be their natural selves again. I think that none of 
us ever really thought very much of Ham and Shem and Japhet. They 
were only there because they were in the story, but nobody really wanted 
them. The Ark was built for the animals, of course — animals with tails, 
and trunks, and horns, and at least three legs apiece, though some 
unfortunates had been unable to retain even that number. And in the 
animals were of course included the birds — the dove, for instance, grey 
with black wings, and the red-crested woodpecker — or was it a hoopoe? 
— and the insects, for there was a dear beetle, about the same size as the 
dove, that held its own with any of the mammalia. 

Of the doll-department Charlotte had naturally been sole chief for a 
long time; if the staff were not in their places to-day, it was not I who had 
any official right to take notice. And yet one may have been member of a 
Club for many a year without ever exactly understanding the use and 
object of the other members, until one enters, some Christmas day or 
other holiday, and, surveying the deserted armchairs, the untenanted 
sofas, the barren hat-pegs, realises, with depression, that those other 
fellows had their allotted functions, after all. Where was old Jerry? 
Where were Eugenie, Rosa, Sophy, Esmeralda? We had long drifted 
apart, it was true, we spoke but rarely; perhaps, absorbed in new 
ambitions, new achievements, I had even come to look down on these 
conservative, unprogressive members who were so clearly content to 
remain simply what they were. And now that their corners were unfilled, 
their chairs unoccupied — well, my eyes were opened and I wanted ‘em 
back! 

However it was no business of mine. If grievances were the question, 
I hadn’t a leg to stand upon. Though my catapults were officially 
confiscated, I knew the drawer in which they were incarcerated, and 
where the key of it was hidden, and I could make life a burden, if I 
chose, to every living thing within a square-mile radius, so long as the 
catapult was restored to its drawer in due and decent time. But I 
wondered how the others were taking it. The edict hit them more 
severely. They should have my moral countenance at any rate, if not 
more, in any protest or countermine they might be planning. And, 


indeed, something seemed possible, from the dogged, sullen air with 
which the two of them had trotted off in the direction of the raspberry- 
canes. Certain spots always had their insensible attraction for certain 
moods. In love, one sought the orchard. Weary of discipline, sick of 
convention, impassioned for the road, the mining-camp, the land across 
the border, one made for the big meadow. Mutinous, sulky, charged with 
plots and conspiracies, one always got behind the shelter of the 
raspberry-canes. 


“You can come too if you like,” said Harold, in a subdued sort of way, 
as soon as he was aware that I was sitting up in bed watching him. “We 
didn’t think you’d care, ‘cos you’ve got to catapults. But we’re goin’ to 
do what we’ve settled to do, so it’s no good sayin’ we hadn’t ought and 
that sort of thing, ‘cos we’re goin’ to!” 

The day had passed in an ominous peacefulness. Charlotte and Harold 
had kept out of my way, as well as out of everybody else’s, in a 
purposeful manner that ought to have bred suspicion. In the evening we 
had read books, or fitfully drawn ships and battles on fly-leaves, apart, in 
separate corners, void of conversation or criticism, oppressed by the 
lowering tidiness of the universe, till bedtime came, and disrobement, 
and prayers even more mechanical than usual, and lastly bed itself 
without so much as a giraffe under the pillow. Harold had grunted 
himself between the sheets with an ostentatious pretence of 
overpowering fatigue; but I noticed that he pulled his pillow forward and 
propped his head against the brass bars of his crib, and, as I was 
acquainted with most of his tricks and subterfuges, it was easy for me to 
gather that a painful wakefulness was his aim that night. 

I had dozed off, however, and Harold was out and on his feet, poking 
under the bed for his shoes, when I sat up and grimly regarded him. Just 
as he said I could come if I liked, Charlotte slipped in, her face rigid and 
set. And then it was borne in upon me that I was not on in this scene. 
These youngsters had planned it all out, the piece was their own, and the 
mounting, and the cast. My sceptre had fallen, my rule had ceased. In 
this magic hour of the summer night laws went for nothing, codes were 
cancelled, and those who were most in touch with the moonlight and the 
warm June spirit and the topsy-turvydom that reigns when the clock 
strikes ten, were the true lords and lawmakers. 

Humbly, almost timidly, I followed without a protest in the wake of 
these two remorseless, purposeful young persons, who were marching 
straight for the schoolroom. Here in the moonlight the grim big box 


stood visible — the box in which so large a portion of our past and our 
personality lay entombed, cold, swathed in paper, awaiting the carrier of 
the morning who should speed them forth to the strange, cold, distant 
Children’s Hospital, where their little failings would all be 
misunderstood and no one would make allowances. A dreamy spectator, 
I stood idly by while Harold propped up the lid and the two plunged in 
their arms and probed and felt and grappled. 

“Here’s Rosa,” said Harold, suddenly. “I know the feel of her hair. 
Will you have Rosa out?” 

“Oh, give me Rosa!” cried Charlotte, with a sort of gasp. And when 
Rosa had been dragged forth, quite unmoved apparently, placid as ever in 
her moonfaced contemplation of this comedy-world with its ups and 
downs, Charlotte retired with her to the window-seat, and there in the 
moonlight the two exchanged their private confidences, leaving Harold 
to his exploration alone. 

“Here’s something with sharp corners,” said Harold, presently. “Must 
be Leotard, I think. Better let him go.” 

“Oh, yes, we can’t save Leotard,” assented Charlotte, limply. 

Poor old Leotard! I said nothing, of course; I was not on in this piece. 
But, surely, had Leotard heard and rightly understood all that was going 
on above him, he must have sent up one feeble, strangled cry, one faint 
appeal to be rescued from unfamiliar little Annies and retained for an 
audience certain to appreciate and never unduly critical. 

“Now I’ve got to the Noah’s Ark,” panted Harold, still groping 
blindly. 

“Try and shove the lid back a bit,” said Charlotte, “and pull out a dove 
or a zebra or a giraffe if there’s one handy.” 

Harold toiled on with grunts and contortions, and presently produced 
in triumph a small grey elephant and a large beetle with a red stomach. 

“They’re jammed in too tight,” he complained. “Can’t get any more 
out. But as I came up I’m sure I felt Potiphar!” And down he dived 
again. 

Potiphar was a finely modelled bull with a suede skin, rough and 
comfortable and warm in bed. He was my own special joy and pride, and 
I thrilled with honest emotion when Potiphar emerged to light once 
more, stout-necked and stalwart as ever. 

“That’ll have to do,” said Charlotte, getting up. “We dursn’t take any 
more, ‘cos we’ll be found out if we do. Make the box all right, and bring 
‘em along.” 


Harold rammed down the wads of paper and twists of straw he had 
disturbed, replaced the lid squarely and innocently, and picked up his 
small salvage; and we sneaked off for the window most generally in use 
for prison-breakings and nocturnal escapades. A few seconds later and 
we were hurrying silently in single file along the dark edge of the lawn. 

Oh, the riot, the clamour, the crowding chorus, of all silent things that 
spoke by scent and colour and budding thrust and foison, that moonlit 
night of June! Under the laurel-shade all was still ghostly enough, 
brigand-haunted, crackling, whispering of night and all its possibilities of 
terror. But the open garden, when once we were in it — how it turned a 
glad new face to welcome us, glad as of old when the sunlight raked and 
searched it, new with the unfamiliar night-aspect that yet welcomed us as 
guests to a hall where the horns blew up to a new, strange banquet! Was 
this the same grass, could these be the same familiar flower-beds, alleys, 
clumps of verdure, patches of sward? At least this full white light that 
was flooding them was new, and accounted for all. It was Moonlight 
Land, and Past-Ten-o’clock Land, and we were in it and of it, and all its 
other denizens fully understood, and, tongue-free and awakened at last, 
responded and comprehended and knew. The other two, doubtless, 
hurrying forward full of their mission, noted little of all this. I, who was 
only a super, had leisure to take it all in, and, though the language and 
the message of the land were not all clear to me then, long afterwards I 
remembered and understood. 

Under the farthest hedge, at the loose end of things, where the outer 
world began with the paddock, there was darkness once again — not the 
blackness that crouched so solidly under the crowding laurels, but a 
duskiness hung from far-spread arms of high-standing elms. There, 
where the small grave made a darker spot on the grey, I overtook them, 
only just in time to see Rosa laid stiffly out, her cherry cheeks pale in the 
moonlight, but her brave smile triumphant and undaunted as ever. It was 
a tiny grave and a shallow one, to hold so very much. Rosa once in, 
Potiphar, who had hitherto stood erect, stout-necked, through so many 
days and such various weather, must needs bow his head and lie down 
meekly on his side. The elephant and the beetle, equal now in a silent 
land where a vertebra and a red circulation counted for nothing, had to 
snuggle down where best they might, only a little less crowded than in 
their native Ark. 





A DEPARTURE 


“As we turned to go, the man in the moon, tangled in elm boughs, caught 
my eye for a moment.” 


The earth was shovelled in and stamped down, and I was glad that no 
orisons were said and no speechifying took place. The whole thing was 
natural and right and self explanatory, and needed no justifying or 
interpreting to our audience of stars and flowers. The connexion was not 
entirely broken now — one link remained between us and them. The 
Noah’s Ark, with its cargo of sad-faced emigrants, might be hull down 
on the horizon, but two of its passengers had missed the boat and would 
henceforth be always near us; and, as we played above them, an elephant 
would understand, and a beetle would hear, and crawl again in spirit 
along a familiar floor. Henceforth the spotty horse would scour along far- 
distant plains and know the homesickness of alien stables; but Potiphar, 
though never again would he paw the arena when bull-fights were on the 


bill, was spared maltreatment by town-bred strangers, quite capable of 
mistaking him for a cow. Jerry and Esmeralda might shed their limbs and 
their stuffing, by slow or swift degrees, in uttermost parts and unguessed 
corners of the globe; but Rosa’s book was finally closed, and no worse 
fate awaited her than natural dissolution almost within touch and hail of 
familiar faces and objects that had been friendly to her since first she 
opened her eyes on a world where she had never been treated as a 
stranger. 

As we turned to go, the man in the moon, tangled in elm-boughs, 
caught my eye for a moment, and I thought that never had he looked so 
friendly. He was going to see after them, it was evident; for he was 
always there, more or less, and it was no trouble to him at all, and he 
would tell them how things were still going, up here, and throw in a story 
or two of his own whenever they seemed a trifle dull. It made the going 
away rather easier, to know one had left somebody behind on the spot; a 
good fellow, too, cheery, comforting, with a fund of anecdote; a man in 
whom one had every confidence. 
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It was a bland, sunny morning of a medieval May, — an old-style May 
of the most typical quality; and the Council of the little town of St. 
Radegonde were assembled, as was their wont at that hour, in the 
picturesque upper chamber of the Hôtel de Ville, for the dispatch of the 
usual municipal business. Though the date was early sixteenth century, 
the members of this particular town-council possessed considerable 
resemblance to those of similar assemblies in the seventeenth, 
eighteenth, and even the nineteenth centuries, in a general absence of any 
characteristic at all — unless a pervading hopeless insignificance can be 
considered as such. All the character in the room, indeed, seemed to be 
concentrated in the girl who stood before the table, erect, yet at her ease, 
facing the members in general and Mr. Mayor in particular; a delicate- 
handed, handsome girl of some eighteen summers, whose tall, supple 
figure was well set off by the quiet, though tasteful mourning in which 
she was clad. 

“Well, gentlemen,” the Mayor was saying, “this little business appears 
to be — er — quite in order, and it only remains for me to — er — 
review the facts. You are aware that the town has lately had the 
misfortune to lose its executioner, — a gentleman who, I may say, 
performed the duties of his office with neatness and dispatch, and gave 
the fullest satisfaction to all with whom he — er — came in contact. But 
the Council has already, in a vote of condolence, expressed its sense of 
the — er — striking qualities of the deceased. You are doubtless also 
aware that the office is hereditary, being secured to a particular family in 
this town, so long as any one of its members is ready and willing to take 
it up. The deed lies before me, and appears to be — er — quite in order. 
It is true that on this occasion the Council might have been called upon 
to consider and examine the title of the claimant, the late lamented 
official having only left a daughter, — she who now stands before you; 
but I am happy to say that Jeanne — the young lady in question — with 
what I am bound to call great good-feeling on her part, has saved us all 
trouble in that respect, by formally applying for the family post, with all 
its — er — duties, privileges, and emoluments; and her application 
appears to be — er — quite in order. There is, therefore, under the 
circumstances, nothing left for us to do but to declare the said applicant 
duly elected. I would wish, however, before I — er — sit down, to make 
it quite clear to the — er — fair petitioner, that if a laudable desire to 


save the Council trouble in the matter has led her to a — er — hasty 
conclusion, it is quite open to her to reconsider her position. Should she 
determine not to press her claim, the succession to the post would then 
apparently devolve upon her cousin Enguerrand, well known to you all 
as a practising advocate in the courts of this town. Though the youth has 
not, I admit, up to now proved a conspicuous success in the profession 
he has chosen, still there is no reason why a bad lawyer should not make 
an excellent executioner; and in view of the close friendship — may I 
even say attachment? — existing between the cousins, it is possible that 
this young lady may, in due course, practically enjoy the solid 
emoluments of the position without the necessity of discharging its (to 
some girls) uncongenial duties. And so, though not the rose herself, she 
would still be — er — near the rose!” And the Mayor resumed his seat, 
chuckling over his little pleasantry, which the keener wits of the Council 
proceeded to explain at length to the more obtuse. 

“Permit me, Mr. Mayor,” said the girl quietly, “first to thank you for 
what was evidently the outcome of a kindly though misdirected feeling 
on your part; and then to set you right as to the grounds of my 
application for the post to which you admit my hereditary claim. As to 
my cousin, your conjecture as to the feeling between us is greatly 
exaggerated; and I may further say at once, from my knowledge of his 
character, that he is little qualified either to adorn or to dignify an 
important position such as this. A man who has achieved such indifferent 
success in a minor and less exacting walk of life, is hardly likely to shine 
in an occupation demanding punctuality, concentration, judgment, — all 
the qualities, in fine, that go to make a good business man. But this is 
beside the question. My motive, gentlemen, in demanding what is my 
due, is a simple and (I trust) an honest one, and I desire that there should 
be no misunderstanding. It is my wish to be dependent on no one. I am 
both willing and able to work, and I only ask for what is the common 
right of humanity, — admission to the labour market. How many poor, 
toiling women would simply jump at a chance like this which fortune, by 
the accident of birth, lays open to me! And shall I, from any false 
deference to that conventional voice which proclaims this thing as ‘nice,’ 
and that thing as ‘not nice,’ reject a handicraft which promises me both 
artistic satisfaction and a competence? No, gentlemen; my claim is a 
small one, — only a fair day’s wage for a fair day’s work. But I can 
accept nothing less, nor consent to forgo my rights, even for any 
contingent remainder of possible cousinly favour!” 


There was a touch of scorn in her fine contralto voice as she finished 
speaking; the Mayor himself beamed approval. He was not wealthy, and 
had a large family of daughters; so Jeanne’s sentiments seemed to him 
entirely right and laudable.” Well, gentlemen,” he began briskly, “then all 
we’ ve got to do, is to — —” 

“Beg pardon, your worship,” put in Master Robinet, the tanner, who 
had been sitting with a petrified, Bill-the-Lizard sort of expression 
during the speechifying: “but are we to understand as how this here 
young lady is going to be the public executioner of this here town?” 

“Really, neighbour Robinet,” said the Mayor, somewhat pettishly, 
“you've got ears like the rest of us, I suppose; and you know the contents 
of the deed; and you’ve had my assurance that it’s — er — quite in 
order; and as it’s getting towards lunch-time — —” 

“But it’s unheard of,” protested honest Robinet. “There hasn’t ever 
been no such thing — leastways not as I’ve heard tell.” 
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Vou seed am familiar with 
the roubine. ... ™ 
Good- minning, Gentlemen! 
“Well, well, well,” said the Mayor, “everything must have a 
beginning, I suppose. Times are different now, you know. There’s the 


march of intellect, and — er — all that sort of thing. We must advance 
with the times — don’t you see, Robinet? — advance with the times!” 

“Well, I’m — —’” began the tanner. 

But no one heard, on this occasion, the tanner’s opinion as to his 
condition, physical or spiritual; for the clear contralto cut short his 
obtestations. 

“Tf there’s really nothing more to be said, Mr. Mayor,” she remarked, 
“I need not trespass longer on your valuable time. I propose to take up 
the duties of my office to-morrow morning, at the usual hour. The salary 
will, I assume, be reckoned from the same date; and I shall make the 
customary quarterly application for such additional emoluments as may 
have accrued to me during that period. You see I am familiar with the 
routine. Good-morning, gentlemen!” And as she passed from the Council 
chamber, her small head held erect, even the tanner felt that she took 
with her a large portion of the May sunshine which was condescending 
that morning to gild their deliberations. 


One evening, a few weeks later, Jeanne was taking a stroll on the 
ramparts of the town, a favourite and customary walk of hers when 
business cares were over. The pleasant expanse of country that lay spread 
beneath her — the rich sunset, the gleaming, sinuous river, and the noble 
old chateau that dominated both town and pasture from its adjacent 
height — all served to stir and bring out in her those poetic impulses 
which had lain dormant during the working day; while the cool evening 
breeze smoothed out and obliterated any little jars or worries which 
might have ensued during the practice of a profession in which she was 
still something of a novice. This evening she felt fairly happy and 
content. True, business was rather brisk, and her days had been fully 
occupied; but this mattered little so long as her modest efforts were 
appreciated, and she was now really beginning to feel that, with practice, 
her work was creditably and artistically done. In a satisfied, somewhat 
dreamy mood, she was drinking in the various sweet influences of the 
evening, when she perceived her cousin approaching. 

“Good-evening, Enguerrand,” cried Jeanne pleasantly; she was 
thinking that since she had begun to work for her living she had hardly 
seen him — and they used to be such good friends. Could anything have 
occurred to offend him? 

Enguerrand drew near somewhat moodily, but could not help allowing 
his expression to relax at sight of her fair young face, set in its 
framework of rich brown hair, wherein the sunset seemed to have tangled 
itself and to cling, reluctant to leave it. 

“Sit down, Enguerrand,” continued Jeanne, “and tell me what you’ve 
been doing this long time. Been very busy, and winning forensic fame 
and gold?” 

“Well, not exactly,” said Enguerrand, moody once more. “The fact is, 
there’s so much interest required nowadays at the courts that unassisted 
talent never gets a chance. And you, Jeanne?” 

“Oh, I don’t complain,” answered Jeanne lightly. “Of course, it’s fair- 
time just now, you know, and we’re always busy then. But work will be 
lighter soon, and then Pll get a day off, and we’ll have a delightful 
ramble and picnic in the woods, as we used to do when we were 
children. What fun we had in those old days, Enguerrand! Do you 
remember when we were quite little tots, and used to play at executions 
in the back-garden, and you were a bandit and a buccaneer, and all sorts 


of dreadful things, and I used to chop off your head with a paper-knife? 
How pleased dear father used to be!” 

“Jeanne,” said Enguerrand, with some hesitation, “you’ve touched 
upon the very subject that I came to speak to you about. Do you know, 
dear, I can’t help feeling — it may be unreasonable, but still the feeling 
is there — that the profession you have adopted is not quite — is just a 
little — —” 

“Now, Enguerrand!” said Jeanne, an angry flash sparkling in her eyes. 
She was a little touchy on this subject, the word she most affected to 
despise being also the one she most dreaded, — the adjective 
“unladylike.” 

“Don’t misunderstand me, Jeanne,” went on Enguerrand imploringly: 
“you may naturally think that, because I should have succeeded to the 
post, with its income and perquisites, had you relinquished your claim, 
there is therefore some personal feeling in my remonstrances. Believe 
me, it is not so. My own interests do not weigh with me for a moment. It 
is on your account, Jeanne, and yours alone, that I ask you to consider 
whether the higher esthetic qualities, which I know you possess, may 
not become cramped and thwarted by ‘the trivial round, the common 
task, which you have lightly undertaken. However laudable a 
professional life may be, one always feels that with a delicate organism 
such as woman, some of the bloom may possibly get rubbed off the 
peach.” 

“Well, Enguerrand,” said Jeanne, composing herself with an effort, 
though her lips were set hard, “I will do you the justice to believe that 
personal advantage does not influence you, and I will try to reason 
calmly with you, and convince you that you are simply hide-bound by 
old-world prejudice. Now, take yourself, for instance, who come here to 
instruct me: what does your profession amount to, when all’s said and 
done? A mass of lies, quibbles, dodges, and tricks, that would make any 
self-respecting executioner blush! And even with the dirty weapons at 
your command, you make but a poor show of it. There was that wretched 
fellow you defended only two days ago. (I was in court during the trial 
— professional interest, you know.) Well, he had his regular alibi all 
ready, as clear as clear could be; only you must needs go and mess and 
bungle the thing up, so that, just as I expected all along, he was passed 
on to me for treatment in due course. You may like to have his opinion 
— that of a shrewd, though unlettered person. ‘It’s a real pleasure, miss,’ 
he said, ‘to be handled by you. You knows your work, and you does your 
work — though p’raps I ses it as shouldn’t. If that blooming fool of a 





mouthpiece of mine’ — he was referring to you, dear, in your capacity of 
advocate— ‘had known his business half as well as you do yours, I 
shouldn’t a bin here now!’ And you know, Enguerrand, he was perfectly 
right.” 

“Well, perhaps he was,” admitted Enguerrand. “You see, I had been 
working at a sonnet the night before, and I couldn’t get the rhymes right, 
and they would keep coming into my head in court and mixing 
themselves up with the alibi. But look here, Jeanne, when you saw I was 
going off the track, you might have given me a friendly hint, you know 
— for old times’ sake, if not for the prisoner’s!” 

“I daresay,” replied Jeanne calmly: “perhaps you’ll tell me why I 
should sacrifice my interests because you’re unable to look after yours. 
You forget that I receive a bonus, over and above my salary, upon each 
exercise of my functions!” 

“True,” said Enguerrand gloomily: “I did forget that. I wish I had your 
business aptitudes, Jeanne.” 

“I daresay you do,” remarked Jeanne. “But you see, dear, how all your 
arguments fall to the ground. You mistake a prepossession for a logical 
base. Now if I had gone, like that Clairette you used to dangle after, and 
been waiting-woman to some grand lady in a chateau, — a thin-blooded 
compound of drudge and sycophant, — then, I suppose, you’d have been 
perfectly satisfied. So feminine! So genteel!” 

“She’s not a bad sort of girl, little Claire,’ said Enguerrand 
reflectively (thereby angering Jeanne afresh): “but putting her aside, — 
of course you could always beat me at argument, Jeanne; you’d have 
made a much better lawyer than I. But you know, dear, how much I care 
about you; and I did hope that on that account even a prejudice, however 
unreasonable, might have some little weight. And I’m not alone, let me 
tell you, in my views. There was a fellow in court only to-day, who was 
saying that yours was only a succès d’estime, and that woman, as a 
naturally talkative and hopelessly unpunctual animal, could never be 
more than a clever amateur in the profession you have chosen.” 

“That will do, Enguerrand,” said Jeanne proudly; “it seems that when 
argument fails, you can stoop so low as to insult me through my sex. You 
men are all alike, — steeped in brutish masculine prejudice. Now go 
away, and don’t mention the subject to me again till you’re quite 
reasonable and nice.” 


Jeanne passed a somewhat restless night after her small scene with her 
cousin, waking depressed and unrefreshed. Though she had carried 
matters with so high a hand, and had scored so distinctly all around, she 
had been more agitated than she had cared to show. She liked 
Enguerrand; and more especially did she like his admiration for her; and 
that chance allusion to Clairette contained possibilities that were 
alarming. In embracing a professional career, she had never thought for a 
moment that it could militate against that due share of admiration to 
which, as a girl, she was justly entitled; and Enguerrand’s views seemed 
this morning all the more narrow and inexcusable. She rose languidly, 
and as soon as she was dressed sent off a little note to the Mayor, saying 
that she had a nervous headache and felt out of sorts, and begging to be 
excused from attendance on that day; and the missive reached the Mayor 
just as he was taking his usual place at the head of the Board. 

“Dear, dear!” said the kind-hearted old man, as soon as he had read 
the letter to his fellow-councilmen: “I’m very sorry. Poor girl! Here, one 
of you fellows, just run round and tell the gaoler there won’t be any 
business to-day. Jeanne’s seedy. It’s put off till to-morrow. And now, 
gentlemen, the agenda — —” 

“Really, your worship,” exploded Robinet, “this is simply ridiculous!” 

“Upon my word, Robinet,” said the Mayor, “I don’t know what’s the 
matter with you. Here’s a poor girl unwell, — and a more hard-working 
girl isn’t in the town, — and instead of sympathising with her, and 
Saying you’re sorry, you call it ridiculous! Suppose you had a headache 
yourself! You wouldn’t like — —” 

“But it is ridiculous,” maintained the tanner stoutly. “Who ever heard 
of an executioner having a nervous headache? There’s no precedent for 
it. And ‘out of sorts,’ too! Suppose the criminals said they were out of 
sorts, and didn’t feel up to being executed?” 

“Well, suppose they did,” replied the Mayor, “we’d try and meet them 
half-way, I daresay. They’d have to be executed some time or other, you 
know. Why on earth are you so captious about trifles? The prisoners 
won’t mind, and I don’t mind: nobody’s inconvenienced, and 
everybody’s happy!” 

“You’re right there, Mr. Mayor,” put in another councilman. “This 
executing business used to give the town a lot of trouble and bother; now 
it’s all as easy as kiss-your-hand. Instead of objecting, as they used to do, 





and wanting to argue the point and kick up a row, the fellows as is told 
off for execution come skipping along in the morning, like a lot of lambs 
in May-time. And then the fun there is on the scaffold! The jokes, the 
back answers, the repartees! And never a word to shock a baby! Why, 
my little girl, as goes through the market-place every morning — on her 
way to school, you know — she says to me only yesterday, she says, 
‘Why, father,’ she says, ‘it’s as good as the play-actors,’ she says.” 

“There again,” persisted Robinet; “I object to that too. They ought to 
show a properer feeling. Playing at mummers is one thing, and being 
executed is another, and people ought to keep ‘em separate. In my 
father’s time, that sort of thing wasn’t thought good taste, and I don’t 
hold with new-fangled notions.” 

“Well, really, neighbour,” said the Mayor, “I think you’re out of sorts 
yourself to-day. You must have got out of bed the wrong side this 
morning. As for a little joke, more or less, we all know a maiden loves a 
merry jest when she’s certain of having the last word! But I’ll tell you 
what Pll do, if itll please you; PII go round and see Jeanne myself on 
my way home, and tell her — quite nicely, you know — that once in a 
way doesn’t matter; but that if she feels her health won’t let her keep 
regular business hours, she mustn’t think of going on with anything 
that’s bad for her. Like that, don’t you see? And now, gentlemen, let’s 
read the minutes!” 

Thus it came about that Jeanne took her usual walk that evening with 
a ruffled brow and a swelling heart; and her little hand opened and shut 
angrily as she paced the ramparts. She couldn’t stand being found fault 
with. How could she help having a headache? Those clods of citizens 
didn’t know what a highly strung sensitive organisation was. Absorbed 
in her reflections, she had taken several turns up and down the grassy 
footway before she became aware that she was not alone. A youth, of 
richer dress and more elegant bearing than the general run of the 
Radegundians, was leaning in an embrasure, watching the graceful figure 
with evident interest. 

“Something has vexed you, fair maiden?” he observed, coming 
forward deferentially as soon as he perceived he was noticed; “and care 
sits but awkwardly on that smooth young brow.” 

“Nay, it is nothing, kind sir,” replied Jeanne; “we girls who work for 
our living must not be too sensitive. My employers have been somewhat 
exigent, that is all. I did wrong to take it to heart.” 

“Tis the way of the bloated capitalist,” rejoined the young man 
lightly, as he turned to walk by her side. “They grind us, they grind us; 


perhaps some day they will come under your hands in turn, and then you 
can pay them out. And so you toil and spin, fair lily! And yet, methinks, 
those delicate hands show little trace of labour?” 

“You wrong me, indeed, sir,” replied Jeanne merrily. “These hands of 
mine, that you are so good as to admire, do great execution!” 

“T can well believe that your victims are numerous,” he replied; “may 
I be permitted to rank myself among the latest of them?” 

“T wish you a better fortune, kind sir,” answered Jeanne demurely. 

“I can imagine no more delightful one,” he replied; “and where do 
you ply your daily task, fair mistress? Not entirely out of sight and 
access, I trust?” 
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“Nay, sir,” laughed Jeanne, “I work in the market-place most 
mornings, and there is no charge for admission; and access is far from 
difficult. Indeed, some complain — but that is no business of mine. And 
now I must be wishing you a good-evening. Nay,” — for he would have 
detained her, — “it is not seemly for an unprotected maiden to tarry in 
converse with a stranger at this hour. Au revoir, sir! If you should happen 


to be in the market-place any morning — —” And she tripped lightly 
away. The youth, gazing after her retreating figure, confessed himself 
strangely fascinated by this fair unknown, whose particular employment, 
by the way, he had forgotten to ask; while Jeanne, as she sped 
homewards, could not help reflecting that, for style and distinction, this 
new acquaintance threw into the shade all the Enguerrands and others 
she had met hitherto — even in the course of business. 


IV 


Ihe next morning was bright and breezy, and Jeanne was early at her 
post, feeling quite a different girl. The busy little market-place was full 
of colour and movement, and the gay patches of flowers and fruit, the 
strings of fluttering kerchiefs, and the piles of red and yellow pottery, 
formed an artistic setting to the quiet impressive scaffold which they 
framed. Jeanne was in short sleeves, according to the etiquette of her 
office, and her round graceful arms showed snowily against her dark 
blue skirt and scarlet, tight-fitting bodice. Her assistant looked at her 
with admiration. 

“Hope you’re better, miss,” he said respectfully. “It was just as well 
you didn’t put yourself out to come yesterday; there was nothing 
particular to do. Only one fellow, and he said he didn’t care; anything to 
oblige a lady!” 

“Well, I wish he’d hurry up now, to oblige a lady,” said Jeanne, 
swinging her axe carelessly to and fro: “ten minutes past the hour; I shall 
have to talk to the Mayor about this.” 

“It’s a pity there ain’t a better show this morning,” pursued the 
assistant, as he leant over the rail of the scaffold and spat meditatively 
into the busy throng below. “They do say as how the young Seigneur 
arrived at the Chateau yesterday — him as has been finishing his 
education in Paris, you know. He’s as likely as not to be in the market- 
place to-day; and if he’s disappointed, he may go off to Paris again, 
which would be a pity, seeing the Chateau’s been empty so long. But he 
may go to Paris, or anywhere else he’s a mind to, he won’t see better 
workmanship than in this here little town!” 

“Well, my good Raoul,” said Jeanne, colouring slightly at the obvious 
compliment, “quality, not quantity, is what we aim at here, you know. If 
a Paris education has been properly assimilated by the Seigneur, he will 
not fail to make all the necessary allowances. But see, the prison-doors 
are opening at last!” 
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They both looked across the little square to the prison, which fronted 
the scaffold; and sure enough, a small body of men, the Sheriff at their 
head, was issuing from the building, conveying, or endeavouring to 
convey, the tardy prisoner to the scaffold. That gentleman, however, 
seemed to be in a different and less obliging frame of mind from that of 
the previous day; and at every pace one or other of the guards was shot 
violently into the middle of the square, propelled by a vigorous kick or 
blow from the struggling captive. The crowd, unaccustomed of late to 
such demonstrations of feeling, and resenting the prisoner’s want of 
taste, hooted loudly; but it was not until that ingenious medieval 
arrangement known as la marche aux crapauds had been brought to bear 
on him that the reluctant convict could be prevailed upon to present 
himself before the young lady he had already so unwarrantably detained. 

Jeanne’s profession had both accustomed her to surprises and taught 
her the futility of considering her clients as drawn from any one 
particular class; yet she could hardly help feeling some astonishment on 
recognising her new acquaintance of the previous evening. That, with all 


his evident amiability of character, he should come to this end, was not 
in itself a special subject for wonder; but that he should have been 
conversing with her on the ramparts at the hour when — after 
courteously excusing her attendance on the scaffold — he was cooling 
his heels in prison for another day, seemed hardly to be accounted for, at 
first sight. Jeanne, however, reflected that the reconciling of apparent 
contradictions was not included in her official duties. 

The Sheriff, wiping his heated brow, now read the formal procès 
delivering over the prisoner to the executioner’s hands; “and a nice job 
we’ ve had to get him here,” he added on his own account. And the young 
man, who had remained perfectly tractable since his arrival, stepped 
forward and bowed politely. 

“Now that we have been properly introduced,” said he courteously, 
“allow me to apologise for any inconvenience you have been put to by 
my delay. The fault was entirely mine, and these gentlemen are in no 
way to blame. Had I known whom I was to have the pleasure of meeting, 
wings could not have conveyed me swiftly enough.” 

“Do not mention, I pray, the word inconvenience,” replied Jeanne, 
with that timid grace which so well became her. “I only trust that any 
slight discomfort it may be my duty to cause you before we part will be 
as easily pardoned. And now — for the morning, alas! advances — any 
little advice or assistance that I can offer is quite at your service; for the 
situation is possibly new, and you may have had but little experience.” 

“Faith! none worth mentioning,” said the prisoner gaily. “Treat me as 
a raw beginner. Though our acquaintance has been but brief, I have the 
utmost confidence in you.” 

“Then, sir,” said Jeanne, blushing, “suppose I were to assist you in 
removing this gay doublet, so as to give both of us more freedom and 
less responsibility?” 

“A perquisite of the office?” queried the prisoner with a smile, as he 
slipped one arm out of its sleeve. 

A flush came over Jeanne’s fair brow. “That was ungenerous,” she 
said. 

“Nay, pardon me, sweet one,” said he, laughing: 
of mine — in bad taste, I willingly admit.” 
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“T was sure you did not mean to hurt me,” she replied kindly, while 
her fingers were busy in turning back the collar of his shirt. It was 
composed, she noticed, of the finest point lace; and she could not help a 
feeling of regret that some slight error — as must, from what she knew, 
exist somewhere — should compel her to take a course so at variance 
with her real feelings. Her only comfort was that the youth himself 
seemed entirely satisfied with his situation. He hummed the last air from 
Paris during her ministrations, and when she had quite finished, kissed 
the pretty fingers with a metropolitan grace. 

“And now, sir,” said Jeanne, “if you will kindly come this way: and 
please to mind the step — so. Now, if you will have the goodness to 
kneel here — nay, the sawdust is perfectly clean; you are my first client 
this morning. On the other side of the block you will find a nick, more or 
less adapted to the human chin, though a perfect fit cannot, of course, be 
guaranteed in every case. So! Are you pretty comfortable?” 

“A bed of roses,” replied the prisoner. “And what a really admirable 
view one gets of the valley and the river, from just this particular point!” 





“Charming, is it not?” replied Jeanne. “I’m so glad you do justice to 
it. Some of your predecessors have really quite vexed me by their 
inability to appreciate that view. It’s worth coming here to see it. And 
now, to return to business for one moment, — would you prefer to give 
the word yourself? Some people do; it’s a mere matter of taste. Or will 
you leave yourself entirely in my hands?” 

“Oh, in your fair hands,” replied her client, “which I beg you to 
consider respectfully kissed once more by your faithful servant to 
command.” 

Jeanne, blushing rosily, stepped back a pace, moistening her palms as 
she grasped her axe, when a puffing and blowing behind caused her to 
turn her head, and she perceived the Mayor hastily ascending the 
scaffold. 

“Hold on a minute, Jeanne, my girl,” he gasped. “Don’t be in a hurry. 
There’s been some little mistake.” 

Jeanne drew herself up with dignity. “I’m afraid I don’t quite 
understand you, Mr. Mayor,” she replied in freezing accents. “There’s 
been no little mistake on my part that I’m aware of.” 

“No, no, no,” said the Mayor apologetically; “but on somebody else’s 
there has. You see it happened in this way: this here young fellow was 
going round the town last night; and he’d been dining, I should say, and 
he was carrying on rather free. I will only say so much in your presence, 
that he was carrying on decidedly free. So the town-guard happened to 
come across him, and he was very high and very haughty, he was, and 
wouldn’t give his name nor yet his address — as a gentleman should, 
you know, when he’s been dining and carrying on free. So our fellows 
just ran him in — and it took the pick of them all their time to do it, too. 
Well, then, the other chap who was in prison — the gentleman who 
obliged you yesterday, you know — what does he do but slip out and run 
away in the middle of all the row and confusion; and very inconsiderate 
and ungentlemanly it was of him to take advantage of us in that mean 
way, just when we wanted a little sympathy and forbearance. Well, the 
Sheriff comes this morning to fetch out his man for execution, and he 
knows there’s only one man to execute, and he sees there’s only one man 
in prison, and it all seems as simple as A B C — he never was much of a 
mathematician, you know — so he fetches our friend here along, quite 
gaily. And — and that’s how it came about, you see; hinc ille lachryme, 
as the Roman poet has it. So now I shall just give this young fellow a 
good talking to, and discharge him with a caution; and we sha’n’t require 
you any more to-day, Jeanne, my girl.” 


“Now, look here, Mr. Mayor,” said Jeanne severely, “you utterly fail 
to grasp the situation in its true light. All these little details may be 
interesting in themselves, and doubtless the press will take note of them; 
but they are entirely beside the point. With the muddleheadedness of 
your officials (which I have frequently remarked upon) I have nothing 
whatever to do. All I know is, that this young gentleman has been 
formally handed over to me for execution, with all the necessary legal 
requirements; and executed he has got to be. When my duty has been 
performed, you are at liberty to reopen the case if you like; and any ‘little 
mistake’ that may have occurred through your stupidity you can then 
rectify at your leisure. Meantime, you’ve no locus standi here at all; in 
fact, you’ve no business whatever lumbering up my scaffold. So shut up 
and clear out.” 

“Now, Jeanne, do be reasonable,” implored the Mayor. “You women 
are so precise. You never will make any allowance for the necessary 
margin of error in things.” 

“If I were to allow the necessary margin for all your errors, Mayor,” 
replied Jeanne coolly, “the edition would have to be a large-paper one, 
and even then the text would stand a poor chance. And now, if you don’t 
allow me the necessary margin to swing my axe, there may be another 
‘little mistake’ — —” 
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But at this point a hubbub 
arose al the toot of the scaffold. 

But at this point a hubbub arose at the foot of the scaffold, and Jeanne, 
leaning over, perceived sundry tall fellows, clad in the livery of the 
Seigneur, engaged in dispersing the municipal guard by the agency of 
well-directed kicks, applied with heartiness and anatomical knowledge. 
A moment later, there strode on to the scaffold, clad in black velvet, and 
adorned with his gold chain of office, the stately old seneschal of the 
Chateau, evidently in a towering passion. 

“Now, mark my words, you miserable little bladder-o’-lard,” he 
roared at the Mayor (whose bald head certainly shone provokingly in the 
morning sun), “see if I don’t take this out of your skin presently!” And 
he passed on to where the youth was still kneeling, apparently quite 
absorbed in the view. 

“My lord,” he said firmly though respectfully, “your hair-brained folly 
really passes all bounds. Have you entirely lost your head?” 

“Faith, nearly,” said the young man, rising and stretching himself. “Is 
that you, old Thibault? Ow, what a crick I’ve got in my neck! But that 
view of the valley was really delightful!” 





“Did you come here simply to admire the view, my lord?” inquired 
Thibault severely. 





“Now mark my words you miserable 
little bladder-o-lard see f l dont , 
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“I came because my horse would come,” replied the young Seigneur 
lightly: “that is, these gentlemen here were so pressing; they would not 
hear of any refusal; and besides, they forgot to mention what my 
attendance was required in such a hurry for. And when I got here, 
Thibault, old fellow, and saw that divine creature — nay, a goddess, dea 
certé — so graceful, so modest, so anxious to acquit herself with credit 
— Well, you know my weakness; I never could bear to disappoint a 
woman. She had evidently set her heart on taking my head; and as she 
had my heart already — —” 

“T think, my lord,” said Thibault, with some severity, “you had better 
let me escort you back to the Chateau. This appears to be hardly a safe 
place for light-headed and susceptible persons!” 

Jeanne, as was natural, had the last word. “Understand me, Mr. 
Mayor,” said she, “these proceedings are entirely irregular. I decline to 


recognise them, and when the quarter expires I shall claim the usual 
bonus!” 


V 


When, an hour or two later, an invitation arrived — courteously worded 
but significantly backed by an escort of half-a-dozen tall archers — for 
both Jeanne and the Mayor to attend at the Chateau without delay, Jeanne 
for her part received it with neither surprise nor reluctance. She had felt 
it especially hard that the only two interviews fate had granted her with 
the one man who had made some impression on her heart should be 
hampered, the one by considerations of propriety, the other by the 
conflicting claims of her profession and its duties. On this occasion, now, 
she would have an excellent chaperon in the Mayor; and, business being 
over for the day, they could meet and unbend on a common social 
footing. The Mayor was not at all surprised either, considering what had 
gone before; but he was exceedingly terrified, and sought some 
consolation from Jeanne as they proceeded together to the Chateau. That 
young lady’s remarks, however, could hardly be called exactly 
comforting. 





An invitation arrived backed 
an escort of telfa -dozen 


archers. 


“I always thought you’d put your foot in it some day, Mayor,” she 
said. “You are so hopelessly wanting in system and method. Really, 
under the present happy-go-lucky police arrangements, I never know 
whom I may not be called upon to execute. Between you and my cousin 
Enguerrand, life is hardly safe in this town. And the worst of it is, that 
we other officials on the staff have to share in the discredit.” 

“What do you think they’ll do to me, Jeanne?” whimpered the Mayor, 
perspiring freely. 

“Can’t say, I’m sure,” pursued the candid Jeanne. “Of course, if it’s 
anything in the rack line of business, I shall have to superintend the 
arrangements, and then you can feel sure you’re in capable hands. But 
probably they’ll only fine you pretty smartly, give you a month or two in 
the dungeons, and dismiss you from your post; and you will hardly 
grudge any slight personal inconvenience resulting from an arrangement 
so much to the advantage of the town.” 

This was hardly reassuring, but the Mayor’s official reprimand of the 
previous day still rankled in this unforgiving young person’s mind. 


On their reaching the Chateau the Mayor was conducted aside, to be 
dealt with by Thibault; and from the sounds of agonised protestation and 
lament which shortly reached Jeanne’s ears, it was evident that he was 
having a mauvais quart d’heure. The young lady was shown respectfully 
into a chamber apart, where she had hardly had time to admire 
sufficiently the good taste of the furniture and the magnificence of the 
tapestry with which the walls were hung, when the Seigneur entered and 
welcomed her with a cordial grace that put her entirely at her ease. 

“Your punctuality puts me to shame, fair mistress,” he said, 
“considering how unwarrantably I kept you waiting this morning, and 
how I tested your patience by my ignorance and awkwardness.” 

He had changed his dress, and the lace round his neck was even richer 
than before. Jeanne had always considered one of the chief marks of a 
well-bred man to be a fine disregard for the amount of his washing-bill; 
and then with what good taste he referred to recent events — putting 
himself in the wrong, as a gentleman should! 

“Indeed, my lord,” she replied modestly, “I was only too anxious to 
hear from your own lips that you bore me no ill-will for the part forced 
on me by circumstances in our recent interview. Your lordship has 
sufficient critical good sense, I feel sure, to distinguish between the 
woman and the official.” 

“True, Jeanne,” he replied, drawing nearer; “and while I shrink from 
expressing, in their fulness, all the feelings that the woman inspires in 
me, I have no hesitation — for I know it will give you pleasure — in 
acquainting you with the entire artistic satisfaction with which I watched 
you at your task!” 

“But, indeed,” said Jeanne, “you did not see me at my best. In fact, I 
can’t help wishing — it’s ridiculous, I know, because the thing is hardly 
practicable — but if I could only have carried my performance quite 
through, and put the last finishing touches to it, you would not have been 
judging me now by the mere ‘blocking-in’ of what promised to be a 
masterpiece!” 

“Yes, I wish it could have been arranged somehow,” said the 
Seigneur, reflectively; “but perhaps it’s better as it is. I am content to let 
the artist remain for the present on trust, if I may only take over, fully 
paid up, the woman I adore!” 

Jeanne felt strangely weak. The official seemed oozing out at her 
fingers and toes, while the woman’s heart beat even more distressingly. 

“I have one little question to ask,” he murmured (his arm was about 
her now). 


“Do I understand that you still claim your bonus?” 

Jeanne felt like water in his strong embrace; but she nerved herself to 
answer, faintly but firmly, “Yes!” 

“Then so do I,” he replied, as his lips met hers. 


Executions continued to occur in St. Radegonde; the Radegundians 
being conservative and very human. But much of the innocent enjoyment 
that formerly attended them departed after the fair Chatelaine had ceased 
to officiate. Enguerrand, on succeeding to the post, wedded Clairette, she 
being (he was heard to say) a more suitable match in mind and temper 
than others of whom he would name no names. Rumour had it, that he 
found his match and something over; while as for temper — and mind 
(which she gave him in bits). But the domestic trials of high-placed 
officials have a right to be held sacred. The profession, in spite of his 
best endeavours, languished nevertheless. Some said that the scaffold 
lacked its old attraction for criminals of spirit; others, more unkindly, that 
the headsman was the innocent cause, and that Enguerrand was less fatal 
in his new sphere than formerly, when practising in the criminal court as 
advocate for the defence. 
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Grahame returned to Cookham, where he had lived as a child. 
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INTRODUCTION by Elspeth Grahame 


HISTORY may be told in two ways: backwards or forwards — just as a 
river may be traced from its finish where a battleship may ride, to its 
tiny, moss-covered source which could scarcely harbour a child’s paper 
boat, or from the all but untraceable trickle of the river to its ending. 

Now to start on our history backwards: here is the book itself, 
speaking for itself into many ears and into many hearts. This requires no 
explanation nor comment. But how the completed book came into being, 
does. And as such evidence is rarely available, let me furnish it in the 
form of ‘Whispers’ one — two — and three, in their sequence 
backwards, which takes us to the very earliest and softest whisper of all. 

First of these are the ‘letters’ on which the book is based, which were 
written by Kenneth Grahame as a substitute for the bedtime stories told 
by him to his little son who — refusing point-blank to go away to the 
seaside, because he would miss the adventures of Toad — was promised 
by his father that further instalments of these should be forwarded to him 
in writing, and this was done almost chapter by chapter. His nursery- 
governess who read the ‘adventures’ aloud to the child, evidently saw 
there was something unusual about them, for she preserved them and 
posted them to me for safe keeping, knowing full well that, if restored to 
the author, they would merely be consigned to the waste-paper basket. 

No one had ever heard these stories related, except the child himself. 
But once I remember, on asking my maid to tell Kenneth that we were 
already very late in starting for some dinner-party, that she mentioned: 
‘Oh, he is up in the night-nursery, telling Master Mouse some ditty or 
another about a toad.’ 

This maid was of Wiltshire origin and used words now almost 
obsolete in their meaning, such as ‘ditty’ for story, and ‘clown’ for fool. 

I had another peep into the ‘toad-ditty’ some time later when we were 
spending part of our summer holiday at a famous old Scottish castle 
where one day some neighbours (as neighbours go in an isolated part of 
Scotland) came over to tea. They were very late in arriving, distances 
being great in those parts, and hills steep for the horses, then still in 
common use, and therefore our small boy had already gone to bed, and 
Kenneth was in attendance with his bedtime story. One of the visitors, 
having expressed a great desire to meet Kenneth, was directed to the 
night-nursery along many winding passages and landings. She was a 


long time in returning and, on being asked if she had had a nice talk with 
Mr. Grahame, said she had not seen him. 

‘But surely, you could not have taken all this time to find your way 
there and back!’ 

‘No,’ said the lady, ‘though I did not see him, I have been listening to 
him spell-bound through the door which fortunately happened to be just 
ajar, and I heard two of the most beautiful voices, one relating a 
wonderful story, and the other, soft as the south wind blowing, 
sometimes asking for an explanation, sometimes arguing a point, at 
others laughing like a whole chime of bells — the loveliest duet possible, 
and one that I would not have interrupted for the world But the subject 
under discussion was so entrancing that I only wished I could have taken 
down every word of it, so that others — indeed a world-ful of others — 
might have the chance of enjoying the story as much as I did.’ 

“What was the story about?’ inquired the company. 

“To tell you that, I should need to be as skilful as the actual teller of 
the tale, and all of you as appreciative as the one to whom it was told.’ 

‘Well, tell us something about it, after listening to it all this long 
time!’ 

‘It sounded like music, and every word slid just into its rightful place. 
There was magic in it, there was sense in it, and above all there was 
beauty in it.’ 

“Yes! But what was it all about? Do tell us that! Fairies? Real people? 
Children? Places?’ 

‘None of these. But I know there was a Badger in it, a Mole, a Toad, 
and a Water-rat, and the places they lived in and were surrounded by.’ 

‘Oh, I see, or rather I don’t — but it seems to have kept you standing 
outside that door so long that if we don’t start now we shall be late for 
dinner.’ 

‘It didn’t seem long to me, as I could have listened to Mole and Rat 
and Badger for ever, and was quite unconscious of standing outside a 
door, or indeed of being in any material world at all, till I looked at my 
watch and found I had to return to it.’ 

And then for some years, no further glimpse into the future Wind in 
the Willows was vouchsafed to me, when I chanced to see the Letters to 
his son, returned to me from the seaside. And possibly no more would 
ever have been heard of Otter, Badger, Mole, Toady, Ratty and all the 
other ‘Characters’, but that a lady-agent for an American Firm of 
Publishers arrived in a taxi from London at the house in Berkshire where 


we were living, to proffer a request that Kenneth would write something 
for them on any subject and at any price he desired. 

Kenneth said he had nothing ready, and as he ‘regarded himself not as 
a pump, but as a spring,’ he could not hold out any particular hopes as to 
when he would have anything to offer. The lady seeming very 
disappointed at failing in her mission, I bethought me of the bedtime 
stories now more or less in manuscript form, and after some discussion, 
it was decided that the adventures of Toad, Mole, and Company should 
go farther afield and be published in America. 

They arrived there, but occasioned bitter disappointment. Where were 
the children first met with in The Golden Age and their adventures, 
together with their successors in Dream Days? Not a trace of them. But 
in their place: animals, not even ‘domestic’, but from wild wood, river- 
banks and other obscure and unaccustomed haunts. The impasse between 
what was supplied and what was demanded was great and seemed 
insurmountable. 

It is, of course, a known fact that once an author has made a success 
with one type of book, he must continue to take that as a model. It 
reminds me that Anstey Guthrie told me that his publishers in begging a 
further work from him, after the triumph of Vice Versa, suggested that he 
might write a companion story about ‘a girls’ school’. ‘Now what,’ said 
he, ‘should I know regarding a girls’ school?’ 

So evidently the American publishers were quite at a loss how to 
adapt themselves to the transmutation of those very realistic boys and 
girls, such as their readers could comprehend, into animals, and wild 
animals at that. 

Therefore Kenneth asked for the MS. to be sent back, and it was 
forthwith published in England, and when the head of that American 
firm saw how the book made its way into the hearts of its English readers 
he was a sad man, and lived to call his beautiful American country-home 
by the name of ‘Toad Hall’. 

Another enthusiastic reader of Kenneth’s former books in the United 
States, Theodore Roosevelt, the then President, was also disappointed by 
the reviews of The Wind in the Willows, which he made up his mind not 
to read, so as not to spoil his admiration of The Golden Age and Dream 
Days. He had himself just published an article in one of the American 
magazines, denouncing the Brer Rabbit school, saying that stories 
confounding animals with human beings were both bad natural history 
and bad literature. But six weeks after The Wind in the Willows was 
published, the President wrote to Kenneth saying: ‘I knew from the 


reviews of your latest book how much it differed from the former ones, 
in which my wife and I could pass an examination, and especially in the 
psychology of Harold. So I just made up my mind that I would not read 
it, in order not to disturb my love of the other books. However, being at 
work one evening in Mrs. Roosevelt’s sitting-room, where she was 
reading aloud The Wind in the Willows to the younger children, I saw I 
should have to revise my opinion, and I have since read the book three 
times, and now all the “characters” are my dearest friends.’ 

Note, that the characters were all animals! 

This reminds me how once, on returning from a holiday abroad, we 
found — amongst a heap of letters, circulars, and parcels and all the 
postal accumulations waiting for us — a parcel from the U.S.A. 
containing two copies of The Wind in the Willows, and inside one ‘This is 
for Kermit, not Ethel’ in Theodore Roosevelt’s own handwriting — with 
a further explanation that as Kermit, then a small boy, had taken the 
trouble to send to England for a special edition of the book, and Ethel 
had contented herself with forwarding an American one, Kermit did not 
want his transferred to Ethel. 

He was then only a little boy, but it shows how thorough he was. Now 
he has just given his life as a thorough-going ally in our cause. 

We had to assume that the children’s books were sent to be 
autographed — though no reference was made to this. 

Now we must travel farther up the stream which leads us to a yet 
earlier whisper of The Wind in the Willows, namely ‘Bertie’s Escapade’. 

This was written all in Kenneth’s own beautiful handwriting as a 
contribution to a children’s magazine, whereof the joint editors were the 
small daughter of S. Sullivan, the artist, and our own boy, not yet able to 
write, who dictated his material to his nursery-governess. There were 
many distinguished authors, poets, and artists, but none of the contents 
have ever been published or even printed. The undertaking was known as 
the ‘Merry-Thought’, and Sullivan did a really beautiful design for the 
cover of the first number, depicting his daughter and our own small boy 
pulling a merry-thought so valiantly as to suggest a tug-of-war. 

So here is how the story came to be written down. And now for its 
origin. 

I may preface this by mentioning that the names of people, places, 
and animals are all real. 

It all began by Albert King requesting Kenneth to have the fence 
round the sty of Bertie, our black pig, heightened, as he had taken a 
standing jump and cleared the existing one. Albert King, as Bertie’s 


guardian, felt bound to be reproachful as to this episode, but was 
evidently bursting with pride on such an achievement, which he said was 
unique in his experience, since the fence was of quite average 
dimensions and Bertie very fat. 

So, the nursery party being specially interested in Bertie’s adventure, 
Kenneth founded his story for the Merry-Thought on that strange 
happening. As it was intended for a very youthful circle, he wrote of 
places and ‘characters’ well known to the children. We were neighbours 
of Mr and Mrs. Stone whose large kennel of seventy dogs was to be let 
loose on the poor heroes of the story, to save Mr. Stone the trouble of 
going downstairs in the middle of the night, in order to warn them off the 
premises. 

We were then living at Cookham-Dene in Berkshire, and this being on 
high ground above Cookham-on-Thames, may very well have suggested 
to Kenneth a lift between the two levels. Indeed, Cookham-Dene was so 
far removed from civilization that prevailed in its namesake below that 
the inhabitants, who were mostly of gipsy origin, were known as ‘the 
mountainy men’ and were a lawless brood — so much so that, according 
to legend, a parson of former days was forced to take off his coat and 
fight a bullying husband as the only means of remonstrating with him. 

So what more natural than that the lift should be controlled by a mole 
who would be experienced in underground transport. 

All the animals in the story are given their actual names and 
characteristics, and are in a sense the forerunners of those in the book 
itself. Note also the items in the picnic- feast, garnered from the 
Mayfield larder, as they correspond with those of the al fresco lunch 
which the water-rat’s hamper contained. 

The whole thing is really a sort of rehearsal for The Wind in the 
Willows, though I think quite unintentional and therefore the more 
striking. 

There is, however, yet another link on our way upstream, earlier even 
than the foregoing, of which there is no written record, but I having been 
present through the greater part of its forging, can rescue it from 
oblivion. 

Now comes the ‘Tug-of-War’. 

This sounds very belligerent, but is merely the name I am giving, in 
default of a more descriptive one, to the first appearance of Mole ‘on any 
stage’. Perhaps I should rather have said ‘at any stage’, for there was 
another Mole who did appear on another stage, no less than 
Shakespeare’s. This was chronicled not very long since in a leader of The 


Times entitled, ‘The Gentleman in Velvet’, which referred to our Mole 
and ended up by saying, that his tribe would think Shakespeare a poor 
authority thereon in comparison with Kenneth Grahame, though the 
former does make Hamlet address the Ghost of his father as, ‘How now, 
old Mole?’ Here is the earliest known instance of the coming together of 
Kenneth and Mole. He, Kenneth, was changing for dinner one evening 
(the Mole being a gentleman always ‘in velvet’ is already attired for his 
late dinner) when, glancing from the window towards the sun-setting 
sky, behind a group of trees at the far end of the lawn, he perceived 
beneath them some sort of flurry or disturbance going on. He was 
dressed, barring his coat, but as yet unshod. However, what was going 
forward under those trees would ‘wait for no man’, and in a flash he was 
down the stairs, out of the door, and on the scene where a startling drama 
was being enacted, namely a vital contest between a robin and a mole for 
the possession of a seven-course dinner, in the shape of a very large 
worm. His bare feet, so swift in action, had carried him so silently across 
the soft grass that he was bending over the combatants and their victim 
(which was adding its own violent struggles to the fray) before they were 
aware of it. 


Just then flew down a monstrous crow 
As black as a tar-barrel, 

Which frightened both the heroes so, 
They quite forgot their quarrel. 


Kenneth saw, however, that this was the moment for capturing one of 
the disputants, and, as the robin flew off, closed his hand on the mole. 

What happened to the casus belli, ‘deponent sayeth not’. But he 
probably disappeared down the convenient hole, left ready by the mole, 
to his own late dinner. Kenneth returned to the house carefully and 
kindly carrying the mole, which he intended to detain for the night, in 
order to show it to the boy, who had already been banished from the 
waking world — and the laws as to recalling him thereto were of the 
Medes and Persians. But the mole’s resting- place had also to be 
considered. So Kenneth found a small hamper, lined it with tufts of 
grass, where possibly worms might be lurking in case the mole fancied a 
snack during the night, or an early breakfast, put the lid on very 
carefully, and a heavy iron weight on the top of that, and left the 
temporary prison on the grand piano, for fear it might get overset by a 


stray cat if left beneath it, and went off to put on his socks and shoes, and 
his coat, before proceeding to his belated dinner. 

Next morning early, he thought he would take the mole in to show it 
to the boy. The lid and its fastening appeared to be intact. The heavy 
weight was still in place. But the occupant was gone. Vainly Kenneth 
searched in every cranny of the basket, and then called Mrs. Blunt, our 
dear old housekeeper, to know if she had opened the mole’s ‘lock-up’. 
She gave a violent start and said: ‘No, sir. I never saw no mole, nor 
touched it — but I did kill a young rat with my broom this morning very 
early, just as he was making for the back door.’ Now this was the more 
surprising, as Mrs. Blunt was not only country-born and bred, but the 
daughter of a gamekeeper, so must have been familiar with both rats and 
moles at some time in her history. But she was getting old and near- 
sighted. The really amazing thing was how that mole — though used to 
heaving mounds of earth up with his very strong shoulders — could have 
moved the fastened lid with its heavy weight super-imposed, and yet left 
the whole thing in statu quo. But anyhow he was gone, and not only 
from the basket, but from a much wider environment, namely the world 
itself. 

We know there are skilled trappers of moles with special apparatus for 
their work. But to capture a full-grown one with one’s bare hand is 
unusual. So Kenneth was disappointed, and ‘Bluntie’, on being told the 
purpose for which he wanted the mole, namely, to please the tiny boy, to 
whom she was devoted heart and soul, sought to make up for her tragic 
mistake by saying to Kenneth: ‘Oh, but, sir, couldn’t you just make the 
mole into a story for Master Alastair, and I know then he would see it as 
plain as plain, and how I know is, that when Nanny goes out after his 
bath and lets me fold up his little clothes, and put the room straight, I 
listen to your stories and know how real they are to Master Alastair. I am 
there in my cap and apron, and you know I am big and solid, but I am 
not real to him, I am not there at all, even though the floor creaks beneath 
my weight. But the least little thing in the story, even if it were light as a 
bird or a butterfly, is there in the room with him, and for me too, as you 
tell it. And I only wish that Nanny would go out every night, instead of 
once in a blue moon, so that I could listen to more of those wonderful 
stories. So, if you could just tell him a story about the mole, I feel it 
would come alive again and go on being alive, and that I had not killed 
it, which I am so dreadfully sorry about.’ 

And he was a story-teller. 


But without the Listener, depicted (page 26) in the act of listening 
(most eloquently) to the enchantment, for enchantment he was ‘drinking’ 
in from the ‘story teller’ as his father himself put it in his own poem 
recorded in this preface under the title of ‘Christmas’ — but for Alastair, 
alias ‘Mouse’, there would never have been either Toad, Mole, Badger, 
Otter, or Ratty — or indeed any of that august company — for the story 
would never have been told in the absence of such a listener. As ‘Q’ 
wrote of him in a Memorial published in the Oxford Magazine: ‘Above 
all, he was gentle: to animals quite instinctively so, a young image of St. 
Francis. (Yet I must not say instinctively, remembering that one of the 
loveliest books of our time, The Wind in the Willows, is based on letters 
written to amuse him.) To all his elders and to the poor he bore himself 
with the sweetest of courtesy. On whatever else he might have improved, 
his high manners were his own, and absolute. 

These manners went far deeper than the surface, and were based on 
the complete understanding of, and sympathy with, human beings of 
every class in life, from the highest to the lowest. One day, when he was 
very small, he asked why the sweep never came to tea. ‘You are always 
having people to tea, but you never have the sweep.’ Not wishing to 
disturb his sense of ‘equality and fraternity’, we said he might not care to 
come. But the boy replied that if he did not like it, he needn’t come 
again. ‘Well,’ we continued, ‘you see, he might not be interested in what 
we were talking about.’ 

‘But couldn’t we talk about what he is interested in, or anyway we 
could listen to him, and I know he is most interesting, because he has 
told me things I didn’t know before, and which I always want to know 
now, about how the wind gets into the chimney, and when it can’t get out 
again, it’s a prisoner between the sky at the top and the fire burning at the 
bottom, so it moans and cries because it doesn’t know how to get free. 
And I told him one thing he didn’t know, and that was about the storks 
sitting up on the edge of chimneys to see what’s happening in the rest of 
the world.’ 

Quite in desperation as to any excuse proving valid for not asking the 
Sweep to tea, we mentioned that he might prefer to drink out of his 
saucer if the tea were too hot. 

‘Oh, well,’ said the boy, ‘couldn’t we all drink out of our saucers — at 
least my mug hasn’t got a saucer, but I could sort of pretend it had.’ 

Many years afterwards I was wont to be present at the breakfast-table 
in the kitchen where I acted as hostess to our very delightful sweep who, 
leaving his home at crack of dawn, was glad of hot buttered toast and 


strong tea after completing his ministrations to our chimneys. And he 
certainly told me ‘things I didn’t know before and which I always want 
to know now’, for he, when not ‘in black’, was an expert gardener, and 
certainly I was never able to tell him anything that he did not know about 
that. The smell of soot vanished in the clarity of his utterances regarding 
the blossom on young apple-trees, and what it portended, and many other 
kindred subjects fraught with fragrance and beauty. I learnt later that this 
many-sided sweep was also an expert in ‘ballroom’ dancing, but this 
topic was never broached between us, frequently as our talks were 
renewed. 

It is true that in the early part of Mouse’s life we resided in a hamlet 
on the Berkshire downs, where the aristocracy, in the absence of Squire, 
Doctor, or other Eminences, was represented by race-horse trainers, 
farmers, shepherds, and a sprinkling of stable lads who sometimes sang 
in the choir, so that Mouse really did know the people ‘in their habits as 
they lived’, and his goodness ‘quite unprompted’ to the poor and the old 
was very understanding. He made up from his own very exiguous 
pocket-money a Christmas fund for the bestowal personally by him of 
‘baccy’ for the old men, tea and snuff for their opposite numbers, the old 
women, people who, as he said, every one had forgotten, and sweets for 
babies who, as he put it, no one had begun to remember. He often said: 
‘A fellow can’t help being old, and a baby can’t help being young, so I 
don’t think they should be blamed for either.’ Though we were only 
renters, and even then without more land than our own little garden, and 
even new-come owners of great Estates in those regions were never 
given the title of Squire, Alastair was always known by the appellation 
of “The Young Squire’. 

And here I must stray from the Downs to Scotland, where, opposite to 
the Isle of Skye was a tiny port where herrings were cleaned, cured, and 
kippered. The Cleaners being girls from a neighbouring island whence 
came a group of three fast friends, only one of whom ‘had the English’. 
This was Mary, the others being Kate and Dolly. They were stalwart and 
splendid specimens, especially Dolly, whom Kenneth called “The 
Duchess’, as he said she ought to marry some effete Duke in order to 
revitalize the race. They were most picturesquely dressed in tarpaulin 
jackets, short skirts of Same stuff, sea boots, and coloured kerchiefs over 
their wonderful hair — the whole outfit bespangled with shining herring 
scales. 

Behind each of these experts stood three separate barrels, into which 
with never a glance over their shoulders, as each herring was cut and 


cleaned they unerringly pitched the fish in the three grades of their sizes. 
This ‘leger de main’ so fascinated us that we often watched it together 
with its charming exponents, and by the aid of Mary, the interpreter of 
the group, got to know them quite well. And as they were always 
‘terrible for tea’, we sometimes took them a joint packet from the 
“Mairchant’. 

From the Mairchant’s, that forerunner of the ‘Universal Provider’ 
which in the Scottish village of the days before trains, buses, and any 
conveyance indeed other than a carriage and pair, or a Carrier’s cart, sold 
everything from ‘Conversation-Sweeties’ to fishing tackle, cartridges, 
and complete sets of ‘oilies’ for fishermen, to say nothing of mouse-traps 
and cheese to bait them with. Everything tasted and smelt of everything 
else, but natheless ‘the Mairchant’s’ was an enchanting spot in village 
life. Mary, who had Gaelic allocutions ‘to’ her English, would say: ‘Now 
how did you know that Mary was so fond of her tea?’ 

When we were about to depart, we asked these girls if there were 
anything we could do for them that might give them pleasure, and after 
many blushes and much hesitation, they said (through Mary) that what 
they would like best of all would be to see the inside of our ‘Hotel’. Now 
this was merely a wooden shack which might pass muster as a hostelry 
during its brief two months’ 

‘season’ — with a veranda surrounded by shingles, without so much 
as the intervention of a pot of flowers between it and the beach. 
However, as these girls had never been anywhere, save on their own 
island and this herring port, and probably pictured the interior of the 
hotel as sumptuous, we said ‘certainly’ and made a date with them for 
tea there. 

They arrived punctual to the moment, but unrecognizable in black 
stuff dresses, long-skirted and tight-bodiced after a fashion that might 
have originated in the days of their grandmothers; their splendid hair 
piled up formally on the tops of their heads instead of curling in the sea 
breeze as it escaped beneath their coloured kerchiefs; their lovely 
complexions tinted by the sea air and the exertions of their labours, now 
alternating between the hot blushes of embarrassment and the pallor 
caused by the anxiety of unaccustomed surroundings. Their only 
ornaments were huge pebble brooches, ‘Sunday’ was writ large all over 
them, and indeed their demeanour could not have been quieter and less 
animated had they been actually in church. Each had brought her knitting 
‘to give her a countenance’, and kept her eyes glued to it, and at the 


sound of the dressing bell for dinner they sprang to their feet, and almost 
in a whisper bade us good evening. 

Now this was Alastair’s first visit to Scotland, let alone to so remote a 
part of it, so he could have had no preconceived notions as to the 
dwellers in those regions who differed, of course, greatly from those on 
the Downs. Yet he knew absolutely how to take these islanders, for as 
each of them said good-bye he kissed her very gravely on the cheek, and 
from somewhere and somehow produced a sprig of white heather handed 
with a courtly bow. He did not, of course, know Gaelic, but he spoke 
without words a language they all understood, for next day when he was 
out of earshot watching a boat come ashore and Kenneth and I were 
conversing as best we could with Mary, Kate, and Dolly, now radiant 
with smiles and picturesque and handsome as ever in kerchief, 
tarpaulins, and sea boots enlivened with the sparkle of herring scales, 
Mary said: ‘Never shall we forget yesterday, that so great a gentleman, 
and the son of so great a gentleman should have kissed us went right into 
our hearts and will stay there as long as ever they beat.’ 

Now the strange thing about the boy’s embodying all his kindness, 
courtesy, and sympathy towards these girls in one kiss was that from his 
infancy he certainly was no conveyor of kisses, and greatly objected to 
being kissed. Once when he was ‘very very young’ and some visitors 
came up to the nursery to see him, he kept running up and down full tilt 
from wall to wall, and on being afterwards questioned as to this 
behaviour, said: ‘Well, I thought if I kept moving very fast all the time 
they were there they couldn’t kiss me.’ But in the case of those fisher 
girls the kiss he gave was a sacramental sign of friendship, and the only 
way of expressing it. 

Animals were always, not only his equals, but in many cases he 
considered them his superiors, and he truly appreciated their strength, 
their instincts, and their charm. Once when he was about four years old 
we were driving through Windsor Park and some one chanced to say, 
‘What a pity that the deer should nibble away at those branches and 
injure the trees. If there were only some way of stopping it.’ 

‘But there is,’ said Mouse; ‘you could put up a printed Notice asking 
them not to.’ He never doubted but that the deer were quite as capable of 
reading notices as the other visitors to the Park. 

One day some one was saying of his cherished cat that it was only a 
very ordinary one, not being of Persian or other high lineage. ‘That 
doesn’t matter,’ said Alastair, “cos I expect he’s just one of Nature’s 
pussy cats,’ showing that he did not admit social distinctions even in the 


animal kingdom, nor permit his darling pussy to be relegated to the ranks 
of the ‘scum de la scum’, instead of the ‘creme de la creme,’ where he 
had hitherto placed him. But it was an ingenious way of applying the 
well-known saying to his feline friend, and rescuing him from an 
invidious position. 

He was promised, as a treat when very tiny, that he should visit the 
Zoo, and also see the House of Commons, which he took an interest in. 
The Zoo coming first on the taxi’s itinerary, as we stood at the turnstile a 
mixed roar reached our ears, very mixed, as animals do not have the 
Esperanto language to their credit, but each speaks his own. Alastair said 
excitedly: ‘I know this is the House of Commons because I can hear their 
voices.’ And, of course, there are times when the House of Commons is 
credited with being a Bear Garden. 

The pony he rode, the dogs he knew and loved, cows — every sort of 
creature he met with were all his friends, and he theirs. He feared none, 
and would say to his Nursery Governess: ‘Come on, never mind the 
cows, and if there’s a bull, haven’t I got a stick?’ 

Before he could really speak there was a terrible thunderstorm, and I 
sent our devoted old housekeeper up to the nursery to see how he was 
getting through it. She returned with the news that ‘Baby says he rather 
likes the growling’. Indeed, I never knew him fear anything of a material 
nature. He loved to hear the wind blowing of a night, and the first time 
he slept alone in his night nursery was asked if he minded being by 
himself, and replied: ‘Not if you’ll go away and shut the door,’ and on 
being further questioned as to whether he would mind being in the dark, 
said: ‘Not if you’ll put out the light.’ 

Once Kenneth was letting off parlour fireworks, and 

Mouse went and stood beside him at the table, only to be told to come 
away at once as they were very dangerous. ‘Then, said he, ‘if it is 
dangerous I must be by Daddy’s side.’ 

So he was a ‘Listener’ and an eager one. It was not every story-teller 
who could enlist his admiration. As a very little child, when his Nurse 
was trying to point out objects from the window of the railway carriage, 
he said to her in grave rebuke: ‘Nanny, do leave the boats in the sea ‘cos 
they look very well there, and you have dragged the lambs and other 
things in through the carriage windows.’ Another time he asked her what 
she had been reading out of the paper about Next of Kin, and what was 
it? She said: ‘Why, your nearest and dearest,’ and Mouse said gravely: 
“Then I suppose in my case the next of kin is the canary.’ He had a very 
great vocabulary and always had the good sense to attach to any word 


which he knew at all any meaning connected with it in his own mind, so 
one day he was asked if he could explain what a Connoisseur was, and 
said: ‘Yes, the people who drink Rowntree’s cocoa,’ because that 
beverage had been commended to connoisseurs. 

But he knew how to use very simple words, too, to the best effect, for 
when he could just write, he scribbled some verses in pencil which for 
sheer simplicity of language and construction are rather hard to beat, so 
few words are used and so much meaning conveyed in them. 


Once I met a Fellow 

A’ coming down the road, 

A truss of straw all yellow 
Was all that bumpkin’s load. 


His hair, too, was all yellow 
The colour of his load, 

That poor and plodding Fellow 
A’ coming down the road. 


The other day in walking round Kenneth’s study, looking up at a high 
shelf full of beautiful old Italian china, Morgan tiles, Hispano-Moorish 
platters, old Capo di Monte figures, and what not of rare and lovely 
specimens of the ceramic arts, I espied with its back turned to the room a 
rudely executed image in coloured pottery. Now all the other objects on 
that shelf had been collected by Kenneth on his early visits to Italy when 
his years were few, his taste was great, and his means very small, and he 
had carried them back to England in a string bag to adorn his many 
homes ever after. So I could not conceive how Kenneth had become 
possessed of such a primitive object as this modern and elementary 
kingfisher. I could see what had led to its survival — namely, that it was 
masked by its more splendid neighbours on that ceiling-wards shelf and 
thus had escaped the disintegrating process of dusting. But still 
wondering how it came there, there flashed into my mind the words of a 
very small boy: ‘I balanced the blotter with a kingfisher.’ 

I didn’t quite understand these cryptic words which were further 
explained to me by his saying: ‘I don’t know a bit if Daddy likes blotters, 
and I don’t know what they were invented for, ‘acause you can always 
dry your writing in the fender by the fire, or on the window-sill in the 
sun, and if your fingers gets smudgy you can rub them on the carpet 
“acause carpets is much better than towels for wiping your hands on. But 


I do know quite well what kingfishers was invented for, just to please 
Daddy. And the other day Daddy and me saw two kingfishers sitting on 
the edge of a pigsty, and Daddy just danced with delight. He said it was 
very unnerusual to see two kingfishers together even on the branch of a 
tree, let alone on the edge of a pigsty. And as he likes pigs very much 
and kingfishers very much, I expect he was pleased to see them so near 
together. But if we’d seen two blotters together I don’t think he would 
have danced at all. And that is why I thought I’d better balance the 
blotter with a kingfisher.’ 

The blotter by now is probably pre-’salvage’, but the kingfisher to this 
moment ‘balances it’ with his beak turned to the study wall. How 
delightful it would be if all our drabnesses and dullnesses and 
monotonies and usefulnesses could be ‘balanced’ by anything so gay and 
so heartening as a kingfisher. 

Once Mouse made an attempt to depict the depth and height of his 
love for his father. And gave as an illustration the huge Christmas-tree 
‘where all the Daddies in the whole of the world was hung on its 
branches. And if I could cut down the Daddy I wanted the most it would 
always be my own Daddy that is now that I would cut down every time. 
Because I know he is the best Daddy in the whole world.’ 

So here are some of the ‘Listener’s’ sayings and doings, and I think 
you will concede that he, and he alone, could have helped in the sayings 
and doings of what he would have considered those of his fellow 
creatures. In his sight these were all capable of any adventure, goodness, 
or villainy that they manifested. And that such thousands, and indeed 
millions, of other children have been enchanted by the denizens of the 
River and ‘Wild Wood’, is largely due to the resolute child who vetoed 
his bedtime stories being interrupted, even by a visit to another 
enchanter, namely, the sea, with its many adjacent delights, so well 
known and loved by him. And this determination led to the Letters that 
according to promise were furnished week by week during the boy’s 
absence, by the Author of The Wind in the Willows. 

Quite recently a friend, as she has now become, related to me how her 
first impression of Kenneth came to her on the veranda of the celebrated 
‘Hotel Julia’ at Pont Aven in the south of Brittany. He had just arrived 
there, and while his luggage was being taken up to his room, waited 
outside to get a glimpse of his new surroundings. But he himself was 
soon surrounded by a group of small Breton boys who had already 
induced him to tell them a story which they were drinking in with 
avidity, while he stood looking far away over their heads and charming 


them as the song of a hitherto unknown bird might. And there could have 
been but little more comprehension in this case for the reason that the 
children — barely of school age — would, although Kenneth spoke 
French, not yet have mastered that language and only knew their native 
Breton which even French people living in Brittany for half a lifetime do 
not understand. 

He was a reserved man in conversation, but so eloquent as a relater 
that he turned the merest fantasy into actuality. His own version of the 
story-teller’s magic appears in this his own poem, called ‘Christmas’, 
which is descriptive of a wonderful Christmas-tree designed by himself. 

A large pine stood in the embrasure of a window on a square carpet of 
dried beech leaves strewn with a sparkling, frost-like powder. The tree 
which towered to the ceiling was topped by a brilliant silver star, beneath 
which a blonde waxen angel revolved slowly, emitting a tinkling tune 
supposed to come from the silver trumpet which one hand pressed 
against her rosy mouth. From the point of each branch depended an icicle 
wrought in crystal. Then there were highly coloured objects of all sorts, 
magenta and yellow, monkeys on sticks, pop-guns, in the same vivid 
tints, pears, apples, and other fruits with one violently yellow cheek and 
the other (presumably the one that had encountered the sun) a glowing 
red — the whole illuminated by the pink candles ‘twinkling bashfully’ 
— and with the heavenly scent of a pine forest. 


CHRISTMAS 
The Day is drawing nigh when Trees 
Shall rustle in the Parlour breeze; 
And Pines and Firs shall wave indoors, 
Scattering their needles on the floors. 
Then we will wander ‘neath the boughs 
That whisper in the scented house; 
And, looking up for Stars, shall see 
Pink Candles twinkle bashfully! 


O noble Steed, with Rider red! 

O Ark that sailest overhead! 

Dolls in the branches blossoming, 

Whence Trumpets, Drums and Sabres swing! 
Strewn on the Carpet’s sward so green 
Strange gold and silver fruits are seen; 


While from a Box sweet tinklings flow, 
Like Robin fluting in the snow! 


And then — the Story-Teller comes! 

— Let fall the Trumpets, hush the Drums! 
Wolves in the street may howl and wait — 
The Camp Fire glows within the grate! 
Round it we Pirates, Scouts, and Trappers 
(Hugging our Presents in their wrappers) 
Spell-bound, in semicircle snug, 

Drink the enchantment, on the rug! 


The mention in the poem of ‘Robin fluting in the Snow’ reminds me 
that Kenneth was intimate, not only with moles, but even more so with 
robins. He tamed one every season on the instructions of Lord Justice 
Fry, who was a great naturalist. He told us that no robin, however ascetic 
in his habits, could resist dried currants and was linked by gratitude to 
the purveyor thereof. This proved to be absolutely correct in the case of 
robin after robin. Sir Edward Fry himself had one robin which consumed 
up to fifty currants in a day. But ours never became so gluttonous as that, 
though one of them used to sit on the branch of a tree overlooking the 
avenue whereby Kenneth reached the gate of exit. This very practical 
bird would then whir its wings close to Kenneth’s face, till he produced 
from his waistcoat pocket a matchbox containing the desired delicacy. 
The robin of the moment became so devoted to his benefactor that he 
would sit on his hand to eat a meal of three courses: a currant, a crumb, 
topping up with a fragment of cheese, and he would take what appeared 
to be a siesta on his shoulder or foot after his hearty meal. This intimate 
relationship continued till one day, when the robin appeared with a 
crimsoning waistcoat and a flushed face, after which he became a family 
man and retired from human companionship to that of his wife and 
family. 

I have just bethought me that lovers of Kenneth Grahame’s books 
may like to know something more of their writer. And as this Preface 
consists of matter hitherto unpublished, I append a personal appreciation 
by Clayton Hamilton, then a professor of English Literature at a great 
American University, which gives the explanation of his selection of 
children and animals as his favourite subjects: — 


I 


No other place on earth could be farther in feeling from the English 
countryside than the Grand Canon of the Colorado, in the State of 
Arizona. 

Several years ago, I visited the Grand Canon of the Colorado. Having 
seen it, I am relieved of any desire to see it again. It is the most gigantic 
chasm in the surface of the earth and is, of course, impressive because of 
its immensity. Its ever-changing multi-coloured irridescence is 
fantastically beautiful. But it is a lonely place, devoid of any human 
interest. Nobody, in historic or in prehistoric times, has ever lived in the 
Grand Canon. Though many of its pinnacles and buttes take on at times 
the look of towered castles, they have been sculptured only by uncounted 
centuries of wind and show no touch of mortal hands. That dizzying 
immensity is empty of all human memories and offers nothing to 
stimulate the sense of drama or romance. 

Yet my visit to the Grand Canon was not wasted; for, in the midst of 
that stupendous loneliness, I met a human being. 

Perched upon the edge of the great chasm, at the outset of Bright 
Angel Trail, I found a little bookshop. Its stock in trade consisted mainly 
of picture-books descanting on the beauties of Arizona and New Mexico 
and the sort of fiction which celebrates the great open spaces where men 
are men. Yet, in the very middle of the centre table, isolated in that place 
of honour, I was startled to discover a copy of The Wind in the Willows. 
Impulsively I picked it up; and, with a suddenness that might possibly 
have been interpreted as rude, I said to the proprietor: ‘What, in the name 
of heaven, is this doing here?’ 

She was a quiet woman, with grey hair. Her answer, as I learned a 
little later, was completely logical, though, at the moment, it scarcely 
seemed to fit the question. ‘I am very pleased to meet you,’ she 
remarked. 

She then went on to tell me that in 1908, when The Wind in the 
Willows had just been given to the world, she had been a saleswoman in 
Chicago, at McClurg’s, and that then and there she had registered a vow 
that if ever she should have a bookshop of her own there must always be 
a copy of that classic in the place of honour. ‘It helps me to retain my 
self- respect,’ she added, ‘while I am selling to the daily tourists at El 
Tovar the sort of fiction that they read in Pullman cars. 

‘I have another motive also, which you, of course, will understand. It 
is rather lonely here in Arizona. Most of the people who drift into my 
shop are merely tourists — you know the type. But I can always tell a 
real person by the look that comes into his eyes when he sees The Wind 


in the Willows in the centre of my table. I do not need to ask his name or 
anything about him; but I know at once that he is one of the elect, who 
love the loveliness of words. You, for instance, are the first real person 
who has come here in three months and seventeen days. That is why I 
said at once that I was pleased to meet you.’ 

This encounter in itself was surprisingly exciting; but it took on an 
added tensity when I told her: ‘I know Kenneth Grahame personally. 
Some years ago, I spent a week-end at his farm in Berkshire. We still 
exchange letters now and then. I shall write to him about you.’ 

She looked upon me with an expression that was almost tremulous. 
“Then, you have actually shaken hands with Kenneth Grahame?’ 

‘Not once, but many times.’ 

She wavered towards me with a thrilling hesitance, like one 
envisaging a vast adventure. “Would you mind,’ she asked, and then the 
strengthened impulse swept her forward. ‘Would you mind if I grasped 
you by the hand?’ 

This was on the edge of the Grand Canon of the Colorado, at the 
outset of Bright Angel Trail. No other place on earth could be farther in 
feeling from the English countryside. 


II 


In the spring of 1910 I moved to London, in order to prepare my little 
volume, On the Trail of Stevenson, under the admonitory eyes of Sidney 
Colvin, Edmund Gosse, and Andrew Lang. I had hoped that one of 
Stevenson’s friends would be able to introduce me to Kenneth Grahame; 
and I was both disappointed and surprised when each of them told me in 
turn that they had not seen him in a dozen years. It appeared that upon 
resigning his secretarial position at the Bank of England he had retired to 
a farm in Berkshire; he rarely came to town, he never went anywhere or 
saw anybody — he had adopted, in effect, the life of a recluse. Each of 
them — particularly Andrew Lang — spoke very highly of Kenneth 
Grahame, not only as an artist but also as a person, and gave voice to an 
expression of regret that they never saw him any more. Thereupon I 
wrote to Kenneth Grahame and sent him a copy of a review of The Wind 
in the Willows which I had written when the book was first published in 
this country. By return mail I received a cordial invitation to come down 
to Berkshire for a weekend, penned with that meticulous chirography 
which looked as if it had been graven on a copper plate. 


He lived in a farm-house known ancestrally as Boham’s, in the hamlet 
of Blewbury, adjacent to the railway station of Didcot, in Berkshire. As I 
jogged down in the dilatory train, his elaborate address attuned itself to 
the rhythm of the wheels and moved me to the composition of a series of 
preposterous couplets, such as: 


Boham’s, Blewbury, Didcot, Berks, 
Fell in the sea and was bitten by sharks. 


One is not at one’s keenest on a railway journey. 

At Didcot, on the railway platform, Kenneth Grahame stood awaiting 
me. He was very tall and very broad — a massive figure, but with no 
spare flesh. At that time he was fifty years of age. His hair was white, but 
his face was almost beatifically young, and he had the clear and roseate 
complexion of a healthy child. He was dressed in knickerbockers, a soft 
shirt, and a baggy coat of tweeds. One could see at a glance that he was 
one of the rare people in the world who look like themselves. I felt a 
desperate necessity to say something unimportant; and I told him how 
the rhythm of the railway wheels had churned his long address within my 
mind to jiggery. I reminded him that an American poetess, that season, 
had just won a prize at Stratford- on-Avon for her play, The Piper, and 
suggested that 


Boham’s, Blewbury, Didcot, Berks, 

might serve as an appropriate address for 
Josephine Preston Peabody Marks. 

“Yes, indeed,’ he countered; ‘and 

At Boham’s, Blewbury, Didcot, Berks, 

She would wake in the morning and listen to larks.’ 


That was our introduction to each other. 


Boham’s was a brick farm-house, with a heavily thatched roof; it 
dated from early Tudor times. The latest proprietor had deftly managed 
to introduce such modern excrescences I as a bath-tub and electric lights 
without disturbing the historic atmosphere of the ancient edifice. He said 
to me a little later: ‘In England, we may choose from any of a dozen 
different centuries to live in; and who would select the twentieth century 
when he might live more simply in the spacious times of great 
Elizabeth?’ 


Certainly life seemed spacious as we sat in the little courtyard, 
surrounded by the rural erections of that ancient Saxon whose name had 
happened to be Boham. By comparison, it seemed a little cramped when 
we went indoors for meals. The household consisted only of Mrs. 
Grahame (Elspeth) and a lovely little boy whose face was like a 
Maxfield Parrish illustration. I believe that the actual name of the little 
boy was Alastair; but, in the household, he was known familiarly as 
Mouse. Even with the addition of myself, the company did not constitute 
a crowd; and yet, before the second day was finished, I became aware of 
a delicate and somewhat strange phenomenon. It was simply, but 
emphatically, this — that Kenneth Grahame was not at home beneath a 
roof. Indoors, he would lapse into a silence that might endure an hour, 
for — as I observed with gratitude — he felt no social compulsion 
whatsoever to keep talking in the presence of a visitor; but, as soon as we 
started out upon a ramble across country, he would break into an easy 
current of cheery conversation. 

I had known, of course, for years that all of Kenneth Grahame’s work 
had been posited upon the opening stanza of that great Ode of 
Wordsworth which is one of the saddest, as it is one of the wisest, 
utterances of mankind. 
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It was, therefore, not merely for information that I asked him why he 
had written mainly — almost only — about children and about animals. I 
cannot, of course, report his words with absolute fidelity; but I can 
recover at least the gist of his reply. 

“The most priceless possession of the human race is the yonder of the 
world. Yet, latterly, the utmost endeavours of mankind have been 
directed towards the dissipation of that wonder. Everybody seems to cry 
out for a world in which there shan’t be any Santa Claus. Science 
analyses everything to its component parts, and neglects to put them 
together again. A barefoot boy cannot go wading in a mountain stream 
without being told that he must no longer spell the fluid that sings 
trickling round his feet by the age-old school-house lettering of W-A-T- 
E-R, but must substitute, for the sake of scientific exactitude, the symbol 
H20. Nobody, any longer, may hope to entertain an angel unawares, or 
to meet Sir Launcelot in shining armour on a moonlit road. But what is 


the use of living in a world devoid of wonderment? You have quoted 
Wordsworth: “It is not now as it has been before.” But the poet began by 
reminding us that “There was a time”.... It is that time which I have 
attempted to recapture and commemorate in Dream Days and The 
Golden Age. 

‘Granted that the average man may live for seventy years, it is a 
fallacy to assume that his life from sixty to seventy is more important 
than his life from five to fifteen. Children are not merely people: they are 
the only really living people that have been left to us in an over-weary 
world. Any normal child will instinctively agree with your own 
American poet, Walt Whitman, when he said: “To me every hour of the 
day and night is an unspeakably perfect miracle.” 

‘In my tales about children, I have tried to show that their simple 
acceptance of the mood of wonderment, their readiness to welcome a 
perfect miracle at any hour of the day or night, is a thing more precious 
than any of the laboured acquisitions of adult mankind... 

‘As for animals, I wrote about the most familiar and domestic in The 
Wind in the Willows because I felt a duty to them as a friend. Every 
animal, by instinct, lives according to his nature. Thereby he lives wisely, 
and betters the tradition of mankind. No animal is ever tempted to belie 
his nature. No animal, in other words, knows how to tell a lie. Every 
animal is honest. Every animal is straightforward. Every animal is true 
— and is, therefore, according to his nature, both beautiful and good. I 
like most of my friends among the animals more than I like most of my 
friends among mankind. Do you wonder at that?... Come, and let me 
show you.’ 

Thereupon he led me on a ramble to all the other farms in Blewbury 
and introduced me individually to each of the domestic animals of that 
rural district. During the course of these social calls upon innumerable 
horses, dogs, cats, pigs, cows, rabbits, hens, and sheep, I was reminded 
of the lament of Andrew Lang that he never saw Kenneth Grahame any 
more. 

This particular adventure culminated in Grahame’s declaration that 
his favourite among all animals was the domestic pig. With an almost 
childish sense of triumph, he took me, as a climax, to a formal meeting 
with his favourite sow; and, as we leaned upon the ancient railings of the 
pen, he descanted upon the virtues of the grunting individual before us in 
language as eloquent as that which he had used erstwhile in writing to 
celebrate the beauties, in The Magic King, of Coralie and Zephyrine. 


When we came back to the thatched-roof farm-house — known 
ancestrally as Boham’s — I noticed that three or four of Maxfield 
Parrish’s coloured illustrations for The Golden Age were hanging on the 
walls of the living-room. I said something about the illustrator. 
Thereupon I learned that Kenneth Grahame had never laid eyes on 
Maxfield Parrish. When he found that I had met the artist, he asked me 
eagerly: ‘Tell me — but I am almost afraid to ask — does he look — 
does he look like the sort of man who ought to paint such pictures?’ 

‘Maxfield Parrish,’ I replied, ‘is one of the handsomest men in the 
United States. He has a beautiful face, especially in profile. He looks 
exactly as any lover of his works would wish.’ 

‘I am glad, I am very glad to hear you tell me that,’ said Kenneth 
Grahame. ‘People really ought to look like themselves. Keats did, and so 
did Shelley. But so few of them do, so few of them do.’ 

And out of a slight corner of an eye, I looked upon a face that was 
beatifically young beneath its coronal of silver hair, a great head poised 
upon a frame that might be called heroic; and I listened to the cadence of 
a voice that contained the music of larks in the morning air. 

“You have spoken truthfully,’ I said. 


IV 


The Berkshire landscape, although generally level, was diversified here 
and there by hummocks which had been heaped up by the Danes — 
heaven knows how many centuries ago — and were known in that 
locality as barrows. One day we were sitting on the summit of a Danish 
barrow, to take the wind and talk without disturbance of a roof. 

‘I have come here to pick a quarrel with you,’ I began. ‘The Golden 
Age, if I remember rightly, was published in 1896, and Dream Days in 
1898. At any rate, I recall that I flunked a college examination in 1899 
when I was asked to write a dissertation (in general) about English Prose 
and insisted upon writing, instead, a dissertation (in particular) on 
Kenneth Grahame. Then ten years elapsed — ten years — before the 
publication of The Wind in the Willows. That ten years was too long. We 
were told, of course, that you were busy at the Bank of England: but that 
excuse no longer holds. My quarrel with you is precisely this: I cannot 
wait another decade for another book from you. Don’t keep me waiting. I 
mean this very simply, however silly it may sound. I happen to be gifted 
— or cursed — with an obsolescent sense that formerly was called an 
ear. English prose is English prose, and has been, ever since Sir Thomas 


Browne. But R. L. S. is dead. You, and only you, remain alive — to 
make majestic music to the ear in a period that has become eye-minded 
and tone-deaf. I do not really wish to quarrel with you. I ask only that 
you shall give me, very quickly, something more to read; and, when I say 
that, I mean, of course, to read aloud.’ 

Upon the windy summit of the Danish barrow, an appreciable silence 
passed before the large man with the boyish face said anything at all. At 
last he spoke, seriously and almost carefully; again I give his meaning 
but not his exact words. 

“What you have said has touched me very deeply, because I know it is 
sincere. And yet, I doubt very much if I shall ever write another book.... 
A certain amount of what a countryman of yours called life must go into 
the making of any page of prose. The effort is enormous.’ 

‘But everybody praises you,’ I interjected, ‘for your graceful ease.’ 

‘A sentence that is easy to read may have been difficult to put 
together. Perhaps the greater the easiness in writing, the harder that task 
in composition. Writing is not easy: I need not tell you that. There is 
always a pleasure in the exercise; but, also, there is always an agony in 
the endeavour. If we make a formula of those two motives, I think we 
may define the process. It is, at its best, a pleasurable agony. 

‘I am not a professional writer. I never have been, and I never will be, 
by reason of the accident that I don’t need any money. I do not care for 
notoriety: in fact, it is distasteful to me. If I should ever become a 
popular author, my privacy would be disrupted and I should no longer be 
allowed to live alone. 

‘What, then, is the use of writing for a person like myself? The 
answer might seem cryptic to most. It is merely that a fellow entertains a 
sort of hope that somehow, sometime, he may build a noble sentence that 
might make Sir Thomas Browne sit upward once again in that 
inhospitable grave of his in Norwich. 

‘But language — before this ancient world grew up and went astray 
— was intended to be spoken to the ear. We are living now in an eye- 
minded age, when he who runs may read and the average person 
glimpses his daily reading on the run. What is the use, any longer, of 
toying with the pleasurable agony of attempting stately sentences of 
English prose? Apart from you and myself, who sit alone upon this 
ancient barrow, there are not more than six men in the United Kingdom 
who have inherited an ear for prose. I would set Austin Dobson at the top 
of the list; he is endowed with a delicate and dainty sense of rhythm. 
Rudyard Kipling knows his King James Bible, and that means very much 


— now that John Ruskin had passed away. But, tell me, in your country, 
is there any one at all who still entertains an ear for English prose?’ 

I mentioned one. His name — till then unknown — was Brian 
Hooker. 

‘And all that agony, for half a dozen readers.’ 

‘The lovers of The Wind in the Willows have been counted by the 
thousands,’ I objected. ‘All of them are eagerly awaiting another book by 
the same author.’ 

“They liked the subject-matter,’ he replied. “They did not even notice 
the source of all the agony, and all the joy. A large amount of what 
Thoreau called life went into the making of many of those playful pages. 
To toil at making sentences means to sit indoors for many hours, 
cramped above a desk. Yet, out of doors, the wind may be singing 
through the willows, and my favourite sow may be preparing to deliver a 
large litter in the fullness of the moon.’ 


yv 


The month of July, in 1932, was a time of grievous trouble in the world. 
The Prime Minister of Great Britain was presiding over a conference at 
Lausanne which had to do with international finance. Other leaders of 
the English- speaking world were busy at Geneva in a conference which 
had to do with armaments. The United States were noisy with politics 
and all of the absurd tumult incidental to the initiation of a Presidential 
campaign. The newspapers were crowded with accounts of meaningless 
excursions and alarums. 

In these circumstances, little attention was attracted by a simple item 
of news which was telegraphed to the Associated Press on the date of the 
sixth of July. It read: 

‘Kenneth Grahame died to-day, at Pangbourne, on the Thames, at the 
age of seventy-three.’ 

I doubt if anybody took the trouble to deliver this dispatch to Mr. 
Ramsay MacDonald, Prime Minister of Great Britain. I am certain that 
no one hauled the British ensign to half-mast, in Westminster or Geneva 
or Lausanne. And yet it is a truth that, on that day, the translators of the 
King James version of the Bible, seated at an eternal council-table, 
admitted to their fellowship the last great master of English prose, and 
that Great Britain lost the loveliest of all her living souls. 

This account of Kenneth Grahame’s ways and even words from the 
other side of the Atlantic throws further light on his love of children and 


animals. 

These returned his love in fullest measure. 

Two small brothers always spoke of him as the ‘Sugar- Man’, and on 
their mother asking them, Why? — as she never knew he gave them any 
sweets — replied: ‘Because he is the very sweetest man we ever knew!’ 
And if he were out, when they came to visit us, they would shed tears of 
disappointment. 

Even strange children always selected him out of any crowd to ask the 
way, or inquire the time, and the little village scholars would volunteer 
‘to say their pieces’ to him. 

Now this was the more remarkable because, as a villager said to me: 
‘Mr. Graham never laid himself out to please any one. He rarely even 
spoke to any one. Yet, see how we all loved him.’ 

And animals had just the same liking for and confidence in him. 
Shepherds’ dogs, notoriously devoted exclusively to their masters, would 
break away to bestow a furtive lick on Kenneth’s hand, and a mother-cat, 
when leaving for some expedition, would carry in her infant progeny and 
deposit them round Kenneth’s ankles for safe keeping during her 
absence. 

So no wonder that he was on a familiar footing with all the living 
creatures he encountered. 

He had wonderfully keen sight and could recognize afar off any bird 
by its flight, note, or plumage, and it was not only their aspect or sounds 
that he knew, but their habits and customs. 

He walked into people’s hearts, and there are locked hearts as well as 
locked doors, and even the latter proved no barrier to him, for he was 
admitted without effort and found himself in the midst of every sort of 
adventurous scene. 

There is a fairy-tale of which I was often reminded by this power of 
his; that in order to gain access through some secret gate, its key must be 
sought by the ensuing method- first, a nameless city had to be 
discovered, then a hidden locality situate in that town. There a stable 
would stand, and within it a black steed in an oaken stall, concealed in 
one ear whereof was a golden key on a green silken string. This was the 
open-sesame to so many closed doors. 

And Kenneth appeared to possess this golden key, so carefully 
concealed from most mortals. 

Sometimes we found ourselves the only ‘outsiders’ at a bandit’s trial 
in Sicily, carefully guarded by armed soldiers standing behind our chairs, 
or in the more peaceful scene of a ball in Brittany in honour of a quite 


unknown peasant’s wedding; or again in an actual stable as mysteriously 
hidden as the one in the fairy-tale where was placed to be secure from 
touts or would-be poisoners, the ‘favourite’ for the great Palio race at 
Siena. I have no idea how any of these happenings came about, save for 
the medium of that magic golden key. 

To go back to the Palio. The horse, or rather, the mare, we had seen 
did win the race, that race which has been run (save for the period of the 
last war, and probably of this one) since the days of Michelangelo, who 
designed the exquisite costumes for its pageantry. 

We then had a further secret adventure in being present at the great 
open-air supper given in honour of the winner, ‘Lola’. This is traditional 
and was held in the hilly side- streets of Siena, at a series of tables as 
long as the streets themselves, decorated with flowers, and lighted by 
lanterns. At one end of the principal table stood Lola, with a necklace of 
green apples round her highly groomed neck, tied with multi-coloured 
ribbons. 

All this we viewed from the windows of the parish priest’s dwelling, 
where we too and a goodly company were regaled on biscuits from china 
bowls and delicious golden wine in blue Venetian glasses. Here, 
hovering above the scene, we saw every detail of the feast below — the 
twinkling lights, the sturdy company — and heard the speeches, songs, 
and applause. 

The guests below were mostly what might be called slum-dwellers, 
that is to say, the workers of Siena resident in the district named ‘Onda’ 
or the Wave, which ran the winner in that year’s Palio. 

This brings to my mind that late on the night of the race- day we were 
returning to Florence by car, not being able to get accommodation in 
Siena itself, and as it was just at the time when the Socialists held sway, 
we were warned that by driving such a long distance after midnight we 
should in all probability be shot at sight, and at our first hold-up on the 
way we thought this prophecy was about to be fulfilled. But all the 
crowd wanted was the information as to which contrada (region) of 
Siena had won the Palio, and when we told them it was Onda they let us 
proceed. This question was asked us at least twenty times in towns and 
villages on our way, but after the first alarm we knew it was only their 
sporting instinct that made them arrest us in order to hear the earliest 
possible news of so great an event. 

As has been said in the foregoing pages, Kenneth Grahame was a 
born teller of tales, and what a story he could have made out of the Palio 
in its own inimitable language! 


But he rarely related any stories save of his own inventing. The 
following verses by Algol serve to show that this gift of his — so fully 
recognized whilst he was a dweller in this world — even followed him 
into another. 


Light as a wind-blown feather 
The trailing buttercup floats; 
Once more it is perfect weather 
For messing about in boats. 

But no sound stirs in the rushes 
That harbour the light-foot clan, 
And a passing shadow hushes 
The whispering pipes of Pan. 


He has crossed a wider river 

Than otter or vole can swim, 

And the Master of Life, the Lover 

Of Beauty has welcomed him; 

And the children that dwell in glory 
Have captured a gentle soul; 

They are crowding round for the story 
Of Ratty and Toad and Mole. 


Ever, while spring winds follow 

The summons of northing suns, 

And in river and hill and hollow 

Life flutters and swims and runs, 

Ever, while snowy pillows 

Lure to an oft-turned page, 

We will read The Wind in the Willows, 
Dream Days and The Golden Age. 


As Algol in these verses tells of ‘the children who dwell in glory’ 
crowding round Kenneth for a tale, it may be interesting to trace 
something of his own childhood as well as the early stages of the book. 
So here is some account of the schooldays when he himself was no older 
than the children dwelling in glory: — 


Reprinted from St. Edward’s School Chronicle, July 1932 


In 1868 there entered the little school in New Inn Hall Street a small 
boy of ten. He stayed seven years at the School, moved with it in 1873 to 
Summertown, and for four terms, 1874-5, was Senior Prefect. He got his 
XV Colours and Second XI Colours, and was prominent in the Debates. 
In No. 5 of the Chronicle appears what is probably his first effort in print 
— a schoolboy essay of twenty-five lines on ‘Rivalry’, with a note from 
the Editor that it is printed to encourage care in essay writing. It must be 
admitted that it shows no promise of the exquisite prose that was to be in 
later years the delight of thousands. It was not till 1890 that he appeared 
in print again, in The Headswoman. Few know it even now. He allowed 
us to print an extract from it in No. 400 of the Chronicle. His fame began 
with Pagan Papers (1893), in which appeared the first sections of The 
Golden Age (1895), which drew out Swinburne’s famous phrase ‘well- 
nigh too praiseworthy for praise’, and crowned his special place among 
the elect. Dream Days followed, with something of the usual fate of a 
sequel (we missed Edward, who had gone to school); but it deserved 
better luck, for ‘The Twenty-first of October’ and ‘Its Walls were as of 
Jasper’ (what a title!) contain some of his very best. Read the description 
of October which runs through the former. Ten years of silence followed, 
and then came The Wind in the Willows. It was coldly received by his 
critics, and its sale was slow at first. When I bought my first copy in 
Malvern, the bookseller remarked that he had wondered when he would 
sell a copy. Yet it is now, I suppose, his best-known work. When it 
reached the children they loved it at once. 

The fact is that the earlier books were about children, but not written 
for children. Their elders did not see the point, and the children did. But 
the appeal of the ineffable Mr. Toad was irresistible, and that perfect 
gentleman the Water Rat, the inexorable Mr. Badger, and dear, simple 
old Mole were all in the picture. But quite apart from the delightful fun, 
the book contains what I think is Kenneth Grahame’s best. “The Piper at 
the Gates of Dawn’ is a masterpiece. I want to cry with delight when I 
read it. ‘Wayfarers All’ is almost as good. But these are perhaps for the 
elders, not for the children. The Toad chapters, when I read them to the 
Lower Third, always met with clamorous demands for more. 

We are the happy possessors of one jewel that I think no one else has. 
When I was making up the jubilee number of the Chronicle in 1913, I 
wrote to Mr. Kenneth Grahame, and he most kindly sent me “The Fellow 
that Walks Alone’, as yet unpublished. It is true ‘K. G.’ Read it and 
judge for yourself. 

But, as The Times remarks, his place among the ‘rare few’ is secure. 


C. 


Thus far this glimpse into the early days of his life. And at its close 
the letter sent to The Times by Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch: 


A PERSONAL TRIBUTE 


Sir, — In the obituaries of Kenneth Grahame one misses (though 
friendship may be exacting) full recognition of his personal charm and 
the beauty — there is no other word — of his character. This, of course, 
could be divined in his books, few, yet in their way surely classical; but 
he avoided publicity always, in later years kept deeper retirement under a 
great sorrow; and so, perhaps, as these books must by their nature have 
attracted many readers towards a further intimacy of which he was shy, a 
word or two about him may be acceptable to them and pardonable by his 
spirit. One does not, anyhow, wish to go out of this world without 
acknowledging one of the best things found in it. 

He came to these parts and to this house (from which he was 
afterwards married) a little more than thirty years ago; convalescent from 
a severe illness. Lazy afternoons at sea completed his recovery and made 
me acquainted with a man who combined all enviable gifts and yet so 
perfectly as to soften all envy away in affection. Noble in looks, yet 
modest in bearing; with flashes of wit that played at call around any 
subject, lambent as summer lightning, never hurting, and with silences 
that half-revealed things beyond reach of words, he seemed at once a 
child and a king. 

Withal he was eminently a ‘man’s man’ and keen on all manly sports: 
a man, too, who — as Secretary of the Bank of England — knew much 
of practical affairs and could judge them incisively if with amusement, 
while his own mind kept its loyalty to sweet thoughts, great manners, 
and a quiet disdain of anything meaner than these. I must remember him 
as a ‘classical’ man, perfectly aware of himself as ‘at best a noble 
plaything of the gods’, whose will he seemed to understand through his 
gift of interpreting childhood. 

His Wind in the Willows had its origin in a series of weekly letters 
invented to amuse the school-time of his only son, whose loss in 
undergraduate prime at Oxford broke the parents’ life. But though his 
roof had fallen, the pillar stood upright. 

I have a feeling, Sir, that many who loved his books without the 
privilege of having known him privately will be glad to hear (as I am 
permitted to tell) that Kenneth Grahame’s end was sudden, peaceful, and 
painless. On Tuesday, the 5 th, after an evening walk with his wife, he 
had retired and was reading in bed when the stroke fell with a sudden 


haemorrhage of the brain. The book slipped from his hand to the floor 
and he slept out of life to the murmur of Thames by Pangbourne. 

I am, Sir, your obedient servant, 

ARTHUR QUILLER-COUCH 


THE HAVEN, FOWEY, CORNWALL, 
July 14, 1932 


These two biographical notes are written by others, but as Kenneth 
Grahame wrote so few books, readers may be interested to know that 
examples of his beautiful descriptive prose are to be found in the Preface 
to Seventy Years a Showman, by Lord George Sanger, where a 
wonderfully true picture is given of a fast-vanishing institution, namely, 
the travelling circus and the caravan life. 

Again, Kenneth Grahame has written other beautiful prefaces — one 
to his own anthology, The Cambridge Book of Poetry for Children, 
Eugene Field’s Lullaby Land, La Fontaine’s Fables, and others. I 
mention these, as they are all characteristic of him. 

At this moment my mind reverts to another unpublished example of 
his playful charm and its expression. 

A learned Professor of London University wrote to Kenneth Grahame 
saying he had long pondered over the question of what became of the 
Mole’s humble though cherished residence, when its owner flung down 
his whitewashing brush and rushed out into the open, to become 
acquainted with Ratty, the River, Badger, Toad, and such a possy of new 
friends, as to keep him absent for a long time from his home. 

The Professor felt unable any longer to resist seeking this information, 
so at last ventured to inquire what happened to Mole’s dwelling and its 
care, whilst left unoccupied. 

Kenneth Grahame in his answer to this query wrote what might well 
have been the inspiration to a further chapter of The Wind in the Willows. 
He stated that Mole, being a bachelor, probably employed a ‘Char- 
Mouse’, and that she, out of the kindness of her heart, would at all events 
see to the feeding of the goldfish in Mole’s little pond and to various 
other matters of urgency. 

There was more in this enchanting strain, of which the creation of the 
‘Char-Mouse’ was the high-light. 

On this note I will wind up my own little Preface, as we have now 
traced the course of the River backwards from its mouth to its source — 


thus listening to the first whisper of the Wind in the Willows, and 
learning something more of the man who wrote it. 


BERTIE’S ESCAPADE 
I 


IT was eleven o’clock on a winter’s night. The fields, the hedges, the 
trees, were white with snow. From over Quarry Woods floated the sound 
of Marlow bells, practising for Christmas. In the paddock the only black 
spot visible was Bertie’s sty, and the only thing blacker than the sty was 
Bertie himself, sitting in the front courtyard and yawning. In Mayfield 
windows the fights were out, and the whole house was sunk in slumber. 

“This is very slow,’ yawned Bertie. ‘Why shouldn’t I do something?’ 

Bertie was a pig of action. ‘Deeds, not grunts,’ was his motto. 
Retreating as far back as he could, he took a sharp run, gave a mighty 
jump, and cleared his palings. 

“The rabbits shall come too,’ he said. ‘Do them good.’ 

He went to the rabbit-hutch, and unfastened the door. ‘Peter! Benjie!’ 
he called. ‘Wake up!’ 

“Whatever are you up to, Bertie?’ said Peter sleepily. 

‘Come on!’ said Bertie. “We’re going carol-singing. Bring Benjie too, 
and hurry up!’ 

Peter hopped out at once, in great delight. But Benjie grumbled, and 
burrowed down in his straw. So they hauled him out by his ears. 

Cautiously they crept down the paddock, past the house, and out at 
the front gate. Down the hill they went, took the turning by the pillar- 
box, and arrived at the foot of Chalkpit Hill. Then Benjie struck. 

‘Hang it all,’ he said. ‘I’m not going to fag up that hill to-night for any 
one!’ 

“Then Pl bite you,’ said Bertie. ‘Choose which you please.’ 

‘It’s all right, Bertie,’ said Peter. ‘We’re none of us going to fag up 
that hill. I know an easier way. You follow me.’ 

He led them into the chalk-pit, till they stood at the very foot. Looking 
up, it was like the cliffs at Broadstairs, only there was no band at the top 
and no bathing-machines at the bottom. 

Peter pulled out a large lump of chalk and disclosed the entrance to a 
long dark little tunnel. ‘Come on!’ he said, and dived in; and the others 
followed. 


II 


They groped along the tunnel for a considerable way in darkness and 
silence, till at last they saw a glimmer of light; and presently the tunnel 
ended suddenly in a neat little lift, lit up with electric light, with a seat 
running round three sides of it. A mole was standing by the door. 

‘Come along there, please, if you’re going up!’ called the mole 
sharply. 

They hurried in and sat down. ‘Just in time!’ said Peter. 

‘Any more for the lift?’ cried the mole, looking down the tunnel. 
Then he stepped inside smartly, slammed the door, pulled the rope, and 
they shot upwards. 

“Well, I never!’ gasped Bertie. ‘Peter, you do know a thing or two, 
you do! Where — what — how—’ 

The lift stopped with a jerk. The mole flung the door open, saying 
‘Pass out quickly, please!’ and slammed it behind them. They found 
themselves standing on the fresh snow, under the open starlit sky. 
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They turned round to ask the mole where they were, but the lift had 
vanished. Where it had been there was a square patch of grass free from 
snow, and in the middle of the patch was a buttony white mushroom. 

“Why, we’re in Spring Lane!’ cried Bertie. ‘There’s the well!’ 

‘And here’s Mr. Stone’s lodge, just in front of us!’ cried Peter. 

‘Splendid!’ said Bertie. ‘Now, we’ll go right up to the house, and sing 
our bewitching carols under the drawingroom windows. And presently 
Mr. Stone will come out, and praise us, and pat our heads, and say we’re 
dern clever animals, and ask us in. And that will mean supper in the 
dining-room, and champagne with it, and grand times!’ 

They hurried up the drive, and planted themselves under the windows. 
Then Bertie said, ‘First we’ll give ‘em “Good King Wenceslas”. Now 
then, all together!’ 


‘But I don’t know “Good King Wenceslas”, said Peter. 


‘And I can’t sing!’ said Benjie. 

“Well, you must both do the best you can,’ said Bertie. “Try and 
follow me. I’ll sing very slow.’ And he struck up. 

Peter followed him, as best he could, about two bars behind; and 
Benjie, who could not sing, imitated various musical instruments, not 
very successfully. 

Presently they heard a voice, inside the house. It was Mrs. Stone’s, 
and she was saying ‘What — on — earth — is — that — horrible 
caterwauling?’ 

Then they heard another voice — Mr. Stone’s — replying: ‘It sounds 
like animals — horrid little animals — under the windows, squealing and 
grunting. I will go out with a big stick, and drive them away.’ 

‘Stick! O my!’ said Bertie. 

‘Stick! Ow, ow!’ said Benjie. 

Then they heard Mrs. Stone again, saying, ‘O no, don’t trouble to go 
our, dear. Go through the stable yard to the kennels, and LET — LOOSE 
— ALL — THE — DOGS.’ 


Il 

‘Dogs, O my!’ said Bertie. 

‘Dogs, ow, ow!’ said Benjie. 

They turned tail and ran for their lives. Peter had already started, 
some ten seconds previously; they saw him sprinting down the carriage- 
drive ahead of them, a streak of rabbit- skin. Bertie ran and ran, and 
Benjie ran and ran; while behind them, and coming nearer and nearer, 
they could hear plainly Wow — wow — wow — wow — wow — 
WOW! 

Peter was the first to reach the mushroom. He flung himself on it and 
pressed it; and, click! the little lift was there! The door was flung open, 
and the mole, stepping out, said sharply: ‘Now then! hurry up, please, if 
you’re going down! Any more for the lift?’ 

Hurry up indeed! There was no need to say that. They flung 
themselves on the seat, breathless and exhausted; the mole slammed the 
door and pulled the rope, and they sank downwards. 

Then the mole looked them over and grinned. ‘Had a pleasant 
evening?’ he inquired. 

Bertie would not answer, he was too sulky; but Peter replied 
sarcastically: ‘O yes, first rate. My friend here’s a popular carol singer. 
They make him welcome wherever he goes, and give him the best of 
everything.’ 


‘Now don’t you start pulling my leg, Peter,’ said Bertie, ‘for I won’t 
stand it. I’ve been a failure to-night, and I admit it; and Pll tell you what 
I will do to make up for it. You two come back to my sty, and Pll give 
you a first-rate supper, the best you ever had!’ 

‘O ah, first-rate cabbage-stalks,’ said Benjie. ‘We know your suppers!’ 

‘Not at all,’ said Bertie earnestly. ‘On the contrary. There’s a window 
in Mayfield that I can get into the house by, at any time. And I know 
where Mr. Grahame keeps his keys — very careless man, Mr. Grahame. 
Put your trust in me and you shall have cold chicken, tongue, pressed 
beef, jellies, trifle, and champagne — at least; perhaps more, but that’s 
the least you’ ll have!’ 

Here the lift stopped with a jerk. ‘Tumble out, all of you,’ said the 
mole, flinging the door open. ‘And look sharp, for it’s closing time, and 
I’m going home.’ 

‘No you’re not, old man,’ said Bertie affectionately. ‘You’re coming 
along to have supper with us.’ 

The mole protested it was much too late; but in the end they 
persuaded him. 


IV 


When they got back to Mayfield, the rabbits took the mole off to wash 
his hands and brush his hair; while Bertie disappeared cautiously round a 
comer of the house. In about ten minutes he appeared at the pigsty, 
staggering under the weight of two large baskets. One of them contained 
all the eatables he had already mentioned, as well as apples, oranges, 
chocolates, ginger, and crackers. The other contained ginger-beer, soda- 
water, and champagne. 

The supper was laid in the inner pigsty. They were all very hungry, 
naturally; and when everything was ready they sat down, and stuffed, 
and drank, and told stories, and all talked at once; and when they had 
stuffed enough, they proposed toasts, and drank healths— ‘The King’— 
‘Our host Bertie’™— ‘Mr. Grahame’— ‘The Visitors, coupled with the 
name of Mole’— ‘Absent friends, coupled with the name of Mr. Stone’ 
— and many others. Then there were speeches, and songs, and then more 
speeches, and more songs; and it was three o’clock in the morning before 
the mole slipped through the palings and made his way back to his own 
home, where Mrs. Mole was sitting up for him, in some uneasiness of 
mind. 


Mr. Grahame’s night was a very disturbed one, owing to agitating 
dreams. He dreamt that the house was broken into by burglars, and he 
wanted to get up and go down and satch them, but he could not move 
hand or foot. He heard them ransacking his pantry, stealing his cold 
chicken and things, and plundering his wine-cellar, and still he could not 
move a muscle. Then he dreamt that he was at one of the great City 
Banquets that he used to go to, and he heard the Chairman propose the 
health of ‘The King’ and there was great cheering. And he thought of a 
most excellent speech to make in reply — a really clever speech. And he 
tried to make it, but they held him down in his chair and wouldn’t let 
him. And then he dreamt that the Chairman actually proposed his own 
health — the health of Mr. Grahame! and he got up to reply, and he 
couldn’t think of anything to say! And so he stood there, for hours and 
hours it seemed, in a dead silence, the glittering eyes of the guests — 
there were hundreds and hundreds of guests — all fixed on him, and still 
he couldn’t think of anything to say! Till at last the Chairman rose, and 
said ‘He can’t think of anything to say! Turn him out!’ Then the waiters 
fell upon him, and dragged him from the room, and threw him into the 
street, and flung his hat and coat after him; and as he was shot out he 
heard the whole company singing wildly ‘For he’s a jolly good fellow — 
p 

He woke up in a cold perspiration. And then a strange thing 
happened. Although he was awake — he knew he was awake — he 
could distinctly hear shrill little voices, still singing ‘For he’s a jolly 
good fe-e-llow, and so say all of us!’ He puzzled over it for a few 
minutes, and then, fortunately, he fell asleep. 

Next morning, when Miss S. and A. G. went to call on the rabbits, 
they found a disgraceful state of things. The hutch in a most untidy mess, 
clothes flung about anyhow, and Peter and Benjie sprawling on the floor, 
fast asleep and snoring frightfully. They tried to wake them, but the 
rabbits only murmured something about ‘jolly good fellows’, and fell 
asleep again. 

“Well, we never!’ said Miss S. and A. G. 

When Albert King went to take Bertie his dinner, you cannot imagine 
the state he found the pigsty in. Such a litter of things of every sort, and 
Bertie in the midst of it all, fast asleep. King poked him with a stick, and 
said, ‘Dinner, Bertie!’ But even then he didn’t wake. He only grunted 
something that sounded like ‘ — God — save — King — Wenceslas!’ 

‘Well!’ said King. ‘Of all the animals!’ 


THE END 


LETTERS by Kenneth Grahame 
NOTES ON THE TRANSCRIPT 


1. When Kenneth Grahame substitutes one word for another, crossed-out 
words are included with a *, except in the case of ordinary slips in 
writing. 

2. Square brackets indicate pencil additions. 

3. Pencil additions which are obscure are indicated by a question- 
mark in the margin. 

4. A gap is indicated by (gap). 

5. Dots indicate the omission of family matters. 


GREEN BANK HOTEL, FALMOUTH, 
10th May 1907 


MY DARLING MOUSE, 

Have you heard about the Toad? He was never taken prisoner by 
brigands at all. It was all a horrid low trick of his. He wrote that letter 
himself — the letter saying that a hundred pounds must be put in the 
hollow tree. And he got out of the window early one morning, & went 
off to a town called Buggleton, & went to the Red Lion Hotel & there he 
found a party that had just motored down from London, & while they 
were having breakfast he went into the stable-yard & found their motor- 
car & went off in it without even saying Poop-poop! And now he has 
vanished & every one is looking for him, including the police. I fear he is 
a bad low animal. 


Goodbye, from 
Your loving Daddy. 


GREEN BANK HOTEL, FALMOUTH, 
23rd May 1907 


MY DEAREST MOUSE, 

No doubt you have met some of the animals & have heard about 
Toad’s Adventures since he was dragged off to prison by the bobby & 
the constable. At first he lay full length on the floor, and shed bitter tears, 
and abandoned himself to dark despair. For he said ‘How can I ever hope 


to be set free again, I who have been imprisoned — and justly — so 
often, for stealing so many — so many — he could not utter the word, 
for his sobs choked him. Base animal that I am (he said): O unhappy and 
abandoned [forsaken] toad (he said); I must languish in this dungeon (he 
said) till people have forgotten the very name of Mr. Toad. With 
lamentations such as these he passed his days & nights, refusing 
consolation, refusing food or other light refreshments: till one day the 
gaoler’s daughter, who was a tender-hearted young woman, took pity on 
him & said ‘Cheer up toad! & try & eat a bit of dinner.’ But the toad lay 
on the floor & wailed & wouldn’t eat his dinner. Then the gaoler’s 
daughter went & fetched a cup of hot tea & some very hot buttered toast, 
cut thick, very brown on both sides, with the butter running through the 
holes in it in great golden drops like honey. When the toad smelt the 
buttered toast he sat up & dried his eyes for he was exceedingly fond of 
buttered toast; & the gaoler’s daughter comforted him & he drank his tea 
& had another plate of toast. Then they discussed plans for his escape 
from the dungeon, & the gaoler’s daughter said ‘Tomorrow my aunt, 
who is the washerwoman to the prison, will bring home your week’s 
washing, & I will dress you up in her clothes & you will escape as the 
washerwoman.’ So when the washerwoman came with the linen, they 
dressed toad up in her clothes & put a bonnet on his head & out he 
marched, past the gaolers, as bold as you please. As he was passing one 
of them, the man said ‘Hullo mother washerwoman, why didn’t you send 
home my Sunday shirt last week, you lazy old pig?’ & he took his stick 
& beat her full sore. And the toad was mad with rage, because he wanted 
to give him a punch in the eye, but he controlled himself & ran on 
through the door, which banged behind him & he was Free. This is as far 
as I have heard at present. 


Your affectionate Daddy. 


THE FOWEY HOTEL, 
FOWEY, CORNWALL, 
28 May 1907 


MY DEAREST MOUSE, 

— Now I daresay you will want to hear something more of the sad 
misadventures of Mr. Toad. Well, when he found himself outside the 
prison gates it was quite dark & he was in a strange land, with no friends, 


& he was frightened, & didn’t know what to do. But he could hear the 
puffing of steam-engines not very far off, & he saw some red & green 
lights through the trees, & he said to himself ‘That must be a railway 
station, & if I am to get home the first thing to do is to get into a train 
that goes there’. So he made his way down to the station & went into the 
ticket office & asked for a ticket. And the man said ‘Where for?’ And the 
toad told him. And the man said ‘That will cost five shillings’. So the 
toad felt for his pocket, to find the money, when to his horror & dismay 
he couldn’t find any pocket! Because he had got the washerwoman’s 
dress on. Then he remembered that when he had changed clothes in such 
a hurry he had left all his money, & his keys, & pencil, & matches, & 
everything, in the pockets of the clothes he had taken off. So there he 
was, miles & miles from home, dressed like a washerwoman, without a 
penny of money. Then Mr. Toad shed bitter tears, & said to the man 
‘Please I have lost all my money — will you be very kind & give me a 
ticket for nothing’. But the man only laughed and said ‘Go away old 
woman! We don’t carry washerwomen for nothing on this railway!’ So 
the toad went away crying, and wandered down the platform by the side 
of the train, thinking whatever should he do, till he came to where the 
engine was. And the engine- driver saw he was crying, & said cheerfully 
‘What’s the matter, mother?’ And the toad replied ‘I want to get home, 
so badly, but I’ve lost all my money, & I can’t buy a ticket.’ Now the 
engine-driver was a kind-hearted man, & he said ‘Look here, 
washerwoman! This engine-driving is very dirty work, and I dirty so 
many shirts that my wife says she’s tired of washing ‘em. If you will 
wash two shirts for me next week, Pll let you ride on the engine with me 
now, & so you will get home for nothing!’ Then the toad was overjoyed, 
and he sprang up on the engine with great delight. Of course he had 
never washed a shirt in his life, and couldn’t if he tried, but he thought 
“When I get home, & get some more money, I will send the engine-driver 
some, to pay for his washing, & that will be just the same’. Presently the 
engine-driver blew his whistle & the train began to move out of the 
station; & soon they were puffing and rattling through the country, ever 
so fast, & the toad was jumping up & down with sheer delight, to think 
that soon he would be home again. — 

Suddenly the engine-driver began to listen; presently he said ‘It’s very 
funny, but I believe I hear another train following us!’ The toad began to 
feel nervous. Then the engine-driver looked over the back of the train, 
for the moon was shining brightly & he could see a long way down the 
line, & at last he cried out ‘Yes! I see an engine! It is coming along very 


fast. I believe we are being pursued!’ And the toad began to feel very 
nervous. Presently the engine-driver looked again, & then he cried ‘Yes, 
they are gaining on us! I can see them clearly now! It is an engine 
pursuing us! It is full of policemen, and they are all brandishing 
revolvers & calling out Stop, Stop, Stop, STOP, STOP!!!! 

This is all the news I have up to the present time. 


Your affectionate 
Daddy. 


THE FOWEY HOTEL, 
FOWEY, CORNWALL, 
31st May 1907 


MY DEAREST MOUSE, 

Now you may like to hear something further about poor Toad. When 
Toad heard that they were being pursued by an engine full of policemen 
with revolvers, he fell on his knees among the coals & cried out, ‘O kind 
Mr. Engine- driver, save me, save me, & I will confess everything! I am 
not the washerwoman I seem to be! I am a toad — the well- known Mr. 
Toad, of Toad Hall — & I have escaped from prison, & those policemen 
are coming to re-capture me!’ Then the engine-driver looked very grave, 
& said, ‘What were you in prison for, toad?’ And the toad blushed 
deeply & said, ‘I only borrowed a motor-car while the people were 
having lunch. I didn’t mean to steal it really.’ 

‘Well,’ said the engine-driver, ‘you have evidently been a bad toad. 
But I will save you if I can.’ So he piled more coals on the fire, and the 
engine flew over the rails, but the engine behind kept gaining & gaining, 
& presently the engine-driver said with a sigh, ‘I’m afraid it’s no use. 
They must catch us up soon, & then they will climb along our train till 
they get to our engine, & if we attempt to resist they will shoot us dead 
with their revolvers.’ Then the toad said, ‘O dear kind Mr. Engine-driver, 
do think of something to save me!’ And the engine-driver thought a bit 
& then he said, “There’s just one thing I can do, & its your only chance. 
We are coming to a long tunnel, & on the other side of the tunnel is a 
thick wood. I will put on all speed while we are running through the 
tunnel, & as soon as we are through I will “slow up” for a few seconds, 
& you must jump off & run into the wood & hide yourself before the 
other engine gets through the tunnel, & then I will go on at full speed & 
they will continue to chase me, thinking you are still on the train.’ 


Next moment they shot into the tunnel, & the engine- driver piled on 
more coals, & the sparks flew, & the train rushed & roared and rattled 
through the tunnel [till] at last they shot out into the moonlight on [at] the 
other side, [end & saw the wood lying dark & (gap) on either side of the] 
& then the engine-driver put on his brakes hard & the train slowed down 
to almost a walking pace & the toad got down on the step & the engine- 
driver said, ‘Now jump!’ and the toad jumped, & rolled down the 
embankment & scrambled into the wood & hid himself. Then he peeped 
out & saw the train get up speed again & go off very fast. And presently 
the other engine came roaring & whistling out of the tunnel, in hot 
pursuit, with the policemen waving their revolvers & shouting ‘Stop, 
Stop, Stop!!! Then toad had a good laugh — for the first time since he 
was put into prison. 

But it was now very late, & dark, & cold, & here he was in a wild 
wood, with no money & no friends. And little animals peeped out of 
their holes & pointed at him & made fun of him; & a fox came slinking 
by, & said ‘Hullo washerwoman! How’s the washing business doing?’ 
and sniggered. And the toad looked for a stone to throw at him, & 
couldn’t find one, which made him sad. Presently he came to a hollow 
tree, full of dry leaves; & there he curled himself up as comfortably as he 
could, & slept till the morning. 

In my next letter I will try to tell you the Adventure of the Toad & the 
Bargee; & about the Gipsy, & how the Toad went into Horse-dealing. 


Ever your affectionate 


Daddy. 
THE FOWEY HOTEL, 
FOWEY, CORNWALL, 
7th June 1907 
MY DEAREST MOUSE, 


You may be wishing to hear what further things happened to Toad on 
his way home, after his escape from the policemen who were pursuing 
him to take him back to prison. Well, next morning the sun shone 
brightly into the hollow tree, & woke up Mr. Toad, who was sleeping 
soundly after his fatiguing exertions of the previous day. He got up, 
shook himself, combed the dead leaves out of his hair with his fingers, & 
set off walking briskly, for he was very cold & rather hungy. Well, he 
walked & he walked, till he came to a canal, & he thought that must lead 


to a town, so he walked along the tow-path, & presently he met a horse, 
with a long rope attached to it, towing a barge; & he waited for the barge 
to come up, & there was a man Steering it, & he nodded, & said ‘Good- 
morning, washerwoman! what are you doing here?’ Then the toad made 
a pitiful face, & said ‘Please, kind Sir, I am going to pay a visit to my 
married daughter, who lives near a fine house called “Toad Hall”; but 
I’ve lost my way, & spent all my money& I’m very tired.’ Then the man 
said, “Toad Hall? Why, I’m going that way myself. Jump in, & Pll give 
you a lift.’ So he steered the barge close to the bank, & the toad stepped 
on board & sat down, very pleased with himself. Presently the man said, 
‘I don’t see why I should give you a lift for nothing, so you take that tub 
of water standing over there, & that bit of yellow soap, & here are some 
shirts, & you can be washing them as we go along’. Then the toad was 
rather frightened, for he had never washed a shirt in his life; but he 
dabbed the shirt into the water, & he dabbed some soap on it, but it never 
seemed to get any cleaner, & his fingers got very cold & he began to get 
very cross. Presently the man came to see how he was getting on, & 
burst out laughing at him, & said ‘Call yourself a washerwoman? That’s 
not the way to wash a shirt, you very silly old woman!’ Then the toad 
lost his temper, & quite forgot himself, & said ‘Don’t you dare to speak 
to your betters like that! And don’t call me a silly old woman! I’m no 
more an old woman than you are yourself, you common, low, vulgar 
bargee!’ Then the bargee looked closely at him, & cried out ‘Why, no, I 
can see you’re not really a washerwoman at all! You’re nothing but an 
old toad!’ Then he grabbed the toad by one hind-leg & one fore-leg, & 
swung him round & sent him flying through the air. 

He found himself head-over-ears in the water! 

When the toad came to the surface he wiped the water out of his eyes 
& struck out for the shore; but the woman’s dress he was wearing got 
round his legs, & made it very hard work. When at last he was safely on 
the tow-path again, he saw the barge disappearing in the distance, & the 
man looking back & laughing at him. This made Mr. Toad mad with 
rage. He tucked the wet skirt up well under his arms, & ran as hard as he 
could along the path, & passed the barge, & ran on till he overtook the 
horse that was towing it, and unfastened the tow-rope, & jumped on the 
horse’s back, & dug his heels into its sides, & off they went at a gallop! 
He took one look back as they went, & he saw that the barge had run into 
the opposite bank of the canal, & stuck, & the bargee was shaking his fist 
at him & calling out ‘Stop, Stop, Stop!! But the toad never stopped, but 
only laughed & galloped on & on & on, across country, over fields & 


hedges, until he had left the canal, & the barge, & the bargee, miles & 
miles behind him. 
I am afraid the Gipsy will have to wait till the next letter. 


Your affectionate 


Daddy. 
16 DURHAM VILLAS, 
CAMPDEN HILL, W. 
21 June 1907 
MY DEAREST MOUSE, 


No doubt you will be interested to hear the further adventures of Mr. 
Toad, after he galloped away across country on the bargee’s horse, with 
the bargee shouting after him in vain. Well presently the horse got tired 
of galloping so fast, and broke from a gallop into a trot, and then from a 
trot into a walk, & then he stopped altogether & began to nibble grass. 
And the toad looked round about him & found he was on a large 
common. On the common stood a gipsy tent, and a gipsy man was sitting 
beside it, on a bucket turned upside-down, smoking. In front of the tent a 
fire of sticks was burning, & over the fire hung an iron pot, and out of 
the pot came steam, & bubblings, and the most beautiful good smell that 
ever you smelt. Then the toad felt very hungry indeed, for he had had no 
breakfast that morning, & no supper the night before; so he sniffed & 
sniffed, & looked at the pot, & the gipsy; & the gipsy sat & smoked, & 
looked back at him. 

Presently the gipsy took his pipe out of his mouth & said ‘Like to sell 
that there horse of yours?’ (Now you must understand that gipsies are 
very fond of buying & selling horses, & never miss an opportunity.) 

This was an entirely new idea to Toad. He had never thought of trying 
to sell the horse; but now he saw a way of getting a little money, which 
he wanted so badly. So he said, ‘What, sell this beautiful young animal 
o’ mine? No, I can’t say I had thought of selling this beautiful young 
animal o’ mine. You see it’s such a beautiful young animal — half an 
Arab & half a Race Horse & half a Prize Hackney. However, how much 
might you feel disposed to give me for this very beautiful young animal 
oO’ mine?’ 

The gipsy looked at the horse, & he looked at the Toad, & he looked 
at the horse again, & then he said— ‘Shilling a leg,’ & turned away & 
went on smoking. 


‘A Shilling a leg?’ said Mr. Toad— ‘please I shall want a little time to 
work that out, & add it up, & see what it comes to.’ So he climbed down 
off the horse & left it to graze, & sat down by the gipsy, & counted on 
his fingers, & did sums in his head, & presently he said ‘A shilling a leg? 
Why, that comes to exactly four shillings. O no. I could not think of 
selling this beautiful young animal for four shillings.’ 

‘Well,’ said the gipsy, ‘Pll tell you what PI do. PII make it five 
shillings & that’s a shilling more than he’s worth; & that’s my last word.’ 

Then the toad pondered deeply. For he was penniless, & five shillings 
seemed a very large sum of money. On the other hand, it did not seem 
very much to get for a horse. But then the horse hadn’t cost him 
anything, so it was all clear profit. At last he said, ‘Look here, gipsy. You 
shall give me six shillings & sixpence, cash, & as much breakfast as I 
can eat, out of that iron pot of yours that keeps sending forth such 
delicious smells. And I will give you my fine young horse & all the 
beautiful harness that is on him.’ Well the gipsy grumbled a bit, but at 
last he agreed. And he counted out six shillings & sixpence into toad’s 
paw; & then he fetched plates out of the tent, & poured hot stew into 
them out of the pot; & it was the most beautiful stew, made of partridges 
& pheasants & chickens & hares & rabbits & pea-hens & guinea fowls. 
And the toad stuffed & stuffed, & kept asking for more & thought that he 
had never eaten so good a breakfast in all his life. 


Your affectionate 


Daddy. 
16 DURHAM VILLAS, 
CAMPDEN HILL, W. 
17 July 1907 
MY DEAR ROBINSON, 
Well! 


So when the Toad had stuffed as much breakfast inside of him as he 
could possibly hold, he stood up, and shook hands with the Gipsy and 
said goodbye to him, & said goodbye to the horse, & set off in the 
direction of Toad Hall. And by this time he was feeling very happy, for 
the sun was shining brightly, & his wet clothes were quite dry again, & 
he had had a first-rate breakfast, & he had got money in his pocket, & he 
was getting near his home. And he thought of his adventures, & all the 


dangers he had escaped, & he began to be very proud & stuck-up, and 
‘Ho ho,’ he said to himself as he tramped along, ‘What a clever animal I 
am! There is no one like me in the whole world! My enemies shut me up 
in prison; I escape with the greatest ease, [by sheer ability & daring]. 
They pursue me with engines & policemen & revolvers; I simply laugh 
at [the whole crowd of them] them & disappear. I am [unfortunately] 
thrown into canals; [What of it?] I swim to land, seize a horse, [escape in 
triumph], sell it for a pocketful of money, get breakfasts given me & am 
made- welcome wherever I go! Ho ho! I am The Toad, the handsome, the 
popular, the glorious Toad!’ Then he got so puffed up with pride & 
conceit that he made up a song, in praise of himself, & sang it as he 
walked along & it was a conceited song! Here are some of the verses: 


The world has held great Heroes, 
As history-books have showed, never a name to go down to fame 
(But none so divine, or half so fine)* 


Compared with that of 
(As the famous Mr.)* Toad! 


The clever men at Oxford 

Know all that there is to be knowed; 

But they none of them know one half as much 
As intelligent Mr. Toad! 


The animals sat in the Ark & cried, 
Their tears in torrents flowed; 

Who was it said “There’s land ahead’? 
Encouraging Mr. Toad! 


The Army all saluted 

As they marched along the road. 

— Was it the King? — or Kitchener? 
No; it was Mr. Toad. 


The Queen and her Ladies-in-waiting 

Sat at the window and sewed. 

She cried ‘Look! who’s that handsome man?’ 
They answered: ‘Mr. Toad!’ 


This was the sort of stuff that he sang, the conceited animal. But his 
pride was soon to have a fall. Let it be a lesson to us, not to be so puffed 
up & conceited as the proud Toad. 

Presently he came to the high-road which ran past the common; and 
as he glanced up it, he saw, very far away, a dark speck, which gradually 
grew larger & larger & larger; & then he heard a faint humming noise, 
which gradually grew louder & louder & louder; & then he heard a very 
well-known sound, & that was Poop! poop! 

‘Ho ho!’ said the Toad, ‘this is life, this is what I like! I will stop them 
& ask them to give me a lift, & so I will drive up to Toad Hall in triumph 
on a motor-car! And perhaps I shall be able to — borrow that motor-car.’ 
He did not say ‘steal’, but I fear the wicked animal thought it. He stepped 
out into the road to hail the car, when suddenly his face turned very pale, 
his knees trembled & shook, & he had a bad pain in his tummy. Why was 
this? Because he had suddenly recognized the car as the very one he had 
stolen out of the yard of the Red Lion Hotel! And the people sitting 
inside were the very people who had gone into the Hotel for 
refreshments on that fatal day! 

(To be continued) 

Dy 


16 DURHAM VILLAS, 
CAMPDEN HILL, W. 
7 th August, 1907 


MY DEAR MICHAEL ROBINSON, 

When the Toad saw that his enemies were close upon him, his heart 
turned to water, his muscles failed, & he sank down in a shabby 
miserable heap in the road, murmuring to himself ‘It’s all up! It’s all over 
now! Prison again! Dry bread and water again! Chains and policemen 
again? O what a fool I have been! What did I want to go strutting about 
the country for, singing conceited songs, instead of going quietly home 
by back ways & hiding, until it all blew over! O unhappy toad! O 
miserable animal!’ And his head sank down in the dust. 

The terrible motor-car drew nearer & nearer & nearer. Then it 
stopped. Some gentlemen got out. They walked round the trembling heap 
of misery lying in the road, & one of them said— ‘O dear! Here is a poor 
old washerwoman who has fainted in the road! Perhaps she is overcome 
by the heat, poor thing, or perhaps she has not had enough food! 


Anyhow, let us lift her into the motor-car & take her to the nearest 
village.’ 

So they tenderly lifted the toad into the motor-car & propped him up 
on the cushions, & started off. When the toad heard them talk in that 
kind way, & knew that he was not recognized, his courage began to 
revive, & he opened one of his eyes. Then one of the gentlemen said: 
‘See, she is better already! The fresh air is doing her good! How do you 
feel now, washerwoman?’ 

The toad answered in a feeble voice, “Thank you kindly, Sir, Pm 
feeling rather better. I think if I might sit on the front seat, beside the 
chauffeur, where I could get more air, I should soon be quite right again.’ 

‘That’s a very sensible woman,’ said the gentleman. So they helped 
her him into the front seat, beside the chauffeur, & on went the car. The 
toad began to sit up, & look about him & presently he said to the 
chauffeur, ‘Please Mr. Chauffeur, I wish you would let me try to drive 
the car for a little; it looks so easy; I’m sure I could do it quite well!’ 

The chauffeur laughed, heartily. But one of the gentlemen said 
‘Bravo, washerwoman! I like your spirit! Let her try. She won’t do any 
harm.” 

So the chauffeur gave up his seat to the toad, & he took the steering 
wheel in his hands, & set the car going, & off they went, very slowly & 
carefully at first, for the toad was prudent. The gentlemen clapped their 
hands, & cried ‘Bravo, washerwoman! How well she does it! Fancy a 
washerwoman driving a motor-car! Bravo!’ 

Then the Toad went a little faster. The gentlemen applauded. The 
Toad went faster still. 

Then, when the when he felt the air singing past his ears, & the car 
throbbing under him, the Toad began to lose his head. He went faster & 
faster still. The gentlemen called out warningly, ‘Be careful, 
washerwoman!’ Then the Toad lost his head entirely. He stood up in his 
seat and shouted ‘Ho ho! Who are you calling washerwoman! I am the 
Toad! the famous Mr. Toad! The motor-car driver, the toad who always 
escapes, who baffles his enemies, who dodges policemen, who breaks 
out of prison, the always- victorious, the triumphant Toad!’ 

Then the gentlemen & the chauffeur arose & flung themselves upon 
him. ‘Seize him!’, they cried, ‘Seize the toad, the wicked animal who 
stole our motor-car! Bind him, chain him, drag him to the police-station! 
Down with the Toad!’ 

Alas! They ought to have remembered to stop the motorcar before 
playing any pranks of that sort. With a halfturn of the wheel the Toad 


sent the car crashing through the hedge. Then it gave an enormous 
bound, and Sploosh! it landed in a horse-pond! The Toad found himself 
flying through the air like a swallow. He was just beginning to wonder 
whether he would ever come down again or whether he had somehow 
got a pair of wings & turned into a toad-bird, when bump! He landed on 
his back. He jumped up at once, & found himself in a meadow. Looking 
back, he saw the car, almost entirely covered by the water, while the 
gentlemen & the chauffeur were floundering about in their long thick 
motor-coats in the pond. He did not stay to help them. No! He set off 
running at once, & ran & ran & ran, across country, till he was quite 
pumped out. Then he settled down into a walk, & as he walked along 
presently he began to giggle, & from giggling he took to laughing, & he 
laughed & laughed until he had to sit down under a hedge. ‘Ho ho!’ he 
roared, ‘The Toad again! Always Mr. Toad! Who got them to give him a 
lift? Who wanted to sit on the front seat to get fresh air? Who got the 
chauffeur to let him drive? Who upset them all into the horse-pond? Who 
escaped, free & unhurt, while they were floundering about in the water? 
Toad, clever Toad, great Toad, good Toad!’ Then he burst into song 
again, & sang 


The motor-car went poop-poop-poop 
As it whizzed along the road; 

Who was it steered it into the pond? 
Ingenious Mr. Toad! 


O how clever I am! How clever, how clever, how cleyv — —’ He 
heard a slight noise behind him. He looked back. O horror! O misery! O 
despair! [O my!]. 

About two fields behind him, a chauffeur and two large policemen 
were running towards him as hard as they could! 

The toad sprang to his feet & set off running again, his heart in his 
mouth. ‘O my!’ he gasped as he panted along, ‘What an ass I am! what a 
conceited ass! O my! O my! O my!’ 

He looked back & saw they were gaining on him. He kept looking 
back as he ran, & saw that they still gained. He struggled on, but he was 
a fat animal, & his legs were short, & as he looked back he saw that they 
still gained. They were near him now! He never looked where he was 
going, but ran on wildly, looking over his shoulder at the approaching 
enemy, when suddenly The toad found himself head over ears in deep 
water, in a rapid stream. He had run straight into the river! He rose to the 


surface, & tried to grasp the reeds & the rushes that grew along the bank, 
but the stream was so fast that it tore them out of his hands. ‘O my!’ said 
the poor toad, ‘If ever I steal a motor-car again—’ Then down he went, 
& came up spluttering. Presently he saw a big dark hole in the bank, 
above his head, & as the stream bore him past he reached out a paw and 
caught hold of the edge. Then he slowly drew himself up out of the 
water, till he was able to rest his elbows on the edge of the hole. There he 
remained for some minutes, puffing & panting, for he was quite 
exhausted. 

Presently, as he gazed into the big dark hole, he saw a tiny speck of 
light, that look like a glow-worm, or a distant star. As he looked, it 
winked & glittered & got more & more like a tiny eye! He looked & 
looked, & saw the outline of a tiny face round it! 

A dark little face — and Whiskers! — 

It was the water-rat! 
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The Water-Rat put out a neat little brown paw, & gave Toady a big 
hoist & a pull, over the edge of the hole, & there was Mr. Toad at last, 
standing safe & sound in the hall, covered with mud, & with the water 
streaming off him, but pleased & happy at being in a friend’s house at 
last after so many perilous adventures. ‘O Ratty!’ he cried, ‘I’ve been 
having such times, you can’t think! Such dangers, such escapes, and all 
through my own cleverness! Been in prison — got out of it! Been thrown 
into a canal — swam ashore! Stole a horse — sold him for a pocketful of 
money! O Iam a smart Toad & no mistake! Tell you what I did, only just 
now—’ 

‘Toad,’ said the Water-Rat firmly: ‘You go off upstairs at once, & take 
off that old cotton rag that looks as if it had once belonged to a 
washerwoman, & clean yourself, & put on some of my clothes & try & 
look like a gentleman if you can; for a more shabby be-draggled 
disreputable looking object than you are I never saw in my life! Now 
stop swaggering & be off!’ [P] talk to you later. ] 


So the Toad went very humbly upstairs to the rat’s dressing-room, & 
changed his clothes, & brushed his hair, & by the time he came down 
again dinner was ready, & very glad the Toad was to see it, for he was 
very [quite] hungry again by this time, in spite of his good breakfast. 
There was roast veal, stuffed, & vegetable marrow; & a cherry tart. 

While they ate their dinner the Toad told the Rat all his adventures, 
not forgetting all his own cleverness, & presence of mind, & cunning; 
but the Rat looked very grave. When the Toad had done, the Rat said 
‘Now Toady, seriously, don’t you see what an old ass you are? You’ve 
been beaten, kicked, imprisoned, [starved] chased, [terrified] thrown into 
water; [insulted] there’s no fun in that. And all because you tried to steal 
a motor-car. There’s no need for you to steal motor-cars; you’ve got lots 
of money; you can buy a beauty if you like. When are you going to be 
sensible, & a credit to your friends?’ 

Now the Toad was really a very good-hearted animal, & never minded 
being jawed: so although, while the rat was talking, he kept saying to 
himself, ‘But it was fun, though!’ & making strange suppressed noises 
inside him, k-i-i-ck, & poop-p-p- & other sounds like snorts, or the 
opening of soda-water-bottles, yet when the rat had done he said very 
nicely & humbly, ‘Quite right, Ratty! I have been a conceited old ass, I 
can see; but I’m going to be a good Toad, & not do it any more. As soon 
as we’ve had our coffee, and a smoke, I’m going to stroll down to Toad 
Hall, & I’m going to lead a respectable life there, & have a bit of dinner 
for my friends when they come to see me, & have a pony- chaise to jog 
about the country in, just as I used to in the old days.’ 

‘Stroll down to Toad Hall?’ cried the Rat. ‘What are you talking 
about? Haven’t you heard?’ 

‘Heard what?’ said the Toad, turning rather pale. ‘Go on, Ratty! what 
haven’t I heard?’ 

‘Do you mean to tell me,’ said the Rat, thumping with his little fist 
upon the table, ‘that you haven’t heard—’ 
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‘Do you mean to tell me,’ shouted the Water-Rat, thumping with his 
little fist upon the table, “That you’ve never heard about the animals?’ 
[Stoats & weasels?] ‘N-n-no,’ murmured the Toad, trembling in every 
limb. 

‘< — and how they’ve been & taken Toad Hall?’ went on the Rat Toad 
leaned his elbows on the table, & his chin on his hands; & a large tear 
welled up in each of his eyes, overflowed, & splashed on the table, plop! 
plop! 

‘Go on, Ratty,’ he murmured: ‘tell me all; I can bear it.’ 

“When you — got into that trouble of yours,’ said the Rat, slowly and 
impressively: ‘I mean when you — disappeared, you know, over that 
you-know-what—’ 

The Toad nodded. 

“Well, it was a good deal talked about here, naturally,’ said the Rat. 
‘Not only in the village [along the river-side] but [even] in the wild- 
wood. And the animals went about saying that this time you would never 
come back, never, never!’ [You were done for this time. ] 

The Toad nodded. 

[That’s the sort of little beasts they are.] 

‘ — But the Mole and the Badger,’ continued the Water- 

Rat. “They held out [through thick & thin] that you would come back 
somehow; they didn’t know how, but somehow.’ The Toad sat up in his 
chair, & began to smirk a little. 

i So the Mole & the Badger,’ went on the Rat, ‘determined they 
would move their things in to Toad Hall, & sleep there, to look after it 
for you. The fact is, they didn’t trust the animals!’ 

‘I should think not indeed!’ Said Toad. 

‘One dark night,’ said the Rat, lowering his voice, ‘one very dark 
night — and it was blowing hard too, & raining cats-&-dogs — a band 
of weasels, armed to the teeth, crept silently up the carriage-drive. At the 
same time a band [body] of desperate ferrets advanced through the 
kitchen- garden; & a number of stoats who stuck at nothing surrounded 
the back-door. 

The mole & the badger were sitting by the fire, smoking & telling 
each other stories, when these bloodthirsty villains broke down the doors 
& rushed in upon them. They made the best fight they could, but what 
are two people against hundreds? They took & beat them severely with 
sticks, the two poor faithful creatures, & turned them out into the cold & 
the wet.’ 





Here the Toad sniggered a little, & then pulled himself up & tried to 
look very solemn. 

< — And they’ve been living there in Toad Hall ever since,’ continued 
the Rat, ‘and going on anyhow! Lying in bed half the day, & breakfast at 
all hours, & the place in such a mess its not fit to be seen! Eating your 
grub, & drinking your drink, & making jokes about you, & singing 
vulgar songs about you & about — prisons & magistrates & all that; & 
they tell everybody they’ve come to stay for good!’ 

‘O have they?’ said Toad, getting up & seizing his stick. ‘I'll jolly 
soon see about that!’ 

‘It’s no good, Toad!’ called the Rat after him. ‘You’d better come 
back! You’ll only get into trouble!’ 

But the Toad was off, & there was no holding him. He marched 
valiantly down the road, his stick over his shoulder, till he got near the 
front gate, when suddenly behind the palings there popped up a long 
yellow ferret with a gun. 

“Who comes there?’ cried the ferret. 

‘Stuff & nonsense,’ said the Toad angrily. ‘What do you mean by 
talking like that to me? What do you — —’ 

The ferret said never a word, but he brought his gun up to his 
shoulder. The Toad dropped flat in the road. Bang! a bullet whistled over 
his head. The Toad scrambled to his feet, & scampered off down the 
road; & as he ran he heard the ferret laughing. 

He went back & told the Water-rat. ‘What did I tell you?’ said Rat. 

Still, the Toad would not give in at once. He got a boat, & set off 
rowing up the river to the back of Toad Hall, to where the garden came 
down to the riverside. All seemed very peaceful & deserted. As he rested 
on his oars he could see Toad Hall quiet in the sunshine, with the pigeons 
cooing on the roof, & the garden, & the creek that led to the boat-house, 
& the little wooden bridge that crossed it. 

He paddled up very cautiously & turned to go under the bridge, & 
was just passing it when CRASH! 

A great stone, flung from the bridge, smashed through the bottom of 
the boat, & Toad found himself struggling in deep water. He looked up, 
& saw two stoats leaning over the bridge watching him. ‘It’ll be your 
head next time, Toady!’ said they. And as Toad swam to shore, the stoats 
laughed & laughed & laughed, till they nearly had two fits — that is, one 
fit each, of course. 

The Toad went back & told the Water-Rat. ‘What did I tell you?’ said 
Ratty crossly: “& look here! now you’ve been & ruined my nice clothes 


that I lent you!’ 

Then the Toad was very humble, & apologized to the Rat for getting 
his clothes wet, & said ‘Ratty, I have been a headstrong & a wilful Toad. 
Henceforward I will be humble & submissive, & will do nothing without 
your kind advice & approval.’ 

‘If that is really so,’ said the Rat, ‘then my advice is, to sit down & 
have your supper & be patient. For I am sure that we can do nothing until 
we have seen the Mole & the Badger, & heard their news, & taken their 
advice in the matter.’ 

‘Oho, the Mole and the Badger!’ said the Toad lightly: ‘Why, what’s 
become of them? I had forgotten all about them.’ 

“Well may you ask,’ replied the Rat reproachfully. ‘While you were 
riding about in motor-cars, those two faithful animals have been hiding 
in the wild-wood, living very rough & sleeping very hard, spying & 
planning & contriving, how to get back Toad Hall again for you. See 
what it is to have true friends! Some day you’ll be sorry you didn’t value 
them more while you had got them.’ 

So the Toad was humble & contrite again, of course, & they sat down 
to supper. 

When they were about half-way through, there came a knock at the 
door. The Rat nodded mysteriously to the Toad, & went to the door & 
opened it; & in walked the Badger. His shoes were covered with mud, & 
he looked very rough & touzled; but then he was never a very smart man, 
the Badger, at the best of times. He shook Toad by the hand & said 
“Welcome home, Toad! Ah, what am I saying? Home, indeed! This is a 
sad meeting. Alas, poor, poor Toad!’ Then he sat down at the table & 
helped himself to a large slice of cold pie. 

The Toad was rather alarmed at this sort of greeting; but the Rat 
nudged him & whispered ‘Don’t say anything. He takes it very much to 
heart. And he’s always very low when he’s wanting his victuals.’ 

Presently there was another knock. The Rat nodded to the Toad, & 
went to the door & ushered in the Mole, very shabby & unwashed, with 
bits of hay & straw sticking in his fur. 
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‘Why, it’s Toad!’ cried the Mole, his face brightening up. ‘Fancy 
seeing you here!’ And he began to dance round him. ‘Thought you were 
locked up in prison for the rest of your days! Why, you must have 
managed to escape, you clever Toad!’ 

The Rat pulled him by the arm, but it was too late. The Toad was 
puffing & swelling already. 

‘Clever? Well, I’m cleverer than you fellows seem to think me,’ said 
he. ‘Of course I escaped. What’s a prison to me? But that’s nothing to 
what I’ve done since. Just let me tell you!’ 

“Well, well,’ said the Mole, moving towards the table. ‘You can talk 
while I eat. Not a bite since breakfast! O my, O my!’ And he sat down & 
helped himself liberally to cold beef & pickles. 

The Toad straddled on the hearth-rug, thrust his hands into his 
pockets, & pulled out a handful of silver. ‘Look at that!’ he said. ‘That’s 
not bad, for a few minutes’ work. And how do you think I done it? 
Horse-dealing! That’s how I done it!’ 

‘Go on, Toad!’ said the Mole, immensely interested. 

“Toad, do be quiet, please,’ said the Rat: ‘and don’t you egg him on, 
Mole, but please tell us what the position is, & what’s best to be done.’ 

“There isn’t anything to be done, that I can see,’ replied the Mole, 
grumpily. ‘It’s like the old riddle, “Who goes round & round the house & 
never inside the house?” The Badger & I have been round & round the 
house, night & day: always the same thing. Sentries everywhere, guns 
poked out at us, stones thrown at us; always an animal on the look-out, 
and my! how they do laugh! That’s what annoys me most.’ 

‘It’s very difficult,’ said the Rat, reflecting deeply: ‘But I think I see 
[in the depths of my mind] what Toad ought to do. He ought to—’ 

‘No, he oughtn’t!’ shouted the Mole, with his mouth full. ‘Nothing of 
the sort. He ought to—’ 

“Well, I shan’t do it, any way,’ cried the Toad, getting excited. ‘I’m 
not going to be ordered about by you fellows. I’m going to—’ 

By this time they were all three talking at once, at the top of their 
voices, & the noise was simply deafening, when a small dry voice said, 
‘Be quiet, all of you!’ and instantly every one was silent. 

It was the Badger, who had finished his pie & turned round in his 
chair. When he saw that they were all evidently waiting for him to 
address them, he turned to the table again & reached out for the cheese. 
And so great was the respect commanded by the solid qualities of that 


admirable animal, that not another word was uttered till he had quite 
finished his supper & brushed the crumbs from his legs. The Toad 
fidgeted a bit, but the Rat held him firmly down. 

When the Badger had quite done, he got up & stood before the fire, 
reflecting. ‘Toad!’ he said severely. ‘You’re a bad little animal! What 
would your father have said, if he had been here to-night?’ 

The Toad began to shed tears, at once. 

“There, there!’ said the Badger, more kindly, ‘never mind. We’re 
going to let by-gones be by-gones [& turn over a new leaf]. But what the 
Mole says is quite true. The Stoats are on guard, & they’re the best 
sentinels in the world. It’s no good our attacking the place. They’re too 
strong for us.’ 

“Then it’s all over,’ sobbed the Toad, crying into the sofa-cushions. ‘I 
shall go & enlist for a soldier, & never see my dear Toad-Hall any morel’ 

[A dread silence fell upon the company, a horror — Toad — ] 

‘Cheer up, Toady,’ said the Badger; ‘now I’m going to tell you a 
secret.’ 

The Toad sat up at once & dried his eyes. He liked to be told secrets, 
& then to go & tell them to some other animal, after he had promised not 
to. 

“There-is-a-secret-passage,’ said the Badger impressively, ‘leading 
right into the middle of Toad Hall!’ 

‘O nonsense, Badger,’ said the Toad rather airily: ‘I know every inch 
of Toad Hall, inside & out. Nothing of the sort, I do assure you!’ 

‘My young friend,’ said the Badger severely, ‘Your father, who was a 
very worthy animal — much worthier than some others I know — was a 
great friend of mine [& told me a deal he wouldn’t have thought of 
telling you]. He made that passage, in case of danger, & when he had 
made it he showed it to me. “Don’t tell my son,” said he. “He’s a good 
fellow, but he has a light character & can’t hold his tongue. If he is ever 
in areal fix you may tell him, but not before!”’ 

The other animals looked hard at Toad, to see how he would take it. 
Toad was inclined to be sulky at first. Then he brightened up, being a 
good fellow. 

‘Well, well,’ said he, ‘perhaps I am rather a talker. A popular fellow 
(like-me)* [such as I am] — my friends get round me — & then I talk. 
Go on, Badger! How’s this going to help us?’ 

“To-morrow night,’ continued the Badger, ‘as I have found out by 
calling at the back-door in the disguise of a sweep, there is going to be a 
great banquet. It’s somebody’s birthday — the Head Weasel’s, I believe. 


And the animals [weasels] will be gathered in the dining-hall, feasting & 
laughing & carrying on, & suspecting nothing. No guns, no swords, no 
sticks, no arms of any sort.’ 

‘But the sentries will be posted, as usual,’ remarked the Rat. 

‘Exactly,’ said the Badger. [That is my point]. They [The weasels] 
will trust entirely to -the- [their excellent] sentries. And that’s where our 
passage comes in. This blessed old (passage)* [tunnel] leads right up 
under the butler’s pantry, next to the dining-hall!’ 

‘Aha, that squeaky board in the butler’s pantry!’ cried the Toad. ‘Now 
I understand it.’ 

‘< — We shall creep out quietly into the butler’s pantry,’ cried the 
Mole — 

‘< — with our swords & our sticks & [our] things!’ shouted the Rat — 

‘— And rush in upon ‘em!—’ said the Badger — 

‘And whack ‘em, & whack ‘em, and whack ‘em!—’ cried the Toad in 
extasy, running round & round the room & jumping over the chairs. 

“Very well then,’ said the Badger, becoming suddenly grave & severe 
once more. Now that’s settled, all of you go off to bed, at once & we'll 
make our arrangements [in the course of] to-morrow [morning]. 

The Toad felt a great deal too excited to sleep. But he had had a long 
& tiring day, & his head had not been long on the pillow before he was 
snoring. Of course he dreamt a great deal — such a jumble of gipsies, 
motor-cars & policemen, fallings into water & fishings out again, as 
never was; & the secret passage twisted & turned, & shook itself, & sat 
up on its end; but somehow he was in Toad Hall at the last, & his friends 
sat round him, saying what a clever Toad he was. 

He slept till a very late hour next morning, & when he got down the 
other animals had finished their breakfast a long time. The Mole had 
gone out by himself, without saying where he was going to. The Badger 
sat in the armchair, reading the paper, & not troubling himself in the 
slightest about what was going to happen that evening. The Rat [on the 
other hand] was running round excitedly with his arms full of weapons, 
distributing them in four little heaps, & saying rapidly under his breath, 
as he ran, ‘Here’s-a-sword-for-the-Rat, here’s-a-sword-for-the-Mole, 
here’s-a-sword-for-the-Toad here’s-a-sword-for-the-Badger! Here’s-a- 
pistol-for-the-Rat, here’s-a-pistol-for-the-Mole,’ & so on. 
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‘That’s all very well, Rat,’ said the Badger, looking at him over the 
edge of his newspaper, ‘I’m not blaming you. 

But just let us once get past those stoats, with their horrid guns, & I 
assure you we shan’t want any swords or pistols. We four, with our 
sticks, once we’re inside the dining-hall — why, we shall clear the floor 
of ‘em, in five minutes. I’d have done the thing by myself, but I didn’t 
want to deprive you fellows of the fun!’ 

‘It’s as well to be on the safe side,’ said the Rat, polishing a pistol- 
barrel on his sleeve & looking along it. 

The Toad picked up a stout stick & swung it vigorously, thrashing 
imaginary animals with it. ‘I’ll learn ‘em to steal my house!’ he cried, 
‘T’ll learn ‘em, Pll learn ‘em!’ 

‘Don’t say “learn ‘em”, Toad,’ said the Rat, greatly shocked: ‘it’s not 
good English!’ 

‘What are you always nagging at Toad for?’ inquired the Badger. 
‘What’s the matter with his English? It’s the same what I use myself, & 
what’s good enough for me ought to be good enough for you!’ 

‘I’m sorry,’ said the Rat humbly: ‘Only I think it ought to be “teach 
‘em’, not “learn ‘em”’.’ 

‘But we don’t want to teach ‘em!’ said the Badger. ‘We want to learn 
em, — learn ‘em, learn ‘em! & what’s more, we’re going to!’ 

‘O all right, have it your own way,’ said the Rat. He was getting rather 
muddled about it himself, & presently retired into a corner, where he was 
heard muttering ‘learn ‘em, teach ‘em, teach ‘em, learn ‘em’ — till the 
Badger told him rather sharply to leave off. 

Presently the Mole tumbled into the room, evidently very pleased 
with himself. ‘I’ve been humbugging the Stoats,’ he began. ‘It was great 
fun. I put on that old washerwoman-dress that Toad came home in — 
found it hanging before the kitchen fire — and the bonnet, & went off to 
Toad Hall, & found the Stoat-sentries with their guns at the gate. “Good 
morning, gentlemen!” I says. “Want any washing done to-day?” They 
looked at me [very] proud, & [stiff &] haughty, & said, “Go away 
washerwoman! we don’t do any washing on duty!” 

“Or any other time?” says I! “Haw, haw, haw! Wasn’t I funny, Toad!’ 

‘Poor, frivolous animal!’ said the Toad very loftily. The fact is, he was 
jealous of Mole, for what he had done. It was just what he would have 


c 


liked to do himself, if he had only thought of it. 

‘Some of the stoats turned quite pink,’ continued the Mole: ‘and the 
Sergeant said to me, very stiffly, “Now run away, my good woman, run 
away!” 

“Run away?” I said, “it won’t be me that’ll be running away, in a very 
short time from now!”” 

“O Moly!’ said the Rat, dismayed. 

The Badger laid down his paper. 

‘I could see them pricking up their ears,’ went on Mole. ‘My 
daughter,’ I said, ‘washes for Mr. Badger, so I know what I’m talking 
about. A hundred bloodthirsty badgers, armed with rifles, are going to 
attack to-night by way of the paddock. Six boat-loads of rats, with pistols 
and cutlasses, will come up the river & effect a landing in the kitchen- 
garden; & a picked body of Toads, known as the Die-hards, or the Death- 
or-Glory Toads, will storm the orchard.’ [yelling for vengeance. They 
seemed struck all of a heap.] Then I ran away & hid: & presently I came 
creeping back through the bushes. They were all as nervous & excited as 
could be: running all ways at once, & every one giving different orders, 
& the Sergeant sending off bodies of stoats to distant parts of the grounds 
in different directions; and I heard one stoat say, “That’s just like the 
weasels; they’re to stop comfortably at home, & have feasting & all sorts 
of fun, & we’re to stay out in the cold & the dark & be cut to pieces by 
bloodthirsty badgers”’ 

“You silly ass, Mole,’ cried the Toad, ‘You’ve been & spoilt 
everything!’ 

‘Mole,’ said the Badger, in his dry quiet way, ‘you have more sense in 
your little finger than some other animals have in the whole of their fat 
bodies. I begin to have great hopes of you. Good Mole! Clever Mole!’ 

The Toad was simply wild with jealousy, especially as he couldn’t see 
what the Mole had done that was particularly clever; but before he could 
say more the dinner-bell rang. It was bacon & broad beans, & a macaroni 
pudding; & when they had quite done, the badger settled himself into an 
arm-chair & said, ‘Well, we’ve got our work cut out for us to-night, & 
we Shall be up rather late, so I’m going to have forty winks.’ And he 
drew a handkerchief over his face & was soon snoring. 

The Rat was still taken up with his arrangements, & began- continued 
running between his four little heaps, muttering ‘Here’s-a-belt-for-the- 
Rat, here’s-a-belt-for-the- Mole, here’s-a-belt-for-the-Toad, here’s-a-belt- 
for-the- Badger,’ & so on, so the Mole put his arm through the Toad’s & 
drew him into the garden, where he put him into a wicker-chair & made 


him tell him all his adventures from beginning to end, which the Toad 
was very willing to do. Indeed, he not only told him everything, but I’m 
afraid he also told him several things that had not actually occurred; but 
they were all things that the Toad had intended to do, if he had had time; 
so perhaps he had almost persuaded himself that he had really done 
them. 

When it grew dark, the Rat called them into the parlour, & stood each 
of them by his little heap, & proceeded to dress them up. He was very 
earnest about it & it took quite a long time. First there was a belt to go on 
each animal, & then a sword to be stuck into each belt, & then a cutlass 
on the other side to balance it, & then a pair of pistols, & a policeman’s 
truncheon, & a pair of handcuffs, & some bandages & sticking-plaster, & 
a sandwich-case. The Badger laughed good-humouredly, & said, ‘All 
right, Rat; it amuses you & it doesn’t hurt me. But I’m going to do all 
I’ve got to do with this here stick!’ But the Rat said, ‘Please, Badger! 
You know I shouldn’t like you to blame me afterwards, & say I had 
forgotten anything? 

When all was ready, the Badger took a dark lantern in his hand & 
said, ‘Now then, follow me! Mole first, ‘cos I’m very pleased with him! 
Rat next; Toad last. And look here, Toady! don’t you chatter quite so 
much!’ 

The Toad was so anxious to begin the attack that he took up the 
inferior position assigned to him without a murmur, & the animals set 
off. The Badger led them along by the river for some way, & then 
suddenly swung himself over the edge into a hole in the river-bank. The 
others followed silently one by one: of course when it came to the Toad’s 
turn he managed to slip & fall into the water with a loud splash. He was 
hauled out by the others, & rubbed down, & comforted; but the Badger 
was seriously angry & told him that the next time he made a fool of 
himself he would be left behind. 
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So at last they were in the secret passage! 


It was cold, & dark, & damp, & muddy, & low; & the Toad began to 
shiver with dread, & partly also because he was wet through; & he 
lagged behind, & the others called out impatiently, ‘Come on, Toad!’ 
Then he ‘came on’ with such a rush that he upset the Rat into the Mole & 
the Mole into the Badger. And the Badger thought they were attacked 
from behind, & drew a pistol, as there wasn’t room to use a stick; & he 
nearly put a bullet through Mr. Toad. When he found out what had really 
happened he was very angry, & said, ‘Now Toad shall be left behind this 
time!’ But Toad whimpered, & the other two promised they would be 
answerable for him, & at last the Badger was pacified, & the Toad was 
allowed to proceed, only this time the Rat brought up the rear, with a 
firm grip on the shoulder of Toad. 

So they groped along & shuffled along, with their paws on their 
pistols, & presently the Badger said, ‘We must be getting very near the 
Hall now!’ Then they heard, far away & over their heads, a confused 
murmur of sound, as if people were shouting & cheering & stamping & 
hammering on tables: & the Toad got nervous, but the Badger only said, 
“Well, they are going it, those Weasels!’ 

They groped along a bit further, & presently the noise broke out 
again, quite distinct this time, & close above them. ‘OOray-oo-ray-oo- 
ray-oo-ray!’ they heard, & the stamping of little feet on the floor, & the 
clinking of glasses as little paws hammered on the table. “They are going 
it!’ said the Badger: ‘Come on!’ And they hurried along the passage till 
they found themselves standing under the trap-door that led into the 
butler’s pantry! 

There was such a noise going on in the Hall that there was little 
danger of their being overheard. The Badger said ‘Now, all together!’ 
And the four of them put their shoulders to the trap-door & heaved it 
back. In another second they all stood in the pantry, with only a door 
between them & the dining-hall! 

For the moment the noise was simply deafening. As the cheering & 
hammering slowly subsided, a voice was heard, saying, ‘Well, I will not 
detain you longer’ (much applause). ‘But before I sit down’ (great 
cheering), ‘I should like to say one word abour our host Mr. Toad! We all 
know Toad! (laughter) Good Toad, honest Toad, modest Toad!’ (Shrieks 
of merriment). 

‘Only let me get at him!’ muttered Toad, grinding his teeth. 

‘Hold hard a minute! said the Badger, restraining him with difficulty. 

‘— Let me sing you a little song,’ went on the voices: ‘which I have 
composed on the subject of Toad!’ (Much applause.) 


Then the head-weasel — for it was he — began in a high squeaky 
voice 

Toad he went a-pleasuring 

Gaily down the street — 


The Badger drew himself up, took a firm grip of his stick in both 
hands, & cried ‘The hour is come! Follow me!’ and flung the door open 
wide. 

My! 

What a squealing & a squeaking & a screeching filled the air! 

Well might the terrified weasels dive under the tables & spring at the 
windows! Well might the ferrets rush for the fire-place & get jammed in 
the chimney! Well might tables & chairs be upset & glass & china sent 
smashing on the floor, in the panic of that terrible moment when the Four 
Heroes strode wrathfully into the room! The Mighty Badger, his 
whiskers bristling, his great cudgel whistling through the air! Mole, 
black & grim & terrible, brandishing his stick & shouting his awful war- 
cry, ‘A Mole, A Mole!’ Rat, desperate & determined, his belt bulging 
with weapons of every age & every variety; Toad, frenzied with 
excitement & injured pride, swollen to twice his ordinary size, leaping 
into the air & emitting Toad-whoops that chilled [them to] the marrow! 
“Toad he went a-pleasuring!’ he yelled. ‘PII pleasure ‘em!’ [& he went 
straight for the Chief Weasel]. They were but four, yet to the panic- 
stricken weasels the hall seemed full of monstrous animals, grey, black, 
brown, & yellow, whooping & flourishing enormous sticks; & they 
broke & fled with squeals of terror, this way & that, through the 
windows, up the chimney, anywhere to get out of reach of those terrible 
cudgels. 

The affair was soon over. Up & down, the length of the Hall, strode 
the four Animals, whacking with their sticks at every head that showed 
itself. 

In five minutes the room was cleared. Through the broken windows 
(by which they had escaped)* the shrieks of terrified weasels (tearing)* 
escaping across the lawn were borne faintly to their ears; on the floor lay 
some dozen or so of the enemy, on whom the Mole was busily engaged 
in fitting handcuffs. The Badger, resting from his labours, leaned on his 
stick & wiped his honest brow. ‘Mole!’ he said. ‘You’re the best of 
fellows! Cut along outside & look after those stoats of yours! I’ve an 
idea we shan’t have much trouble from them to-night!’ 


The Mole vanished through a window; & then the Badger bade the 
other two set a table on its legs, & pick up some plates & glasses, & see 
if they could find materials for a supper. ‘I want some grub, I do,’ he 
said, in the rather common way he had of speaking: ‘Stir your stumps, 
Toad, & look lively. We’re doing all this for you, & you don’t trouble to 
produce so much as a sandwich!’ 

The Toad felt rather hurt that the Badger didn’t say pleasant things to 
him, as he had to the Mole, & tell him what a fine fellow he was, how 
splendidly he had fought for he was rather particularly pleased with 
himself, & the way he had gone for the head weasel & sent him flying 
across the table with one blow of his stick; but he bustled about, & so did 
the others [Rat], & presently they found some guava jelly in a glass dish, 
a cold chicken, a tongue that had hardly been touched, some trifle, & 
quite a lot of lobster salad; & in the pantry was a basket-full of French 
rolls, & a quantity of celery & cheese. They were just sitting down when 
the Mole clambered in through the window chuckling, his arms full of 
rifles. 

‘It’s all over,’ he said. “When the stoats heard the shrieks & the yells 
& the uproar inside the hall, most of them threw down their rifles & fled. 
The rest stood fast, but when the weasels rushed out upon them they 
thought they were betrayed, & the stoats grappled with the weasels, & 
the weasels fought to get away, & they wrestled & wriggled & rolled till 
they fell into the river! And I’ve got all their rifles, so that’s all right.’ 

‘Excellent animal,’ said the Badger, his mouth full of chicken & trifle: 
‘Now there’s just one more thing I want you to do for us, Mole, before 
you sit down to your supper along of us: because I can trust you to see a 
thing done, & I wish I could say the same of everybody I know.’ 
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“What I want you to do, Mole,’ said the Badger, ‘is to take those 
fellows on the floor there, upstairs with you, & have some bedrooms 
cleaned out, & tidied, & made really comfortable. Make them put clean 
linen on all the beds, & turn down one corner of the bed-clothes, just as 
you know it ought to be done; & have a can of hot water & clean towels 
put in each room; & then you can give them a licking apiece, if you’ve a 


mind to, & put them outside the door — they won’t trouble us any 
further, I’ll lay. And then come in & have some of this cold tongue. It’s 
real good. I’m very pleased with you, Mole!’ 

So the goodnatured Mole formed his prisoners up in a line on the 
floor. & said, ‘Quick, March!’ & marched them off to the bedrooms: & 
presently he came down smiling, & said every room was ready, & as 
clean as a new pin. ‘And I didn’t have to lick them either,’ he added. ‘I 
thought they had had licking enough for one night, & the weasels, when 
I put it to them, quite agreed with me. And they were very very sorry & 
very penitent, & said it was all the fault of the head-weasel & the stoats, 
& if ever they could do anything for us at any time — & so on. So I gave 
them a roll apiece & let them out at the back door, & off they ran!’ 

Then the Mole pulled his chair to the table & pitched into the cold 
tongue; & the Toad [like the gentleman he was] with an effort put aside 
all his jealousy, & said heartily, (Mole, you’re a brick, & a clever brick! 
— I wish I had your headpiece!’)* [Thank you kindly, dear Mole, for all 
that you have done for me to-day],. The Badger was pleased at that, & 
said (Good old)* [There spoke my brave] Toad!’ So they finished their 
supper in great joy & contentment. & presently retired to rest, between 
clean sheets, in the ancestral home of Toad, which they had won back 
(for him)* by their valour their strategy & their sticks. 

Next morning the Toad, who had overslept himself, came down to 
breakfast disgracefully late, & found a certain quantity of eggshells on 
the table, some fragments of cold toast, a coffee-pot two-thirds empty, & 
really very little else; which did not tend to improve his temper, 
considering that after all it was his own house. The Mole & the Water 
Rat were sitting in wicker-chairs out on the lawn, telling each other 
stories; roaring with laughter & kicking their short legs up in the air. The 
Badger, who was deep in the morning paper, merely looked up & nodded 
when the Toad came in. But the Toad knew his man, so he sat down & 
made the best breakfast he could, observing to himself that he would get 
square with the others, sooner or later. 

When he had nearly finished the Badger remarked rather shortly: ‘I’m 
afraid there’s a heavy morning’s work in front of you, Toad; you see we 
ought to have a Banquet, to celebrate this affair!’ 

‘O, all right,’ said the Toad, readily: ‘anything to oblige (friends!)* 
Though why on earth you should want to have a Banquet in the morning 
I cannot understand. But you know I do not live to please myself, but 
only to give (pleasure)* [satisfaction] to my friends, & do everything 
they want, you dear Badger!’ 


‘Don’t pretend to be stupider than you are,’ said the Badger crossly; 
‘& don’t chuckle & splutter in your coffee when you’re talking. It’s rude. 
What I mean is, the Banquet will be at night, of course, but the 
invitations have got to go out at once, and you’ve got to write ‘em! Now 
sit down at that table — there’s stacks of paper on it, with “Toad Hall” at 
the top in blue & gold — & write to all your friends, & perhaps if you 
stick to it you’ll have done by lunch-time. And I'll help you, too. PIH 
order the Banquet!’ 

‘What!’ cried the Toad, dismayed: ‘Me [stop indoors &] write a lot of 
rotten letters on a jolly morning like this, when I want to go round my 
property, & get everything & everybody to rights, & enjoy myself! I’ll be 
— Ill see you — stop a minute though! Why, certainly, dear Badger! 
What is my pleasure or convenience to that of others? You wish it done 
& it shall be done. Go, my dear Badger, join our young friends outside in 
their innocent amusements. 

I sacrifice this fair morning on the altar of duty & friendship! 

The Badger looked at him very suspiciously, but Toad’s frank open 
countenance made it difficult to suggest any unworthy motive in this 
change of attitude. As soon as the door had closed behind the Badger, the 
Toad hurried to the writing-table. He had had a fine idea while he was 
talking. He would write the invitations, to the otter, & all the hedgehogs, 
& the squirrels, & all the rest of them: & he would work in, somehow, 
what he had done during the fight, & how he had laid the head-weasel 
flat; & the invitation-cards should have a note [fly-leaf] at the foot, 
something like this: 

SPEECH.....by Toad (There will be other speeches by Toad during the 
evening) 

SONG.... by Toad (composed by himself) 

Other compositions. — . by Toad will be sung at intervals. — . by the 
Composer The idea pleased him mightily, & he worked hard & got the 
letters finished by lunch-time, when it was reported that there was a 
small & rather bedraggled weasel at the door, inquiring timidly whether 
he could be of any service to the gentlemen. The Toad went out, & found 
it was one of the handcuffed ones of the previous evening, very timid & 
very respectful. Toad patted him on the head, shoved the invitations into 
his paw, & told him to deliver them all at once, & if he would come back 
the next day perhaps there might be a shilling for him & perhaps there 
mightn’t; & the poor weasel seemed really quite grateful, & hurried off 
eagerly to do his mission. 


The other animals came in to lunch very boisterous & happy, after a 
morning’s boating on the river, & expecting to find Toad somewhat sulky 
& depressed. Instead, he was so uppish & inflated that of course they 
began to suspect something; & the Rat & the Badger exchanged 
significant glances. After the meal was over the Toad thrust his hands 
deep into his trouser-pockets, & was swaggering off in to the garden, 
where he wanted to think out a few ideas for his speeches, when the Rat 
caught him by the arm. 

(To be continued) 
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The Toad rather suspected what he was after, & did his best to get 
away; but the Badger taking him firmly by the other arm, he saw that the 
game was up. The animals conducted him between them into the small 
smoking-room that opened out of the entrance-hall, shut the door & put 
him down into a chair. Then they stood in front of him, while the Toad 
sat silent & looked at them with much suspicion & ill-humour. 

‘Now look here, Toad,’ said the Rat: ‘about this Banquet. We want 
you to understand, once & for all: there must be no speeches, and no 
songs. We’re not arguing with you; we’re just telling you.’ The Toad saw 
he was trapped. They understood him, they saw through him, they got 
ahead of him. His pleasant dream was shattered. 

‘Mayn’t I sing them just one little song?’ he said piteously. 

‘No, not one little song,’ said the Rat firmly, though his heart bled as 
he noticed the trembling lip of the poor disappointed Toad. ‘It’s no good, 
Toady; you know your songs are all conceit & boasting, & vanity; & 
your speeches are all self-praise and-and-gross exaggeration and — and 

‘And gas,’ put in the Badger, in his common way. 

‘It’s for your own good, Toady,’ went on the Rat. ‘You must turn over 
a new leaf, & now seems a splendid time to begin. Don’t think that 
saying this doesn’t hurt me more than it hurts you!’ 

The Toad remained a long while plunged in thought; at last he raised 
his head, & the traces of strong emotion were visible on his features. 
“You have conquered, my friends!’ he said. ‘It was [indeed] but a small 
thing that I asked — merely leave to “blow” for yet one more evening, to 


let myself go & hear the tumultuous applause which always seems to me 
— somehow — to bring out my best qualities! But you are right, I know, 
& I am wrong. Henceforth I will be an altered toad. My friends, you shall 
never have occasion to blush for me again. But, O dear O dear, this is a 
hard world!’ 

And, pressing his handkerchief to his face, he left the room with 
faltering footsteps. 

‘Badger,’ said the Rat, T feel like a brute; what do you feel like?’ 

‘O I know, I know,’ said Badger: ‘but the thing’s got to be done. This 
dear good fellow has got to live here; do you want him to be mocked, & 
scorned [jeered], & laughed at, by stoats & weasels?’ 

[No of course not said the Rat] 

“Talking of weasels,’ said the Rat, ‘It’s lucky we came upon that little 
weasel just as he was setting out with Toad’s invitations. I confiscated 
the lot, and the good Mole is now sitting in the blue boudoir, filling up 
plain simple invitation-cards.’... 

When at last the hour for the banquet began to draw near, Toad 
slipped away from the others & went upstairs to his own bedroom, very 
melancholy & thoughtful. Sitting down in an armchair he rested his brow 
upon his hand & pondered long. Gradually his countenance cleared, & he 
began to smile long slow smiles; then he took to giggling in a shy, self- 
conscious manner. Then he got up, locked the door, drew the curtains 
across the windows, took all the chairs in the room & arranged them in a 
semicircle, & took up his position in front of them, swelling visibly. 
Then he lifted his voice &, letting himself go, sang loudly 


The Toad — came home! 

There was panic in the parlours and howling in the halls, 
There was crying in the cowsheds & shrieking in the stalls, 
When the Toad — came — home! 


When the Toad — came — home! 

There was smashing in of window and crashing in of door, 
There was chivvying of weasels that fainted on the floor, 
When the Toad — came — home! 


Bang [!] go the drums! 

The trumpeters are tooting & the soldiers are saluting 

And the cannon they are shooting and the — motor-cars are hooting 
As the Hero comes! 


Shout — Hoo-ray! 

And let each one of the crowd do his (best-to)*[try and] shout it [very] 
loud. 

In honour of an animal of whom you’re (rightly)* [justly] proud. For it’s 
Toad’s great day! 


He sang it, as has been said, very loud; also, he sang it over twice. 

Then he heaved a deep sigh; a long, long, long sigh. Then he dipped 
his hair-brush in the water-jug, parted his hair in the middle, & plastered 
it down very straight & sleek on each side; and, unlocking the door, went 
quietly down the stairs to greet his guests, who were assembling in the 
drawing-room. 

Everyone shouted- [cheered] when he entered, & crowded round him 
to congratulate him & say nice things about his courage, & his 
cleverness, & his fighting qualities; but Toad only smiled faintly & 
murmured, ‘Not at all, not at all!’ or sometimes ‘On the contrary!’ The 
animals were evidently quite puzzled & taken aback by this new attitude 
of his; & Toad felt, as he moved from one guest to another, making his 
modest responses, that he was an object of absorbing interest to every 
one. 

The Badger had ordered everything of the best, & the banquet was a 
great success. There was much talking, & laughter, & chaff, but through 
it all the Toad, who was in the Chair, looked down his nose & murmured 
pleasant nothings to the animals on each side of him. At intervals he 
stole a glance at the Badger & the Rat, & saw them looking at each other 
with their mouths open; & this gave him the greatest satisfaction. 
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“You may indeed rest assured that Kenneth will be more than a memory, 
that he will still be a living presence and an enduring friend.’ 
ANTHONY HOPE 


KENNETH GRAHAME 


As song that follows song with burdens blithe 

As lovely are the lovely names of Thames 

That match green England to her garment-hems — 
Medmenham, Mapledurham, Bablockhythe, 

We say them and they say no little tithe 

Of June and slow, old mill-wheels dripping gems, 
Dog-roses, elms, in grave, green diadems. 
Cuckoos and hay-cocks and the swish of scythe; 
And we, who tell these river rosaries 

And mention them among the nightingales, 

Will speak of him who walked the Berkshire shore 
And knew the Wind among the willow trees 

And heard that Whisperer of Fairy Tales 

And left his Thames one summer song the more. 


P. R. C 


INTRODUCTION 


WHO, if any one, ought to be another’s biographer? It is easy to say, and 
possibly right when said, that he who best knew that other is the man. 
And yet an intimate, maybe, is too near to see whom he would portray in 
true perspective and without an affectionate prejudice or so. Moreover, 
such a one sees but the view from an accustomed window. A new-comer 
may find other vistas and viewpoints. Or, possibly, he may not. 

I but once met Kenneth Grahame. I went, on a summer day, to his 
house in Pangbourne upon an errand which in no way concerned him. 
He, among his roses, came round a corner of the garden to find that a 
stranger (myself) had come calling. He made swift excuse to the 
company; he was going to the river, he was going to see the boats, ‘the 
pretty boats’, he said, and he walked round the corner again. I have a 
remembrance of a massive, very tall figure in faultless grey flannels 
(they might have been cut for the Capitoline Jove), of an Olympian head, 
plentifully white-haired, of a clear and ruddy face and (as he 
disappeared) of a pair of shoulders to delight Savile Row. 

Less than a year later it fell to me to be writing the life (that visible 
portion of it anyhow that lies between birth and death, between the 
terrestrial coming and the going) of the great virile gentleman who went 
down to the river upon that summer evening. 

There are more ways, I suppose, than one of making a man’s 
biography. Here is a sample mode that Kenneth Grahame said had much 
to recommend it. His scrapbook tells me that he found it ‘pasted up in a 
village ale-house in 1885’. He says that it is ‘evidently the outcome of 
sincere and genuine feeling stirred by what seemed an heroic life and 
death into paying what poor tribute it could 


A FEW LINES ON COLONEL BURNABY 
‘He like a soldier fell’ 


Our noble Colonel Burnaby, fought the battle brave, 

But, with all his bravery, his own life he could not save. 

He was born at Bedford, on the 3rd March, 1842, 

And when only eighteen years of age, he was in the R.H.G. Blue. 
He learnt many languages, and spoke many tongues, 

And since he has been in manhood, see the brave acts he has done. 
Then he has been promoted, of course he was not fixed, 


For he was made a Captain in 1866. 

And again that was not to be his fate, 

For he was made a Major in the year 1878. 

He was a brave fellow, he was not a lurcher, 

See his journey through Turkey-in-Asia to Khor in Persia. 

A more noble soldier, I should think was never seen before, 

He was not like a short man, 

For he stood six feet four. 

A Brave man, and had an honourable heart, 

But with all that, from this world he had to part. 

Such a noble Colonel is seldom seen, 

He fought for his country, and was a faithful servant to the Queen. 
He to his fate, of course he had to yield, 

Although he was wanted in the Conservative and Political field. 
But poor fellow, he has gone before, 

He came to his death in the Abu Klea War. 


I suspect that some such artless broadsheet as this might have been 
Kenneth Grahame’s personal choice of biographies. 

And I knew nothing of the man whose record I was supposed to put 
down. Nothing at all beyond three things. Firstly, that he had written a 
trio of books, Pagan Papers, The Golden Age and Dream Days, on the 
contents of any one of which I was able to take honours. And (a second 
part of my firstly) that a fourth book stood to his credit — The Wind in 
the Willows — which, though it had brought money and fame to its 
author, I did not appreciate as much as I appreciated the earlier three. 
Secondly, I knew Kenneth Grahame to be a collateral of a famous 
Scottish family because I had heard some one say so when I was at an 
age to think (even with Byron, Shelley and Swinburne to give me the he) 
that professionalism in letters was a surprising pursuit for a gentleman 
born. I am told that Kenneth Grahame secretly held this same silly 
opinion; it is fortunate therefore that the Muses have been (if on 
occasions only) too strong for him. Thirdly, I knew him to be a banker as 
well as an author and almost as successfully. This had interested me 
because I am a banker myself. On these three knowledges, then, I went 
to work. 

And, at once, it seemed to me that no man who does not lead a public 
life has, literarily speaking, a life at all. An advocate, a statesman, a 
jockey, a soldier (as Burnaby above), an actor, such careers are crowded 
with ‘copy’. And this career that I was to record was the career of a man 


who was sufficient unto himself. It seemed therefore to be more ‘lifeless’ 
than most men’s lives are. For Kenneth Grahame never made intimate 
friendships with his fellows. Men and women with whom his lot was 
cast respected him deeply, admired him greatly, loved him dearly even 
— and never knew him at all. 

And yet I do not think that he was other than a happy man. But he 
lived within himself — though, to such solitaries as he, perhaps, ‘The 
Friend of the Children comes out of the wood’. 

His letters, with rare exceptions, are few, formally expressed and 
without emotion. Some two hundred thousand words cover his entire 
literary output. 

As a writer he was prominent in the two literary sensations of his 
youth, the National Observer and the Yellow Book, yet, as a personality, 
he seems to have been entirely dissimilar to, and aloof from, those who 
were, respectively, his colleagues and contemporaries on the one 
publication or the other. 

I went to the men who knew him best and, for all their goodwill, I 
came away little wiser than I was. But, by each, I had an impression of 
Kenneth Grahame confirmed, the impression that his books had given 
me, that here was, in reality, the most companionable of men. That here 
was a jovial scholar, a man infinitely kindly, a man of sane 
commonsense, a man just and generous. That here was a lover of good 
wit and good wine, one fond of a song and of jolly company. Yet one 
who rarely, rarely, showed himself outside his inner reserves. Reserves 
which some called shyness, some a titanic inertia and which were, 
probably, an ambrosial blend of both mixed with much of a philosophical 
and phlegmatic acceptance of life as he found it better suited to a Buddha 
than to a banker with a balance to strike or to an author with a tale to tell. 
Here was a man who desired neither the literary fame, which was his in 
abundance, nor wealth. A man, it seemed, who, had he a duty to do, did 
it with all his might and, the duty done, was content to rest. He did not 
ride forth looking for further dragons. And finally, I had the impression 
that here was a man whom Fate had thwarted, a man who recognized, 
although without complaint, even with equanimity, that he had asked 
differently of Life than those things which Life had bestowed. This then 
was how I saw my subject. 

And at first sight I said that here was little enough to make a book of, 
and I remembered that Kenneth Grahame had replied when asked to 
write his reminiscences: ‘Reminiscences? I have none.’ The creative 
artist, said I, painter or author, lives in the imaginary world which he 


creates and whither none can follow him to know of it other than what 
the artist’s own works tell. And I remembered also what Mr. Stevenson 
had written concerning the author of that classic dog-story, Rab and His 
Friends: 


“They ken your name, they ken your tyke, 
They ken the honey from your byke; 

But mebbe, after a’ your fyke, 

(The truth to tell) 

It’s just your honest Rab they like 

And no’ yoursel’.’ 


Now while this is true, it is not quite true. It is of course the author’s 
books that are loved beyond the author. But the author’s personality is of 
interest also. Otherwise inquisitive strangers would not pry and peep 
about the homes of poet laureates and their likes. And the usual Peeping 
Tom or Tomasina would be far more intrigued by seeing Mr. Masefield, 
for instance (digging in his potato patch), pause to lower a pot of ale than 
they would be to see him march in a scarlet gown to receive an honorary 
degree. To lesser folk the victuals and drink of an Olympian are ever of 
interest. Moreover quails and manna are the most-quoted, and best- 
remembered, incidents in Exodus. For it is the smaller things and the 
homelier that endear. William Shakespeare was fined for poaching 
(though as a matter of fact the venison he brought home was from the 
common ground of Fulbroke and not from the manor of Sir Thomas 
Lucy at all), and for that bit of humanity the man in the street feels the 
nearer to Will. King Alfred is surnamed ‘The Great’. And all that 
ordinary men care to know of him is that he let a baking of girdle-cakes 
burn. A thing that Kenneth Grahame, who had (this book will show it) a 
high appreciation of cakes and ale, would never have done. Therefore it 
is possible that the many readers of The Wind in the Willows want to see 
the man who wrote it in his ordinary, everyday life. And that they are 
prepared to find the life of interest because Kenneth Grahame lived it. So 
the life has been written, the picture made. 

The man who writes the life of another is much in the position of the 
man who paints another’s portrait. And in all portraits you will find, I 
think, more background than picture. Backgrounds are commonplaces; 
— lots of air, a book or so, even a shelf of books, a bit of blue sea 
through an open window, a far-away landscape of hill and down and 
wood, a columned portico, maybe, but neither the nobility nor the 


loveliness of the sitter would be possible without them. And in the 
written picture of a man, unless he is such a man as may be sculpted 
rough-hewn out of the immense granite of his achievements, the maker 
of the picture must trust in the trivialities of his background to show his 
subject to its advantage. The difference between the painted background 
and the written one is that the painter may use his fancy to any suitable 
extent while the writer must abide by the unassuming fact. 

When this book was written I showed it to an acquaintance of 
Kenneth Grahame. This one said of my background, ‘You assume too 
much, there is fancy here as well as fact.’ I said, ‘I assume nothing 
without evidence; here and there that evidence is circumstantial but, if 
circumstantial evidence can hang a man, it can equally hang his picture.’ 

I will give an instance. I mention a song-thrush in the first chapter. I 
had heard it said that Kenneth Grahame had been ‘born to bird-song’. A 
Sparrow on the housetop does not sing nor does a starling upon the 
chimney. And a thrush was always Kenneth Grahame’s favourite singer. 
I will give another instance. I have said that the first of the Pagan Papers 
appeared in the St. James’s Gazette. The note of acknowledgement, in 
the first edition, states that the paper called ‘A Bohemian in Exile’ 
appeared in that evening daily. And that the other papers had appeared in 
the London Observer. Kenneth Grahame states, in an interview, that 
when Henley had seen his work he wanted all of it for the London 
Observer. It may therefore be assumed, I say, that ‘A Bohemian’ was the 
first of the Pagan Papers and that it was published in the St. James’s 
Gazette. I do not however (a ‘life’ is not a law court) state in my text 
what is there on circumstantial evidence and what on the evidence of 
letters or on the lovingly remembered words of those closest to him. 

While, as I have said, there are no great matters in the days of 
Kenneth Grahame, I have been fortunate in finding much manuscript 
hitherto unpublished in book form or at all. Its publication now is alone 
sufficient to make this book of interest and my own words, moreover, not 
unreasonably long. 

A reader judging Kenneth Grahame both from his own writing and 
from my recording will say: ‘Here was one who in spite of his warmth of 
heart and his love of laughter and good fellowship must walk aloof from 
his brother men, while they for their part see him somewhat as men see a 
mountain which they approach for a whole summer day nor ever, so it 
would appear, draw the closer to.’ Gulliver, in Lilliput, was, perhaps, 
thus regarded. 


Kenneth Grahame recognized that aloneness was, and must ever be, 
his portion. His earliest and most youthful jottings are these words of 
Caxton, written down and written down twice over. They refer to the 
boyhood of our English Edmund, saint, bishop and confessor: 

‘he lefte their felawshyp and went allone into a meadowe and under 
an hedge he sayd his devocions. And sodeynlye there apperyed tofore 
him a fayr chylde in white clothynge which sayde, “Hayle, felawe that 
goest allone”? 

Hail then, and farewell. 


CHAPTER I. THE HOUSE WITHOUT A NAME 


MARCH of 1859 leapt on Edinburgh like a tiger. The weather was 
black-easterly and striped with furious ‘ondings’ of snow. Dawn on the 
8th, however, came blue, but still bitterly cold, and, at 6 a m., day was 
already smudging out the gas-lamps in the long grey streets. Dr. James 
Simpson, ‘The Beloved Professor’ (of chloroform fame), had been 
expecting the summons that brought him, in choker and sealskin surtout, 
from Queen Street to Castle Street in the half-light. His duty there was to 
bring into the world a Grahame of the House of Clavers, which duty he 
duly accomplished at eight o’clock. He then came down the stair, 
congratulated the tall master of the house, addressing him, friendly and 
familiar, as ‘James Cunningham’, and having accepted a cup of hot tea, 
would be hurrying home to his breakfast and his busy day. 
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A FAMOUS SCOTTISH FAMILY 


Yet he paused on the doorstep of No. 32 to say two things. The first 
was that the new-comer would, he wagered, weigh eight pounds; a good 
guess, for, when the former was put to scale, he pulled the finger down at 
eight pounds and three-quarters. And the second (spoken as he, raising 
his collar against the wind, glanced upwards at the bare and sooty 
almond tree, that tossed in the yard-breadth of front plat’) was that 
blossom-time would not now be long in coming. For ‘The Professor’ 
was an optimist. He went, the wind in his long grey hair and the sun 
throwing his square-built shadow with importance before him. 

Upstairs the girl who lay in the four-poster, a befrilled arm about her 
newest possession, looked up at the window. Over the opposite roofs the 
sky was blue and silver; upon the almond tree, whose topmost twigs 
could lightly tap upon her pane, a thrush, from Prince’s Street Gardens, 
sat singing. The mother sleepily accepted the song as a happy omen. And 
the babe, because of that singer perhaps, found in due time the thrush to 
be a more acceptable minstrel than any other bird. This though his nature 
was to make him gentle to all singers, and lover of all songs. Years 
afterwards some one in his company was to refer to some one else as ‘a 
minor poet The young Grahame looked up. ‘What do you mean,’ he said, 
‘by a minor poet? There is surely no such thing.” He paused and seemed 
to be considering the question. Then he said definitely: ‘No, there is no 
such thing.’ Conclusively he added, ‘Who ever heard of a minor thrush?’ 

So Kenneth Grahame was born in Edinburgh at 32 Castle Street, on 
the morning of the 8th of March 1859. His father, James Cunningham 
Grahame, an advocate in the city of advocates, had woo’d in 1852 and 
married in 1853 (carrying her off from a baker’s dozen of suitors) Miss 
Bessie Ingles, daughter of John Ingles, of Hilton, Lasswade. In a family 
noted for its personal appearances, lovely Bessie Ingles was 
distinguished, in and about her home, as ‘the bonny one’. She gave the 
world four children, Helen, Thomas William (who left it at the age of 
16), Kenneth and Roland. 

James Grahame, at heart a poet, had not the push and impertinence 
that makes the successful lawyer. He loved what was old and pleasant 
and easy and he shrank from the obtrusive both in business and in social 
life. But he was a man greatly beloved and, in the Parliament House, his 
witticisms were repeated with those of Mackenzie, Outram and other 
boon companions and excellent lawyers of old. He was a keen Scot and 


he was proud to entertain his friends at Castle Street with such national 
dishes as crappit heads ‘collops’ or ‘howtowdie He entertained in the 
days when claret had replaced usquebaugh; and James Grahame’s claret 
was notable in a town where, and at a time when, men knew what claret 
ought to be. And as a good citizen of Edinburgh, James Grahame was 
proud to be living in the house that faced the house wherein Sir Walter 
Scott, some twenty years earlier, was wont to entertain a like company to 
a like fare. 

James Grahame admonished his children that they should picture to 
themselves, they flattening their noses’ ends on the dining-room 
window-pane, how the Laird of Abbotsford might have been seen to 
walk out upon the very causey opposite to their own young eyes, the 
deer-hound, Maida, leaping and baying about him and Marjorie Fleming, 
‘pet Marjorie’ herself, maybe cocking on the Laird’s broad shoulder. But 
before the third child, Kenneth, became of an age to flatten his nose and 
see, of Fancy, Marjorie, Maida and the Wizard, James Grahame had 
‘flitted’, wife and bairns and bag and baggage, from Castle Street and its 
romantic associations. 

In 1860, Argyllshire and the Campbell country seeking Sheriff 
Substitute to administer the Queen’s laws within their wide and wild 
borders, James Cunningham Grahame was, in spite of all clan tradition, 
chosen for the post. 

And thus Kenneth missed a boyhood in a City of Dreams, of History 
and, in the Canongate of those days over which Edinburgh exalted 
herself in bridges, the Horrors of Hell. But until the end of his life the 
glamour of the house opposite remained with him. Walter Scott was his 
literary hero and The Talisman was the bedside-book that Kenenth 
Grahame laid down at last that he might go whither the man who made it 
had gone just one hundred years earlier, almost to a summer night. 
Walter Scott went forth to the lapses of Tweed, Kenneth Grahame to the 
lulling of old Thames. 

Nevertheless Kenneth, the name was his at the Church of St. Giles in 
June 1859, although his Edinburgh days were brief days, was, is, the son 
of the aristocrat of cities, and of a society where wit was better thought 
of than wealth and where a great man is still, so I am told, esteemed 
above a millionaire. 

So the Grahames, in the May month of 1860, went to pitch tent in the 
shadow of the Macallum Mohr, — James Grahame, his young and lovely 
lady, and their three children. There was a house in building for the 
Sheriff Substitute at Inverary, but things moved slowly in the Duke’s 


country and the Grahames must wait the time of a Campbell contractor, 
for three years must they wait it, before their fine new house was ready 
for them. 

The family journeyed from Edinburgh to Glasgow by rail. Long years 
afterwards, when Kenneth was interpreting childhood for childhood, an 
interested friend asked him of his own young youth, inquiring what first 
he remembered of it? He answered, ‘Shiny black buttons, buttons that 
dug into dusty, blue cloth.’ Thus was a first-class railway carriage, from 
‘The Caly’ station through to Buchanan Street, recollected. His 
recollections of a drive in a four-wheel cab, with straw on the floor of it, 
were not so vivid, but he surely recalled, he said, a blunt-nosed, fussy 
little paddle-boat that, chuff-chuffing, took the travellers fussily to 
Ardrishaig. And at Ardrishaig he and his abode for three years while 
still, at Inverary, the Campbell contractor put one leisurely grey stone a- 
top of another. 

At Ardrishaig there was much to make a little boy a lover of boats and 
of the little water creatures that run in the sea-pools and among the 
brown kelp that goes popping so finely under a small foot. For at 
Ardrishaig the boats, and the bearded men in blue jerseys, went in and 
out to the fishing, the grey gulls cried and wheeled, and bareheaded 
lassies, their hard faces as brown as their own brown creels, sat at home, 
like Penelopes, for ever threading lug-worms and mussels on to bait- 
hooks. 

There was a smell of tar and fish and green sea water. There were 
masts and brown sails, wild ‘gleamy’ sunshine and continual rags of 
warm rain. Enough to make any boy wistful of boats. And that 
wistfulness was with the boy Kenneth till the end. Even the peaceful 
river-craft of peaceful Thames had their fascination. To his last summer 
evening he would walk, a kenspeckle figure, the lesser holiday folk head- 
turning to see him, and sit awhile watching the argosies that come and go 
at Whitchurch. And there, not a week before he must leave his friend, 
Father Thames, to lip over the lasher without him, a young lady, of 
whom he was also the friend, found him and sitting by him in silence 
presently said half to herself: 


‘I remember the black wharves and the ships 
And the sea-tides tossing free; 

And the Spanish sailors with bearded lips. 
And the beauty and mystery of the ships 
And the magic...’ 


‘Why, yes,’ said the man who was still the boy, ‘I first heard that, it 
must have been hot from the workshop, in — oh, bother the date — but 
my father cried it aloud to us in a very suitable place of brown sails, blue 
water and Highlanders, just for the sake of that “magic of the sea ‘And 
that would probably have been at Ardrishaig,’ said I, when these words 
of his were told to me. 

At Ardrishaig a boy went to bed and heard, just at the nid-nodding, 
the romantic whistle of the newfangled steamers that blew up their horns 
of Elfland and, to the same enchanted note, he might wake of a morning 
and run to the window and see. There was but one road in Ardrishaig. 
Yet at either end of it interest awaited Youth and the joy of life. If you 
went east the road you might pick the very ‘green rushes O’ that the poet 
has sung of. If you went west the road you came to the cockatoo who sat 
outside Mrs. Jenkins’s, and finally, the cockatoo calling after you, you 
came to the pier and the shop where parliament-for-tea was sold (a 
delicious, sticky, golden-brown gingerbread); ‘conversation sweeties’ 
also. 

There was the ‘mussle rock’ where the fishermen howked the blue- 
black, limpetty shells for the fishing, for the fingers of the hook-baiting 
lassies ‘up by There was Rory MacGilp with the blue jersey, the bluer 
eyes and the very brown face. Rory it was who gave the two little boys, 
Willie and Kenneth, two little boats ‘like birds on the wing These boats 
Rory had christened respectively, The Ocean’s Bride and The Canty 
Quean. By precedence of days Willie claimed, the more poetically 
called, Ocean Bride. But Kenneth’s Canty Quean was a right good ship 
until she ‘cowpit’ and went, on her beam ends, away east on the flood. A 
black day indeed. But at Ardrishaig, and afterwards, there were dogs to 
be consolers. There were ‘Bhodach’ and ‘Chaillach’, the two varmint 
Cairns from Colonsay, a gift of the lineal descendant of 


.. Colonsay’s fierce lord 
Who pressed the chase with gory sword — 


the lord who presently died in so fascinating and suitable a manner. 
Were not, then, Bhodach and Chaillach, direct links with Bannockburn 
and the Bruce, dogs to be proud of? 

And thus at Ardrishaig the months moved on until, wearying of a life 
in temporary lodgings, James Grahame, in May 1863, ‘flitted’ his family 
to Inverary where he might, at long last, superintend the final touches to 


the new home. And now that it was finished he must admit that the 
Campbells had made a good job of it. They had omitted nothing except a 
name and this omission James Grahame readily forgave, taking pleasure 
in devising lovely titles under which the new home would duly get its 
warming. He would quote thereon his father’s friend, George Outram, 
Edinburgh advocate and afterwards Editor of the Glasgow Herald: 


‘Is the house warm yet? Is the house warm yet? 

It aye becomes the cosier the longer that we sit; 

An’ though it’s like an oven we will never steer a fit 
Though we ask at ane anither — Is the house warm yet?’ 


By right of birth and of official position the Grahames were accepted 
without question by a county society which valued itself above rubies. 
Bessie Grahame, writing to ‘My dear Mamma’ on the 2nd October 1863, 
mentions (a casual allusion) that she and her husband had dined the other 
evening ‘at the Castle’. The ducal condescension that, by dinner 
invitation, endorsed her, that set local seal upon her social status, is 
accepted as the matter of no importance. Mrs. Grahame mentions her 
fellow guests, ‘a lot of county people, the Malcolms, the MacNeils’. 
Among them is ‘a nice Lady Emma, the Duke’s sister’, and ‘a Mr. 
Arthur’ who, because he was very quiet’, she supposes to be in holy 
orders. She has however a complete success with Lord ‘Lorn’ not 
because of her own bright eyes but because, she modestly concludes, he 
learns that she is the sister of her brother David. And young Lord Lorne 
is ‘very enthusiastic about David’s boating achievements’ and is thrilled 
to know that Mrs. Grahame is sister to the Ingles he so admires at Eton. 
(David Ingles was in the Eton Eight and a mere marquis was less than 
the dust under David’s rowing-shoes.) Bessie Grahame moreover tells 
her Mamma that the young ladies at the Castle ‘are not yet of a flirtable 
age’ and that one of them ‘wears brown stockings’. And that, next day, 
she took ‘Nelly’ (doubtless her own little daughter Helen) up to the 
Castle to see the ‘little girls’. But, ‘of course they never spoke to each 
other’. The Duchess however promises that she would order her gardener 
‘to help with the flower beds at the new house’. So the call was not 
entirely a vain civility. And ‘the new grates are coming in and Mr. 
Cleghorn has brought me such a pretty present from Germany for the 
house — an inkstand of black marble and bronze, also two candlesticks 
of the same’. But, alas, the white broom that came from Hilton (Bessie’s 
birthplace) is dead, but, on the other hand, the Hilton roses, which were 


cut down as dead too, ‘have all sprouted again’. A nice chatty letter this 
such as young ladies to-day have lost the art of. 
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THE GRAHAME CHILDREN 
AND THEIR FATHER 
KENNETH SEATED 


Those who knew her said that Bessie Grahame’s laugh was one of her 
chiefest charms. She laughed joyously and made no secret of it. Mr. 
Saxmundham, in The Diary of a Sportsman, has told of a summer 
dinner-party at ‘the Castle In ‘bustles whiskers and the austere light of 
day the guests stood, with ceremony arrayed, in the drawingroom 
waiting a delayed announcement of dinner. There came a scamper of feet 
in the corridor (obviously not those of the butler) and there entered, with 
a door-bang and a pattering rush, a small and dishevelled child who 
squealed, in a passion of temper and tears, ‘Mamma, Mamma, forbid 
Henrietta to feed my rabbits with green food, she’ll give them (the squeal 
climbed the scale to crescendo and tailed out into a shrill and long-drawn 
agony) pot-bell-ee-e.’ There was a shocked silence. Then Bessie 
Grahame laughed, ringing-clear and joyful and as like ‘an irreverent 


angel’ as the diarist can imagine. But he does not say what ‘Mamma’ did 
about the rabbits. 

Bessie Grahame’s new home, the home, clearly, so much in her mind, 
was a big granite house, swept about by green lawns, bright borders of 
posies, and ‘weel happit’ at the back of it, by fine trees. For the 
Campbells are the true tree-lovers and larch, spruce, silver-fir and pine, 
they tell you, will come at a crying of ‘Cruachan’ From his night-nursery 
window, in this intriguing new house, a little boy might see the sugar- 
loaf of Duniquoich, a high hill clouded upon, bottom to top, with the true 
and evergreen pine. And to front the day-nursery windows was blue 
Loch Fyne where the porpoises play and the hunting terns and herring- 
gulls stoop, the day long, cloop, at the herring. But better than the 
splashing gulls and the blue water were the red squirrels that scampered 
and scraped and, sitting up, sometimes six at a time, made the lawn a 
very kingdom of Puck. 

But, early in 1864, tragedy came to the house without a name. Bessie 
Grahame took scarlet fever and presently the fever took her and she was 
gone, slipping out on the west wind of a mild spring day. ‘It’s all been 
lovely,’ she whispered, like a child home from a party. 

And the day she went, Kenneth was down with a similar sickness. He 
beat it, but only by a hair’s breadth. His father and his grandmother, in 
the frantic futility of the distracted, heaped his cot with toys. Yet the 
child, already in the borderland, seemed to see and, responding to the call 
of childhood, wavered on his further way and finally turned back to life, 
to Life the Toyshop. To a world where on s’amuse. Or, in Kenneth’s 
case, to a world where one entertains other people. 

But, with Bessie Grahame, went the day of the house without a name. 
The Grahame children were taken south to live with their grandmother 
who had left Midlothian for the middle Thames. Mrs. Ingles lived at The 
Mount, Cookham Dene. Little boys are fickle but, at Cookham, Kenneth 
gave his heart for all time to the river. But next summer the children went 
to Scotland, paying their father a long visit and returning, leisurely to 
Cookham, a year later. 

On the way south, Stirling was visited. Among the attractions of 
Stirling was a toy-shop. In the window was a large bounce-y ball of 
many colours. During the days of the Grahames’ visit to Stirling that ball 
became the very moon to Kenneth. On any whither he would go by way 
of the window. One day a kindly relative, of his careless good nature, led 
the children within and bid them buy each a plaything. Kenneth’s choice 
was no choice at all, it was natural selection. But the relative, now he 


came to think of it, considered that a large bounce-y ball in a small room, 
in a railway carriage.... He pointed out the beauties of bricks and even of 
Mr. Noah. He offered this, he urged that. ‘Would you not like — ?’— 
‘Oh, look, isn’t this nice, Kenneth?’ Kenneth gnawed the elastic of his 
Glengarry bonnet and remained adamant. The old lady who kept the 
shop, seeing how matters lay, coaxed diplomatically with, ‘See here, sir,’ 
and ‘It’s a bonny horsie this, is it no?’ Kenneth hardly heard her. At 
length the elder person acknowledged defeat. He nodded to the old lady 
who ‘raxed’ down the big bounce-y ball. She happ’t it up in ‘a bit paper’. 
She handed it to Kenneth saying as she did so, ‘I shall always honour 
you, sir, because you’ve a mind o’ your own.’ 

And Kenneth remembered and he, among many compliments, 
appreciated this one all his life. 

And so south again to Cookham Dene and the summer Thames. At 
The Mount there was a big bare-empty room. It was known, for no 
remembered reason, as the Gallery. It became the children’s room, a 
Land of Youth. Within it was a world welded entirely to the heart’s 
desire. In that world, I am told, was ‘an imaginary City’. Who shall 
doubt that its walls were of jasper and that the glamour of it was to build 
the Golden Town at the end of the Knights’ Road? That its unforgettable 
pageantry was, afterwards, to awake anew the Boys of Heaven, their 
‘tiny red caps upon their thick curls’ to walk in gay, in cobbled streets, 
for ever beneath a fleckless blue? 

The City was meantime kept strictly, in the Gallery. Except on 
Sunday. On Sunday it became mentionable beyond the Gallery door, but 
only upon the way to church, but only if out of earshot of elder persons. 
Then, on the dusty churchward mile, the previous week passed under 
close review, then all mortals encountered, Sunday to Saturday, in a 
world of workaday, were weighed in the balance. Those found worthy 
were forthwith proposed and elected freemen of the City. Those found 
wanting — was there not a savage pleasure, in excluding them, in 
hearing the golden barriers clash to and those without a prey to all 
regrets? 

But the Gallery had many mansions, had room for swifter moving, 
more mundane things, things closer to hand than the rose-tinted towers 
of the City. In the Gallery were read, elbows down on bare boards, Sir 
Samuel Baker on the sources of the Nile, and Mr. Ballantyne’s Dog 
Crusoe and His Master. The Nile, though no rival to the Thames, yet was 
inspiring in the art of whip-making, the sort of whip wherewith the 
faltering Bisharin is urged on through the sandstorm. And Crusoe, 


though no patch on Don, the curly-coat retriever, yet served as an 
introducer to the lassoing and ‘creasing’ of mustangs, to the thunderous 
stampede of the bison, to the wigwam and the war-path. 

And the wigwams of the Grahames were again to be folded; for 
presently the family must move to Cranborne in the pinewoods of 
Windsor. Granny Ingles (she was affectionately called so) made a home 
there not only for her grandchildren but for her bachelor son who had 
been appointed to a curacy at Cranborne. For Bessie Grahame gone, 
James Grahame saw but little of his young family. He allowed his loss to 
crush him. He resigned his office in Argyllshire to live abroad and there 
bide his own time. But it was not for another twenty years that Time took 
him. 

Meanwhile, at Cranborne, Kenneth became the pupil and friend of 
Cranborne’s scholarly vicar. There is a portrait, an impression perhaps is 
the better word, of the latter, in The Golden Age. He ‘brandishes an 
aorist’ over his pupil’s head and gives him tea in the garden. 

In those schoolroom days Kenneth Grahame was a little boy of a 
grave and kindly courtesy, a courtesy beyond his years. He hated to give 
unnecessary trouble and to that end he was mindful to leave his bedroom 
tidy and to be as reasonable about his clothes and their neatness as could 
be expected. A contemporary letter says that ‘Kenneth is punctilious 
about brushing his teeth’. Another letter says that ‘Kenneth is a 
reasonable boy in everything except his unbounded generosity’. His 
grandmother’s servants adored him. And it was at Cranborne, so writes 
his sister, that Kenneth ‘began to spout poetry, first Shakespeare, then 
Macaulay’s Lays, then Tennyson’. The vicar, it seems, had been 
fortunate in the ground he sowed and sound in the rotation of his crops. 
Kenneth is remembered as marching through the sough of a pine-wood 
shouting down the voices of wood and wind with: 


‘But hark, the cry is Auster 
And lo, the ranks divide 

And the great lord of Luna 
Comes with his stately stride—’ 


One may fancy him, the ‘fourfold shield’ clanging upon ‘ample 
shoulders’ until it should please the wearer to discard it and recall, 
familiar to his mouth, ‘Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter’ or ‘Blow, 
bugle blow, set the wide echoes flying.’ 


And, at Cranborne, Kenneth being now nearly ten years old, it was 
decided that he must go to boarding-school. We may imagine, I think, 
that he accepted the situation as an Edward, as an optimist. 


CHAPTER Il. “‘TEDDY’S’ 


KENNETH entered St. Edward’s School, Oxford, in 1868. He was not 
ten years old and he and St. Edward’s began life almost together. He was 
among the first fifty of the Saint’s alumni and the school stood, when 
Kenneth came to it a new boy, in New-Inn-Hall Street. Shortly 
afterwards ‘Teddy’s’ was in occupation of the earlier of those fine 
buildings, in the Woodstock Road, where it has since flourished so 
exceedingly. Kenneth was one of a handful; to-day over three hundred 
boys answer the roll-call. St. Edward’s, each summer of nowadays, sends 
an ‘eight’ to Henley and in sport and scholarship she can bear 
comparison with any or all of the foundations. 

Kenneth was an ‘Edwardian’ until 1875. He became head of the 
school, he became captain of the Rugby XV, he was in the eleven. With 
his love of boats and of blue-ruffled Thames water he must have 
regretted that, in 1870, say, no ‘eight’ existed for him to stroke to victory. 
In after years, recounting his school triumphs, he was careful, so he said, 
to mention ‘fact without frivolous detail’. If pressed as to the frivolity he 
would reply that he referred to the ‘almost Hobsonian’ poverty of choice, 
to which, doubtless (said he), was owing his youthful laurels and wild- 
parsleys. 

One of Kenneth’s few ‘Edwardian’ contemporaries remembers 
‘Grahame’, in his later schooldays, as a tall, good-looking lad, a dandy in 
his dress, and nobly simple in his choice of a phrase. When asked by a 
friend how he intended to be attired on the morrow—’ “Gaudy” Day’ — 
he replied, it is remembered, with a splendid simplicity, “To-morrow I 
shall be superb.’ 


As a schoolboy Kenneth had the same gifts of wit and repartee which 
made him, in later life and when in the, all too rare, mood, so brilliant a 
host, so diamond a guest and so spritely-dangerous an opponent in 
argument. I have a picture of Kenneth in debate. He is a hobbledehoy 
with a cracking voice. He creaks rather than speaks, but, as usual, to the 
point. A school Debating Society discuss whether ‘this house is justified 
in a belief in ghosts’. A visiting undergraduate, with a hyphened name 
the second syllable of which is Blood, has opened the debate in a windy 
and long-sustained justification of credulity. At length he sits down. But, 
or ever the leader of the opposition is up in answer, young Grahame, on 
the back benches, is upon his legs. ‘Mr. President, sir, he squeaks, 


‘ghosts may not have flesh and bones on their side — they at least have 
Blood.’ 

And one more youthful mot, a holiday one, is remembered. Some dull 
family friends, kindly folk who, of their garden’s plenty, gave surplus 
vegetables to their neighbours, were on the agenda. “They have their 
points,” declared some one at the dinner-table. ‘Have they?’ said 
Kenneth doubtfully. ‘Well, dear,’ he was told, ‘they gave us this excellent 
asparagus.’ 

‘Pointes d’asperges,’ Kenneth is said to have retorted as he helped 
himself. 

But I have in his own handwriting, a story of his very early 
schooldays whereto are joined certain reflections, comforting to a boy 
who is habitually at the bottom of a form. I quote from a speech 
prepared, doubtless, for some occasion of prize-giving. 

‘.... I cannot help noticing that when a distinguished general, a famous 
statesman, or other deservedly successful and popular personage, 
honours a school by consenting to give away the Prizes, he is fond of 
informing his admiring audience that he, for his part, strange to say, 
never reached any giddy pre-eminence in his school lists, was rather an 
idle dog than otherwise, and ranked very low in the opinion of all the 
masters. “And look at me now!” he seems to say, though of course he 
does not use those actual words. For my part, I have always thought this 
mental attitude of the Distinguished Person not exactly a prudent one, to 
put it mildly. Dr. Johnson, who was a very sensible man, says somewhere 
or other — at least I think it was Dr. Johnson — that a man should never 
tell a story, however witty and amusing it may be, of which the point, the 
ultimate point, is against himself. Because, he adds shrewdly, though 
people may be greatly amused, and laugh heartily, at the time, yet — yet 
— they remember it against you. Now, how would it be, just as an 
experiment, next time such a person addresses you on those lines, telling 
you perhaps that, for his part, he never rose beyond the Lower Third, you 
were to remark blandly, “Why, of course not!” or “What about it? Where 
did you expect to be?” or words to that effect. This would not exactly 
please the general or statesman, of course, in fact it would probably 
annoy him very much. But what of that? You are not there to amuse him. 
It’s his business to amuse you — if he can. And it might do him good. 

‘Those of you who are determined to become great generals or 
statesmen, by the sheer process of remaining doggedly in the Junior 
Second, should pause and remember that we cannot all be great 
statesmen or generals. There aren’t enough of such jobs to go round. 


Tum your thoughts elsewhere. There is many a hard-working, honest — 
at least fairly honest — millionaire, many a fashionable physician, 
prominent barrister, or successful dramatist, who is only waiting to 
resign his position to you as soon as you have gently but firmly signified 
your intention of occupying it. And of course the first question he will 
ask you will be, whether you ever succeeded in getting out of the Fourth 
Form. Moreover, strange as it may seem, it is not so easy as you may 
think for the most ambitious youth to attain his ends by sticking to the 
bottom of the form. Let me give you a little reminiscence of my own, 
which dates from the first few days of my arrival at this school — the old 
school, I mean, of New-Inn-Hall Street days. The Junior form, or class, 
was in session, so to speak, and I was modestly occupying that position, 
at the very bottom, which seemed to me natural enough, when the then 
Headmaster entered — a man who had somehow formed an erroneous 
idea of my possibilities. Catching sight of me, he asked sternly, “What’s 
that thing doing down there?” The master in charge could only reply that 
whether it was crass ignorance or invincible stupidity, he wotted not, but 
there it was. The Headmaster, who was, I was persuaded, a most illogical 
man, and could not really have studied that immortal work, the Republic 
of Plato, in which the principles of ideal Justice are patiently sought out, 
merely remarked that if the thing — meaning me — was not up there or 
near it, pointing to the head of the form, before the close of work, it was 
to be severely caned; and left the room. 

‘Well, you can imagine my feelings. I was a very little chap — not yet 
ten. I was not accustomed to be caned — that is, beaten. I never had been 
beaten. I had been doing my best, and at home I had not been considered 
an absolute fool. And there I was, up against it in the fullest sense of the 
word! It was not surprising, perhaps, that I shed some bitter tears. But 
what happened? No one of my colleagues started forth, as I half 
expected, to champion the cause of youth and innocence. Instead, they 
all proceeded to display an ignorance and a stupidity, on even the 
simplest matters, which seemed unnatural, even for them. The 
consequence was, that I presently found myself, automatically it really 
seemed, soaring, soaring — till I stood, dazed and giddy, at the top of the 
form itself, and was kept there till my friendly colleagues thought the 
peril was safely past, when I was allowed to descend from that bad 
eminence to which merit had certainly not raised me. It was from that 
moment, I think, that I first began to realize that I was never very likely 
to become either a successful general or a leading statesman. 





1I WAS A VERY LITTLE CHAP 


“You see therefore that the path to success is not easy, even by a 
steady neglect of the educational side of school life. Some of you may 
therefore say, “I will try other methods. Hang it all, why shouldn’t I try 
and get into the Sixth!” Well, it is a great thing to have arrived at the 
Sixth, even if you are unable to maintain your position there for as much 
as a whole term. But you must remember, that the Sixth are very great 
men. To hope to reach the giddy height of the Sixth is like wanting to 
begin life as a Cabinet Minister. No, it might be more prudent to have a 
modest aim — say about the middle of the Fourth. The advantage of that 
is, that nobody will be jealous of you, and as people will think you more 
stupid even than you really are, they will always be ready to lend you a 
helping hand. Let us suppose, then, that Jones, as we will call him, goes 
forth into the world from the giddy eminence of the Lower Fourth. He 


looks round for somebody to give him a leg up, and he sees Smith, 
whom he remembers in the Sixth, and who, of course, by now holds 
some distinguished position. He writes to Smith. Smith says, 
condescendingly, “Ah yes, Jones! I remember him well. Such a good 
fellow, Jones. Not a genius, of course, like some fellows. Poor Jones! We 
must give him a leg up.” He does so, and in due course Jones finds 
himself occupying a position not very inferior to that of Smith. And 
soon, by giving his mind to it, Jones succeeds in doing Smith out of his 
job, and wangling it for himself. That is one way of doing it, almost as 
good as the general’s way of dodging education altogether. 

‘But I perceive by the pained expression on the Headmaster’s 
countenance that I am becoming rather — shall we say — morbid. I am 
talking the sort of stuff that during the War was called, I think, 
Defeatism. So I will now ask you to try and forget everything I have said 
as speedily as possible...’ 

Fortunate also is it that there exists a Kenneth Grahame paper, 
‘Oxford through a Boy’s Eyes,’ which appeared posthumously in 
Country Life. Follows here the MS. (it differs slightly from the printed 
word) of this happy article, this picture of Oxford, and of a school, of 
sixty years ago. And the reader will observe how the last paragraph bears 
out the Brummel of 187” to-morrow I shall be superb For the boy was 
father to the man and Kenneth Grahame, by physical advantage and 
personal preference, was always a credit to his tailor. 

‘The main difficulty that confronts me in setting down these random 
recollections of a now very distant past is to avoid the excursions, the 
tempting bypaths, that start into sight and appeal to me at every step of 
my progress. For instance, I tried to begin in brisk and strictly historical 
fashion by stating that on or about Michaelmas Day, 1868, a bright and 
eager (sullen, reluctant, very ordinary-looking) youth of nine summers 
sprang lightly (descended reluctantly, was hauled ignominiously) on to 
the arrival platform of the Great Western Railway Station at Oxford; and 
at once I was arrested by those magic words Railway Station. 

‘Can anything be more eternally immutable than Oxford Station? 
Paris, Berlin, Vienna, have built, and re-built, and built again, their 
monumental stations. Hundreds of feet below the surface of London, 
stations have sporadically spread after the manner of mushroom spawn. I 
have even lived to see Waterloo Station re-constructed and rebuilt. But 
Oxford Station never varies, and to-day is exactly as it flashed upon my 
eager vision in’68. That it has been re-painted since then I know, for I 
was once staying in Oxford when this happened, and used to go specially 


to gaze at the man told off for the job, and admire his deliberate 
brushwork and the lingering care with which he would add a touch and 
then step back to admire it. But even then, when he had at last done, the 
station looked exactly as before. 

‘What a tribute this is to the station itself and its designer! Had there 
been anything needed to achieve perfection, this, of course, would have 
been added long ago. But nothing has ever been added, so nothing can 
have been needed, and Oxford Station, in its static perfection, will be 
there to greet him as now, when the proverbial stranger comes to gaze on 
the ruins of Christ Church from a broken arch of Folly Bridge. 

‘But we must be getting on. Our hero then, still under the feminine 
control he was about to quit for the first time, was propelled into — 
what? — why, a fly, of course, for there was nothing else to be propelled 
into or by. All England at that period lay fly-blown under the sky, and 
flies crawled over its whole surface. Whatever station you arrived at, a 
fly crawled up to you and then crawled off with you. Oxford’s flies were 
no worse than other people’s — a fly must not be confused with a 
growler or four-wheeler, though of course it had four wheels all right — 
flies were solid and roomy and had often seen better days in private 
service. Some years later, however, there descended on Oxford an 
extraordinarily shabby collection of what must have been the worst and 
oldest hansoms ever seen. What town had scrapped and passed them on 
to us I never knew. It could not have been London, because the beautiful 
“Shrewsbury-Talbot” type, which revolutionized the London streets, had 
not yet been designed. Aeons passed, however, and these unspeakable 
survivals crumbled into dust, such fragments as archaeologists could 
preserve being deposited in the Ashmolean alongside the dodo and Guy 
Fawkes’s lantern; and, at last, to make amends, Heaven sent Oxford 
hansoms that were clean, smart and pleasant to look on; cane or straw- 
coloured, upholstered in light grey, suggesting jinrickshas, skiffs, 
anything both swift and cheerful to look at: and these endured until 
historic times — until, in fact, the advent of the all-devouring taxi. 

‘But this will never do. We haven’t even started. On, then, my noble 
steed (a Tartar of the Ukraine breed!). Past the castellated County 
Buildings, which a young friend of mine once, being up for the first time 
and bound for the House, mistook for Christ Church and insisted on 
being deposited there; past (on the other side) the ugly and quite 
uninteresting church of St. Something-Le-Baily, long ago swept away 
and replaced by a little public garden: a sharp turn to the left, and New- 
Inn-Hall Street burst on the enraptured view. 


‘People who gaze on New-Inn-Hall Street as it now is must not 
imagine that things were always just so. On the left, or west side, first 
you had the buildings composing the Hall itself, the “Tavern” of Verdant 
Green’s days, where the buttery was open all day; then, the grounds and 
solid Georgian vicarage of St. Something-Le-Baily aforesaid — a 
pleasant jumble. On the right or east side were little two-storeyed white 
gabled houses, of the sort common enough in Oxford then, and of which 
a few specimens still remain, running up to the old, fifteenth-century, 
back gate of Frewen Hall. Then came St. Edward’s, a stone-built 
mansion of two storeys, reaching to the end and then “returned”, as 
architects say, for its own depth and a trifle over. While the “flyman” is 
being paid, let us briefly polish off the rest of New-Inn-Hall Street. 

“There was no opening through into George Street then. The street 
turned at a right angle and ran right up to the “Corn”, this “leg” being 
now christened St. Michael’s Street. Lodging-houses, and a few private 
residences, one of which was soon to be taken over by the School for 
Headmaster’s quarters, Oratory, and a bedroom or two, made up the rest 
of it. Altogether a pleasant, quiet street, central and yet secluded. 

‘Mr. Simeon once told me that he could never find out anything about 
the house’s previous history. Although Oxford climate and Oxford stone 
had worked together to give it the characteristic of all Oxford stone-built 
houses older than a certain date, I fancy it must have been a little late for 
the antiquarian. Quite roughly I should date it about Queen Anne. One 
entered by a pleasant low, wide hall, recessed to one side, on which lay 
the then Headmaster’s sitting-room, soon to become a senior classroom. 
To the right, one passed through a low but well-lighted eastwardfacing 
room used as a dining-room and supplied with trestle tables, at the head 
of each of which, during meals, sat a “Big Boy” (there was no “Sixth” in 
those troglodytic days). We neophytes were always placed next to one of 
these great men, the idea being that they would watch over our table 
manners and deportment—” the juniors, Mr. Weller, is so very savage” 
— and the theory seems a sound one, always supposing that the Big Boy 
has any manners himself. 

“Through the dining-room again, and completing the building in that 
direction, lay the School Room, a handsome room of some style, running 
up the full height of the building to a coved ceiling, such ornamentation 
as it had being classical and “period”. I suggest that it may have been of 
rather later date than the rest, and that the designer may have had in mind 
a music-room. But this, of course, is mere conjecture. Here were desks, 
allotted to our private ownership, and it also served as a general 


playroom when we were “confined to barracks”. And hence one 
emerged, by swing doors, into the playground. 

‘This must have been, at one time, a pleasant garden, running north 
for the whole length of the house and bordered, eastwards, by the wall of 
its neighbour, Frewen Hall. Perhaps there were trees in it then, and there 
still remained, in the receding “waist” of the house, under the dining- 
room window, some scanty flower-beds, where the horticulturally 
minded were allowed, and even encouraged, to employ their grovelling 
instincts. The rest was gravel, with one or two gymnastic appliances. 
Northwards from the entrance hall, one master’s room (I think), the 
Staircase, and then kitchen, pantry, and other offices; rambling, stone- 
flagged, in the ancient manner. Some sort of stable, or garden, gateway 
gave issue on the street northwards; but this was never used, and I only 
happen to remember it because on my first Guy Fawkes Day we boys 
attempted a private bonfire, thinking, in our artless way, that in Oxford 
bonfires were the rule rather than the exception. The authorities, 
however, thought otherwise, and firemen and police battered at the stable 
gate aforesaid till explanations ensued and till, I suppose, somebody was 
squared as usual. 

‘Upstairs, I recall little. It was rabbit-warrenish, and we were 
distributed in bedrooms, five or six or thereabouts apiece. There was also 
a master’s sitting-room, a cheerful bow-windowed room, overlooking the 
playground. Thither I was shortly summoned, and met a round and rosy 
young man with side-whiskers, who desired, he said, to record my full 
name for some base purpose of his own. When he had got it he tittered 
girlishly, and murmured, “What a funny name!” His own name was — 
but there! I think I won’t say what his own name was. I merely mention 
this little incident to show the sort of stuff we bright lads of the late 
‘sixties sometimes found ourselves up against. 

‘The canings came along in due time. But after I had seen my 
comrades licked, or many of them, the edge of my anticipation was 
somewhat dulled. 

“We used to play cricket under difficulties on Port Meadow (this must 
have been in the following year). The sole advantage of Port Meadow as 
a cricket pitch was the absence of boundaries. If an ambitious and 
powerful slogger wanted to hit a ball as far as Wolvercote, he could do so 
if he liked; there was nothing to stop him, and the runs would be 
faithfully run out. The chief drawback was that the city burgesses used 
the meadow for pasturage of their cows — graminivorus animals of 
casual habits. When fielding was “deep”, and frenzied cries of “Throw 


her up!” reached one from the wicket, it was usually more discreet to 
feign a twisted ankle or a sudden faintness, and allow some keener 
enthusiast to recover the ball from where it lay. 

‘But this expeditionary sort of big-game hunting ceased, so far as 
cricket was concerned, when we got the use of the White House cricket 
ground, since devoted to the baser uses of “Socker” on half-holidays. 
This was a Satisfactory and well-kept little ground, and I never remember 
any complaints about it. How football fared I entirely forget. 

‘Now for what I may call our extra-mural life, apart from games. 
During lawful hours we were free to wander where we liked, and it was 
my chief pleasure to escape at once and foot it here and there, exploring, 
exploring, always exploring, in a world I had not known the like of 
before. And when I speak of footing it, I am reminded that pious 
pilgrims now visit Merton Street to gaze on the only survival of the 
cobblestone or kidney paving of medievalism; but in the time I speak of, 
most of the Oxford streets were as cobbled as Merton. The High, to be 
sure, was macadam, and no trams yet squealed their way down its length 
to a widened Magdalen Bridge. But the Broad was all cobble, so, I fancy, 
was St. Giles, and most of the lesser streets, including Brasenose Lane. 

‘Why I drag in Brasenose Lane, like Velazquez, at this particular 
point, is that I have reason to remember its cobbles well. We loved to 
pass with beating hearts along that gloomy couloir, pause on its 
protuberant cobbles, and point out to each other the precise window 
behind which, on that fatal Sunday night, the members of the Hell Fire 
Club (Oxford Branch) were holding their unhallowed orgies when the 
blackest sinner of the crew expired on the floor in strong convulsions, 
while, outside, a strayed reveller was witness of the Devil himself, 
horned and hoofed and of portentous stature, extracting the wretched 
man’s soul slowly through the bars, as a seaside tripper might extract a 
winkle from its shell with a pin. There was always a thrill waiting for 
you in that little street; and though much of its terror has passed away, 
especially since they asphalted it, I should not much like, even at this 
day, to pass along Brasenose Lane at midnight. 

‘I said just now that we were free to wander where we liked; but there 
were “bounds”, mystic but definite, and these we must never overstep — 
first, first because it was so easy for us to be spotted in our school caps, 
and secondly, because we didn’t want to. These bounds chiefly excluded 
districts like St. Ebbes, St. Thomas’s (except for church), the Cattle 
Market, Jericho, and their like, and there was little temptation to go 
exploring in such quarters. One result, however, of these bounds has 


been, in my own case, slightly comical. Though before I was ten I knew 
all the stately buildings that clustered round the Radcliffe Library like 
my own pocket, as the French say, it was only in comparatively recent 
times that I even set eyes on Paradise Square or looked upon the Blue 
Pig in Gloucester Green. And even as I write these words I hear rumours 
that the Blue Pig, like so much that is gone or going, is threatened with 
demolition. This seems to be a case for one of our modern poets to speak 
the word and avert the doom. Browning once wrote a poem which (he 
said) was to save the Paris Morgue from a similar fate — though I don’t 
think he succeeded in doing so. Please, Mr. Masefield of Boar’s Hill, will 
you not save our Blue Pig? 

“Two things struck me forcibly when I began my explorations. The 
first was the exceeding blackness of the University buildings, which 
really seemed to my childish mind as if it was intentional, and might 
have been put on with a brush, in a laudable attempt to produce the 
“subfusc” hue required in the attire of its pupils. Of course, one must 
remember that in those days there was not so much of the architectural 
“spit and polish” that now goes on during the Long. A man could then go 
down in June with the assurance that he would find much the same 
Oxford awaiting him when he returned in the autumn. Now it is 
otherwise, though the climate sees to it that, in a term or two, things are 
much as before. 

‘Perhaps the things most remarkable at that time for their exceeding 
nigritude and decay were the Sheldonian Caesars. Those who now pause 
to study their (comparatively) clean-cut features can form little idea of 
the lumps of black fungoid growth they once resembled. It is the original 
Caesars I am referring to, of course — not the last set — a comparatively 
fresh and good-looking lot. In the closing words of “A Soul’s Tragedy” 
the speaker observes: “I have known four and twenty leaders of 
revolution.” Well, I have known three sets of Sheldonian Caesars: and 
perhaps, with luck, I shall yet know a fourth. 

‘The Sheldonian should really be more careful of its Caesars. It uses 
them up so fast — almost as fast as old Rome herself did. There must be 
some special reason for it. Perhaps it is the English pronunciation of the 
Latin in which the Public Orations are delivered. No patriotic and self- 
respecting Caesars could be expected to stand that — and they don’t. 
They flake, they peel, they wilt, in dumb protest. Or can it be the Latin 
itself? But no, that would be unthinkable. 

“The other most abiding impression that I then received was from the 
barred windows, the massive, bolted and enormous gates, which every 


college had, which were never used or opened, and which gave these 
otherwise hospitable residences the air of Houses of Correction. The 
window-bars, of course, were not the chief puzzle. The Mid-Victorian 
young were dangerous animals, only existing on sufferance, and kept as 
far as possible behind bars, where one need not be always sending to see 
what baby is doing and tell him not to. The porter’s lodge system also 
has much to say for itself. But those great and lofty double gates, sternly 
barred and never open invitingly, what could they portend? I wondered. 
It was only slowly and much later that I began to understand that they 
were strictly emblematical and intended to convey a lesson. Among the 
blend of qualities that go to make up the charm of collegiate life, there 
was then more than a touch of (shall I say?) exclusiveness and arrogance. 
No one thought the worse of it on that account: still its presence was felt, 
and the gates stood to typify it. Of course, one would not dream of 
suggesting that the arrogance may still be there. But the gates remain. 

‘As to the exclusiveness, I have nothing to complain of personally. 
The only things I wanted to get at were certain gardens, and I never 
remember being refused entry, though this might very well have 
happened to a small boy, always such an object of suspicion. It was 
really better than at home, where, of course, one had friends with 
beautiful gardens, but they usually meant formal calls and company 
manners, and perhaps tedious talk of delphiniums and green fly and 
such. Here, one strolled in when one was in the mood, and strolled out 
when one had had enough, and no one took the slightest notice of you. It 
was an abiding pleasure, and to those who made it possible for me I here 
tender, ex voto, my belated thanks. 

‘After the colleges came urban joys, and specially the shops in the 
High. There were more of these then than now, as Oriel had not “come 
through”, nor had Brasenose emerged into air and light, and both these 
colleges were shop-eaters. Then there was the market, always a joy to 
visit. It seemed to have everything the heart of man could desire, from 
live stock at one end to radiant flowers in pots at the other. It is still one 
of the pleasantest spots I know, and when I have half an hour to spare in 
Oxford, or when one of her too frequent showers sends me flying to 
cover, I love to roam its dusky and odorous corridors, gazing longingly at 
all the good things I am no longer permitted to eat. 

‘Before leaving the High, where fashion used to sun itself, I should 
record that there was still a good deal of dressiness in Oxford. It was a 
sad falling off when I found myself, a generation or so later, discussing 
with Mr. Hall, in his shop in High Street, the decadence of the times, and 


the good old days when one never appeared in the High except in some 
sort of toilette — and sometimes a good deal of toilette! And as we 
talked, there would enter to us a customer, wearing, as Sergeant Buzfuz 
has it, the outward semblance of a Man, with hatless and touzled head, 
wearing a shabby Norfolk jacket with belt flying loose...’ 

Still remembering ‘“Teddy’s’, Kenneth Grahame has, elsewhere, said 
of his old school: 

‘The two influences which most soaked into me there, and have 
remained with me ever since, were the good grey Gothic on the one hand 
and, on the other, the cool secluded reaches of the Thames — the 
“Stripling Thames”, remote and dragon-fly haunted, before it attains to 
the noise, ribbons and flannels of Folly Bridge. The education, in my 
time, was of the fine old crusted order, with all the classics in the top bin 
— | did Greek verse in those days, so help me! But these elements, the 
classics, the Gothic, the primeval Thames, fostered in me, perhaps, the 
pagan germ that would have mightily shocked the author of The 
Sabbath.’ 

At St. Edward’s, in 1873, Kenneth Grahame became for the first time 
a published author. He had written to order (and without much 
inspiration) an essay on ‘The good and bad effects of Rivalry’. But it 
was, nevertheless, the best of those ‘shown up’. And it was therefore 
printed in the School Chronicle to encourage, as the pedagogue editor 
tells, ‘a care in composition’. The essay states, truly enough, that it is 
‘one of the most difficult things in the world to feel kindly towards a 
rival’. It is signed ‘K. Grahame’. And the reward of print for ‘care in 
composition’ may have turned the author’s fancy, for the first time, 
towards Parnassus? A fancy destined to lie fallow for ten years. 

But, in 1875, Kenneth being seventeen, it was decided that he should 
leave ‘the school that faces the Berkshire hills’, proceed to London and 
there, presently, enter the service, ‘from 10 to 4’, of the Old Lady of 
Threadneedle Street. And a kindly Old Lady enough was she and, 
allowing Kenneth high place in her famous house, never once looked 
askew at Thalia the Muse, she who came visiting him upon the premises, 
albeit that ‘it is one of the most difficult things in the world to feel kindly 
towards a rival’. 


CHAPTER Ill. FALLOW GROUND 


KENNETH’S nomination to a clerkship in the Bank of England, referred 
to in the last chapter, did not become operative until the end of 1878. It 
was on the 1st of January 1879 that he came to Threadneedle Street for 
the first time, walking from his Bloomsbury lodgings to the City through 
a choky yellow fog — a fog of a density that seems to-day to be, happily, 
extinct, a fog then known as a ‘London Particular Of what did the boy 
think as he went to his new work? Who shall say? But Kenneth Grahame 
was always too big for less than a philosophical view of life. He had 
begged to be allowed to go to the University, vowing that he would live, 
while up, with economy and, a degree taken, that he would make very 
good in one or other of the learned professions. Possibly he had dreamed 
of a Fellowship, of a cloistered life for ever with books and scholars, for 
ever with old Oxford faces, old friends, old oak, old wine; for ever with 
young Youth, green gardens, even flowing water, even flowing hours. 
But those in authority had decided against Oxford on the ground of 
expense. So Kenneth walked into the future chosen for him and saw 
thereof no further than his nose. 

However, some years later, in half-holiday mood, and upon a summer 
day, he is able to write with resignation, even cheerfulness, of the 
obsequies of one’s ambitions: 

‘After those nearly vertical rays outside, the copse, once its shelter is 
gained, is an instant relief and a most blessed refreshment. A little 
heaven of shade, it is stored with everything a sensible man can ask on a 
tropical day: everything, that is, but beer, which, indeed, must not be so 
much as thought of, if reason be to hold her seat in a distracted globe. In 
the open, the Lybian air not more adust, up to the dry lip of the gaping 
chalk-pit, is a stretch of sheep-cropped sward, and thereover the heated 
atmosphere broods flickering till the quiet distance is all a-jostle and a- 
quake; but here are peace, seclusion, a sweet-breathed wind, couch of 
bracken, swaying shelter of beechen green. Here might one lie and doze, 
and muse, and doze again, the most contented animal under the sun, the 
whole long, lazy afternoon — if only one could command the needful 
habit of mind. But to bring the green thought to the green shade — to go 
work-forgetting being world-forgot — holiday-making in rabbit-land, to 
take on a rabbit’s considering-cap — that is just what none of us, slaves 
as we are of every tricksy maggot in the over-fermented brain, may look 
to do. Once here, for instance, I had meant to dismiss with a backward 


jerk of the thumb the disagreeable entity I had dragged up with me, and, 
casting the body’s vesture, to commune trancedly with the woodland 
spirit, till it slipped its bark and leaf and blade, even as I my flesh and 
bones, and we twain were twain no more. But my petulant Ego will have 
none of it; he has a humour of aggressiveness to-day: and he takes the 
most disgusting way there is of showing it, by persistently recalling a 
certain past that I would resign to any dealer in marine stores on very 
easy terms. All pasts are hateful — one or two distinctly more hateful 
than others; and an Ego that on a day like this goes on reminding you of 
your own peculiar burden is — to say the least — no gentleman. But I 
can pretend to take no notice: making believe very much, I can sprawl on 
the bracken, and seem to ignore him. He hates that. I hear him muttering 
and growling in my ear, but fainter — fainter — fainter! It is plain that I 
have fobbed him off for good. 

“Then...! There is a rustle in the last year’s leaves that still cling round 
the edge of the wood; the young bracken-shoots are quivering and 
shaking: and yet the rabbits — I have it from one of themselves — have 
all gone to an At-Home to-day! With a sinking heart I watch a tiny 
procession come forth into the open. Woe is me! I know the faces in it, 
every one. The bearers are dead days; bespangled some, and some in 
plain russet, and many draggled and smirched, but all averse and 
resolute, grimly set towards the lip of the chalk-pit. And the stark little 
forms they carry, I know them too. Old hopes all of them, some 
pathetically deformed, others of comelier build and hide and hue, but, of 
all, the gauzy, transparent wings are folded straight and close. Their hour 
has come. Stark and cold, with no banner nor march-music, but in sad 
undecorated silence, they are carried out for committal to the chalk-pit. I 
watch the vanguard pass, and without a sigh; schoolboy hopes these, 
comically misshapen, tawdry and crude in colour — let the pit receive 
them, and a good riddance! But those poor little corpses at their heel — 
they are tight and trim enough, some of them at least. And their pinions 
are brave and well set on, and might have borne them fast and far. Who 
left these stout young fledglings to perish? Starvation and neglect are 
ugly words, in truth. Is it even now too late? With downcast faces the 
bearers pace on, and the chalk-pit engulfs their burdens one by one. 

‘Let them go. Who cares? This beechen shade would not be cooler, 
the brave summer day no longer by an hour, had every one of them lived 
to wing it in triumph up to the very sun. Achievement ever includes 
defeat: at best I should only have found myself where I am now — with 
a harrowing strip of sun and sward between me and the vast inevitable 


pit a-gape for us each and all. And the grapes are sour; and the hopes are 
dead; and the funeral is nearing its end. Only one little corpse is left; and 
the very bearers seem to beweep their trifling burden. Some hues of life 
seem even yet to flush the frail limbs and the delicate features; the 
glorious wings are still tinctured with an iris as of Paradise. Not that one! 
Let me keep that just a little longer! Surely it cannot be dead? Only 
yesterday I nursed its failing little frame awhile. Take all the others, only 
leave me that! In vain. The small bearers avert their faces, and the dainty 
ephemerid, involved in the common doom, follows its mates over the 
chalk-pit’s edge into the still-unravined grave. 

“The sun is low by this time and strikes athwart: a cool wind wanders 
up the valley; the rabbits are dotting the neighbour field, intent on their 
evening meal; and — did somebody mention beer? or did I only dream it 
with the rest? It is time to have done with fancies and get back to a world 
of facts. If only one could! But that cry of the Portuguese Nun wails ever 
in the mind’s ear: “I defy you to forget me utterly.” Well, one can but try. 
It will be easier, now that they are really buried all. Hail and farewell to 
the short-lived dead! The pyre is out, the supreme valediction over and 
done.’ 

But to go back to winter. Because of the fog Kenneth had allowed 
ninety minutes for his mile-and-a-half walk eastward and arriving, 
punctually at ten o’clock, he found himself without a chief to report to 
and as yet, the only man in his department. An hour later he was to learn 
from a youthful colleague in a frock-coat and flourishing whiskers, the 
first principle of Finance. Which is that a London Particular excuses all 
things dilatory in a banker and especially is it indulgence, extenuation 
and ample justification for an extra hour in bed and a leisurely breakfast. 
But this was in 1879 and Kenneth had left school over two years earlier. 
He had meanwhile been a voluntary seeker for clerical experience in the 
Westminster offices of his uncle, John Grahame. Uncle John Grahame 
was a parliamentary agent and, at Westminster, Kenneth began to take an 
interest in the more gentlemanly of party politics as practised by Mr. 
Disraeli and the Marquis of Salisbury. 

He lodged in Bloomsbury Street where later he was joined by his brother 
Roland who, as Kenneth, was also to obtain a clerkship in the Bank of 
England. 

Kenneth paid twenty-five shillings a week for a bedroom and a 
sitting-room (the latter he shared with Roland) and for that sum his 
landlady gave him meals which, he writes (out of his love for a nobly 
sounding adjective), were ‘sumptuous He was often, however, in those 


days, a dinner guest at his uncle’s house in Sussex Gardens. A lady, who 
was then a little girl and, as such, recollects her cousin Kenneth’s regular 
coming to Sunday dinner, said recently in half-apology, that all she could 
remember of him was that he was ‘tall and kind to us children and nice to 
look at’. She added, ‘Oh, yes, and we were always glad, all of us, to see 
his face at the door.’ And the last, I think, would be, of the many ways a 
man is remembered, the best way of all. 

The Grahame boys had been, in their schooldays, frequent visitors at 
Sussex Gardens during the Christmas holidays. Then had been wonderful 
nights at Drury Lane; then had Mr. Bilson (head clerk to Uncle John) 
been given afternoons off that he might take ‘the young gentleman’ to 
the Zoological Gardens or the Tower. ‘Seeing things’, such excursions 
were called. 

In the summer holidays the Grahames, when not at Cranborne, came 
now and again to Portsmouth, where their maternal uncle, Commander 
Ingles, carried out his naval duties and occasions. Kenneth’s younger 
cousin, Reginald Ingles, writes of the (in comparison) big Kenneth of 
those holidays that: ‘He was the nice one who was always kind and 
whom we were always delighted to see and to go out with. He never 
ticked us off and was always ready to help us in little things.’ 

It was at Portsmouth that Kenneth began a life-long love for, and 
intimacy with, line-of-battle ships. The Hercules, his uncle’s ship, was in 
dry dock and what more natural and delightful than that the Ward-Room 
should invite the two boys, Kenneth and Reginald, to step up the 
gangway and come below to breakfast? 

Brass-work winked, whiskered marines sprang clashing to the salute. 
Clean-looking, clean-shaven, bare-foot men did things with mops and 
pails and paint pots — even with muskets. A white gull sat at the peak, 
and several of its mates upon the railing. There were the guns (just like in 
Captain Marryat) which Kenneth and the youthful Reginald called 
‘cannons’ until the gunnery-lieutenant told them differently. And lastly 
there was an aroma (no lesser word would do) of hot coffee (Kenneth 
was to become a specialist in coffee) and devilled kidneys. It was a 
glorious breakfast. Certainly it beat the breakfast of Tom Brown at the 
Coaching Inn. And it finished with (piping hot, plump, golden and 
smooth as cream) the first omelette that Kenneth had ever eaten. 
Unforgettable all. And, ever afterwards, Kenneth was expert in 
omelettes. Also in fighting-ships and, his life long, he was at home in a 
Ward-Room and never would he miss an opportunity of going on board 
anything that possessed a white ensign and a funnel. 


Years after that blue August morning on Hercules, Kenneth Grahame 
and a friend visited an American flagship that lay off Portland Island. A 
rumour went abroad that the author of The Golden Age was at that very 
moment under the Star Spangled Banner. Those of the ship’s company 
whose kits did not include a copy of that small yellow volume (there 
were, I am told, only a few such kits) produced autograph books and 
fountain pens. And when Golden Age title-pages, ad infinitum, had had 
Kenneth Grahame’s endorsement and blessing, the autograph hunters 
came into action. The pretty ships lay in port for some further days, the 
Stars and Stripes fluttered seductively, but Kenneth Grahame lazily 
forebore to set further foot on any unit of that brave Fleet. 

But in the days of Uncle John’s office in Westminster, in the early 
days of the Old Lady, Kenneth Grahame wrote nothing of the kind that 
attracts autograph hunters. His brain lay fallow as far as concerned 
literature, he was by day busy at the Bank of England, his spare time of 
an evening he gave to ‘the Volunteers He was tired, moreover, when he 
came home to Bloomsbury Street and he had little time or little taste for 
society. 

His cousin, Reginald Ingles, who, as Kenneth before him, went, in 
1877, to school at St. Edward’s, tells how Kenneth gave up one of his 
infrequent ‘days off’ to come to Oxford and look him up. He writes of 
that visit and of other days, thus: 

“You know how pleased a boy is when some relation comes to see 
him at school — and very few ever came to see me? I was delighted to 
see K. and I thought him such a nice, kind sort to come and such a nice- 
looking chap. He played in a cricket match for a bit. I remember it quite 
well. He stood at the wicket with his bat up in the air — not on the 
ground (some cricketers did in those days) — and put up a good innings 
and hit some fine slogs. He was most awfully nice to me. After I left 
school, when I was sixteen, I saw more of him. Father was promoted 
Captain and was doing the long course at Greenwich Naval College. We 
lived at Blackheath and I used to come to London sometimes and spend 
an evening with Kenneth and Roland at their diggings in Bloomsbury 
Street. They were both in the Bank of England then and both in the 
London Scottish — Kenneth was a Sergeant and very keen on drill and 
fencing. I remember their sitting-room well. Kenneth was always so kind 
when I went there. After dinner they smoked Honey Dew tobacco and 
nice briar pipes. And Kenneth made coffee. He was particular about 
coffee and he used to grind the beans and put the coffee in a brown 
earthenware coffee-pot with an earthenware strainer. It was good coffee 


that Kenneth made. Both he and Roland were very moderate drinkers, 
but sometimes we had a glass of hot whisky-and-water before I went 
home. Kenneth always treated me just as an equal, though I know now 
that I was rather young and foolish. We used to talk a lot and discuss the 
ordinary topics that young fellows do discuss. And once Kenneth took 
me to dine at a small Italian restaurant in Soho and we had about ten 
courses for 1s. 6d and drank Chianti out of a basket bottle and, 
afterwards, he took me to the Lyceum to see Faust. It was decent of him. 
And, once at Bloomsbury Street, I remember Kenneth lending me a long 
churchwarden clay pipe with red sealing-wax on the stem. It was one of 
his treasures — that churchwarden. But I unfortunately broke the bowl 
off by tapping it on the fire-grate to knock the ash out. Kenneth, though 
he looked just slightly annoyed, was awfully nice about it and said that it 
did not matter a bit. But he was always like that.’ 

The letter that I have quoted from was written by Major Ingles after 
his cousin’s death. There have been, I suppose, finer appreciations of 
Kenneth Grahame than this one. Yet I fancy that it would be the difficult 
thing for any artist of words to give a more lovable picture of a young 
man or big boy (Kenneth was little more than a big boy on the night 
when his pet churchwarden lost its head) than this unstudied letter gives. 

But the young years going, the young years coming brought the 
inevitable bubbles of Helicon to the top of the ink-pot, even the official 
ink-pot, at last. There came into practical being a small ledger book, no 
doubt originally bound for the baser uses of the Bank and its balances, 
wherein the young clerk began to write down his fugitive thoughts and 
fragments of the kind of verse that poetical young men, especially 
healthy and contented young men, do write. 

Just how far a biographer may make free with a man’s private poetry I 
do not know. It seems as wrong as to photograph, in the nude, little 
children who must presently be old enough to blush. But the latter 
outrage is perpetrated daily, and without offence. So I will quote briefly, 
from this old ledger’s contents, for the sake of some of its youthful 
beauty, which is the excuse of all people who expose the very young to 
the plate. But before quoting from the young Grahame’s personal Muse I 
will give a fragment of verse, two fragments of verse, which are not his 
but which have served him, on the initial page of this his very personal 
book, as motive of his own thoughts, as introduction to his own budding 
imagery. The first quatrain on the first sheet is Matthew Arnold. I can 
fancy that to Kenneth, pent and impatient in Threadneedle Street of a 
jolly summer day, the muffled roar of City traffic in his ears, may have 


come a recollection of these apposite lines. And that he, opening the 
brand-new ledger that lay at his elbow, of a sudden, of a whimsy, 
scribbled them down for the love of them, thereby not only making an 
idle apprentice of himself but spoiling the Old Lady’s property: 


‘In the huge world, that roars hard by, 
Be others happy if they can! 

But in my helpless cradle I 

Was breathed on by the rural Pan!’ 


The thrush that piped on the Edinburgh almond-tree? I wonder. 
And how, in a further impatience, he remembers Herrick and he writes: 


‘Born I was to be old 
And for to die here; 
After that, in the mould 
Long for to lye here.’ 


So much then for preface. And now, on the note of that introduction, 
young Kenneth goes on to say on his own account: 


‘Life’s a sad sepulchral song 
Chanting of an unseen choir 

Rising, falling, ever higher 

Striving up through clouds of wrong; 
Life’s a long 

De Profundis from the mire. 


‘Life’s a jumble and a maze 

Where we trip and blunder ever, 
Halt performance, high endeavour, 
Panting strife and withered bays: — 
Pass the days — 

Rest, at last, from fret and fever.’ 


And, over the leaf, I find, written probably on some foggy November 
afternoon: 

“Worn and depressed by harrying troubles I dreamt that I sped south 
over the sea, to a sunny isle far South in the Atlantic. There, existing 
many days in the balmy present, alone, new life and strength flowed 


silently in with every minute of warmth and peace. Till it happened, one 
odorous night, that I sat watching the large Southern stars while the 
ocean chimed with lazy rise and fall in the bay below. Then first, and 
suddenly, my thoughts flew back to the faraway northern island, arena of 
strife and all the crowd of petty vexations. Now, how small they all 
seemed! How simple the unravelling of the baffling knots! How orderly 
and easy the way to meet them and brush them by! So that I, sitting there 
in the South, seemed to be saying to my struggling self in the North, “If I 
were you, how easily would I make my way through these petty 
obstacles! and how helpless and incapable you are in a little strait!” And 
myself in the North, put on defence, and seemed to reply: “And if I were 
you, so would I — with your fuller knowledge, fuller strength. As it is, 
perhaps on the whole I do my best.” And myself in the South, in justice 
forced to assent, returned, “Well yes, perhaps after all you do your best 
— a sorry best, but as much as can fairly be expected of you.” Then I 
woke, startled at the point to which my dream had led me. 

‘Will it be just like this again? Sitting one day on the dim eternal 
shore, shall I look back, see and pity my past poor human strivings? And 
say then, as now, “Well, perhaps, little cripple, you did your best, a sorry 
one though, you poor little, handicapped, human soul”? 

And, next in order, I come to these thoughtful and quiet lines: 

‘Let by-gones be by-gones? Very well, dear, e’en have it so, The more 
that we cannot help it; the hurrying years that go Make by-gones only 
too quickly and I can’t, if I would, say no. But indeed, could I bid old 
Time turn round and halt the flying minute, I would have it all back, each 
quarrel of old (never mind who was first to begin it!) 

And you with your tempers and tears and sulks — for the sake of the 
sweet that was in it.’ 

And, now he writes, in this fallow time of his, this period of literary 
preparation when ‘not one solid step’ has been made: ‘Of the friends that 
make so great a part of our life, relentless Time makes two bodies — the 
living and the dead — which are the dearer? The latter perhaps, — for 
very living still are they to us. For though, through circumstance and the 
sorry, sordid rubs of life, the former may start away, or pale and change 
till they are perhaps even actively hostile, derogatory, scornful and love 
sickens and grows cold, still the dear dead always approve; their 
sympathies are sure. 

‘But there is yet a third class — with whom shall we reckon them? 
Hardly with the former, more nearly with the dead, though occupying 


still a limbo of their own, whirling in a dim, Purgatorial circle. The 
friends of our youth, nearer then than brothers, one in sympathy. 

“These live somewhere yet in the flesh, — might be seen and talked 
with, if we would. But we will not have it, at least yet. Because of the 
very height of the ideals we shared together, we cannot face them yet, 
while not one solid step has been made. Still, one always hopes that 
when the Peak of Ararat is reached, we may meet again on the old 
footing; but not till then; that would be unbearable. 

‘Meanwhile, that time never comes — not here, at least.” So much 
then I have taken; yet the ledger’s entries are not all to the dark, or debit, 
side of life. Here’s for lightness then and the mot juste: 

‘Ordinary people, I notice, use a singularly small vocabulary and a 
scant selection of words. “Awful”, “jolly”, “beastly” are adjectival 
examples and serve the ordinary for the expression of a very wide range 
of emotion, the hearer being expected to supply the nuance or degree 
necessary on each occasion of their use. This seems to me a poor 
compliment to pay to a listener, to expect him to be at the trouble of 
supplying, so to say, inflections to your own rude roots and, being based 
on laziness (or, that is, a refusal to be at the trouble of thinking of the 
right word), it ranks among the major incivilities of life.’ 

And, I turn over and on the next page, I find: 

“T’other day I was about to cross the Channel — the usual crowd at 
the quay. A lady approached me in evident distress — a pretty woman 
too. “Sir,” she said, “my husband disappeared from my side ten minutes 
ago and I can perceive no trace of him — and now my black poodle has 
slipped his collar and escaped!”— “Madam,” said I, severely, “you are 
most unreasonable. I can supply the place of your husband to a limited 
extent, but Pll be hanged if I’ll play at being a black poodle for any 
one.” 

This, I am sure, is an entirely fictional episode. In the practical fact, 
Kenneth Grahame, a dog-lover, would have been prompt with help to 
restore the latter fugitive to its friends. In support of this I quote from a 
letter written later by one who knew him well. 

‘I remember Kenneth’s pain and indignation when, in an old French 
conte, after the final transformation scene had restored all characters 
“under spells” to their original shapes, an unfortunate camel, that had 
been figuring very modestly and helpfully as a wooden tub, was 
overlooked and never put on camelhood again. 

‘Personally, from an imperfect sense of justice and a rooted dislike for 
camels, I should have felt inclined to let the matter slide, but Kenneth 





Grahame, the Great Lover, was fully prepared to love that camel and to 
see that it got its rights. And if you can love a camel you can love 
anything.’ 

Now it is noticeable that not one of these scribblings, these early 
rumours, can be read as finger-posts indicating that Road of Gay 
Adventure, that Kingdom of Youth, whereon and wherein the writer was 
presently to win his spurs. Yet, in his correspondence of this period, the 
little of it that exists (he was unfortunately not a writer of letters), he 
finds his similes in Toyland, he finds the child a person of interest. ‘Yes’ 
(he writes in a private letter),’ I think that children think long thoughts 
and the record of one such thought touches a thousand chords. But while 
one is young one seems tremendously unique!’ 

And in a letter, to a girl about to be married, after pointing out the 
uselessness of ‘straining my voice by shouting good wishes to cloudland’ 
he says of himself that he is shaking with influenza and that he feels like 
Shem or Japhet out of a nursery Ark, ‘left by a careless child on the 
carpet, trodden on by a heavy-footed nursemaid and badly mended with 
inferior glue. I hope to see you soon however — if my glue does not 
come undone.’ 

But, when not serving in the Bank, in those days Kenneth Grahame 
was either enthusiastically serving with the London Scottish or giving his 
Spare time to social work in the East End. At Toynbee Hall he was 
known and loved by all who met him there. A shy man he fought off his 
shyness and sung, extremely badly (so he said) but to large audiences, 
the extremely sentimental songs of the period. Moreover, as the 
occasional chairman of sing-songs, he would announce the names of 
numbers, at which he must have shuddered, without a visible tremor. He 
fenced, he boxed, he played billiards. 

Toynbee Hall, Stepney, was new; it was a place of intellectual and 
physical recreation for the East End poor and was under the trusteeship 
of the Universities Settlements. Kenneth Grahame continued to be 
associated with its good work for many years and long after he attained 
to literary fame. Dame Henrietta Barnett, the doyenne of Toynbee Hall, 
wrote lately of the delight, the self-congratulatory-delight with which she 
first read some of the papers which were to make The Golden Age. ‘I had 
always,’ she writes, ‘guessed something of the beauty and poetry of his 
character even though the Mr. Grahame that I best knew seemed 
outwardly but a young City man with a dutiful consideration for his 
poorer neighbours. Imagine my keen personal joy when I recognized, 
from his writings, that he really had the nature that I had romantically 


ascribed to him!’ I have mentioned that Kenneth Grahame was a shy 
man, his reserved nature required a strict schooling to compel it to a duty 
towards a caste not his own. It came easy to him to be generous with his 
money, but it was a sacrifice to give personal service to what was squalid 
and unscholarly. And his sense of duty (this virtue of his) sometimes 
brought him its own strange rewards. A lady, herself a desperate keen 
worker in Stepney, once took advantage of Kenneth Grahame’s 
incapability of saying ‘no’ to a heart-appeal. She pursuaded ‘that kind 
young Mr. Grahame’ to give a reading, or a talk, to her pet class of girls. 
Now while a gathering of East End boys or young men is easy to handle 
it is not always so when the gathering is of the ‘female of the (same) 
species’. And the good looks of ‘kind young Mr. Grahame’ were 
possibly accentuated by his bashfulness. He was alone with the literature 
class. Whereupon the class, climbing, when necessary, on chair and 
table, precipitated itself over him and kissed him soundly, at the same 
time chanting, to the tune of Men of Harlech, ‘What is one among so 
many?’ The ‘talk’ was never delivered. 





And Kenneth Grahame has said that the incident made him keener 
than ever before on ‘the Volunteers’. 

The London Scottish of the time, its grey kilts, its bonnets, its drum- 
major, especially its drum-major, was one of the sights of London. The 
kilt is a becoming garb. And, speaking of it, Kenneth has said that when 
he left Scotland as a child he brought with him a kilt. And he cherished it 
secretly for years, and wore it ‘until I discovered that my legs came too 
far through for Saxon prejudices — narrower then than now’. But long- 
legged Kenneth in the philabeg was a credit to the regiment. And the 
regiment likewise was a credit to him, for he loved it and was soon a 
sergeant and a first-class ‘drill But there remains now small record of a 
military career of nearly fifty years ago. Yet in a letter addressed to the 
late Mr. Traill, he makes it evident, I think, that his regiment was on duty 
on Queen Victoria’s Jubilee Day in 1887. I quote the letter in extenso. 


‘Bank of England, 
‘June 1887 


‘DEAR MR. TRAILL, — I am obliged to you for all that you say in 
your letter and I will make the time to let you have what you, so 
agreeably, ask me for and this before your return to England. I am happy 
to know that you are enjoying the “mountain solitudes” far from the 
“court-sutlers” and “Occasions” to which you refer! I was on duty during 
the whole short summer night prior to the Great Day. Before we moved 
off, which we did at 6 a m., D. N. walked round us. Roland said, that if 
he, D. N., wanted to lean on his sword and wipe away a tear, he’d have 
to stand on tiptoe to do so! A General Officer, with many decorations but 
no taller than is our D. N., was with the latter — un-offtcially, I think. It 
was reported later that this soldier was no other than Sir Frederick 
Roberts, but I don’t vouch for it. As the informal inspection inspected 
myself, D. N. tipped a sort of a wink at me and said to the other, in his 
best English, “Here’s a braw Highland laddie, sir.” Answered he, 
“Biggest, ain’t always best, D. — as you and I know!” It was a great day, 
full of music, marching, and much true and affectionate loyalty and 
patriotism. 


‘Tam, 
“Yours most sincerely, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


The ribbon of the London Scottish bound the flowers that those who 
best loved Kenneth Grahame brought to him at the last. 


CHAPTER IV . ‘ONE OF HENLEY’S YOUNG MEN’ 


BUT the ledger, Kenneth Grahame’s private nursery garden, expanding, 
overflowed. And on an evening in 1886 the young bank clerk, dining in 
Soho, became acquainted with a hirsute and handsome man of middle 
age. The two were seated at neighbouring tables. The elder was loudly 
spoken, irascible and merry of wit. The last was a sure way to the 
younger man’s approval. He, overhearing a sally, smiled in sympathy 
with it and caught his elder’s eye. They finished the evening together 
and, well satisfied with each other’s society, they exchanged cards. 

The hairy diner was Frederick James Furnivall, an eccentric, 
rebellious, singularly hard-working, singularly ill-requited man of letters 
and the highest living authority on Shakespeare. Dr. Furnivall was at that 
time engaged on works founded on his formation, in 1874, of the New 
Shakespeare Society. And in Kenneth Grahame he discovered a 
voluntary but invaluable assistant. Also an affectionate and life-long 
friend. For both were interested in social work, both loved boating, the 
Thames at Royal Richmond, picnics, cold gooseberry fool and a song — 
Twickenham Ferry for choice. But Kenneth, for all his love of the River, 
never drank Thames water and Dr. Furnivall did — with impunity and by 
the tumblerful. 

And Youth was, moreover, at that moment ready to accord to Middle 
Age a certain amount of mild hero-worship. Mild because Kenneth 
Grahame never gave way to enthusiasms for men or things. But he had 
taken, secretly so far, to that ‘fatal facile drink’, Scribbler’s Ink. And, in 
Threadneedle Street, in the volunteers, in his own family and among his 
friends he had found, as yet, no one with a similar failing, no one to 
whom he could confide these first literary chickens of his. Chickens of 
whom he was both ashamed and proud. And here was this fine new 
friend, a man of letters himself, a light in the literary world, quite ready 
to spare a moment to look at the ledger. Furnivall was off-hand and a 
little contemptuous, but he was, on the whole, encouraging. Accustomed 
to the best the best meant nothing much to him. Certainly, said Furnivall, 
Grahame ought to show his stuff to Editors. But he did not recommend 
the medium of verse. And so I think that a beautiful poet of the lighter 
sort, an Austin Dobson maybe, was strangled at birth. For the few lyrics 
that Kenneth Grahame has left behind him show the exquisite touch of a 
master of the minor keys. 


And why would it not be so? Kenneth Grahame has said of his 
ancestors that, though respectable, ‘they nevertheless once produced a 
poet — my great-grand-uncle James Grahame, author of The Sabbath 
and similar works. The title of his principal production saved him, upon 
an occasion, from Glasgow justice (though Lord Byron was a little nasty 
on the subject, in English Bards and Scotch Reviewers), but the family 
never repeated the experiment and I have never read his works.’ 

‘A little nasty’ means, of course, the following: 


‘Lo! the Sabbath bard, 

Sepulchral Grahame, pours his notes sublime 
In mangled prose, nor e’en aspires to rhyme, 
Breaks into blank the Gospel of St. Luke 

And boldly pilfers from the Pentateuch; 

And, undisturbed by conscientious qualms. 
Perverts the Prophets and purloins the Psalms.’ 


To which my lord appends the further appreciative footnote: ‘Mr. 
Grahame has poured forth two volumes of cant, under the name of 
Sabbath Walks and Biblical Pictures.’ 

Nevertheless James Grahame, an amiable man and pleasing poet, 
published subsequently The Birds of Clyde and other work. But his 
reputation rests on his Sabbath. He began life as an advocate in 
Edinburgh; but he had small success at the Bar and, being ‘of a 
melancholy and devout’ temperament, entered Holy Orders and retired to 
a curacy near Durham, where he died in 1811. 





And as to the peccadillo that demanded ‘Glasgow justice’? 
‘Sepulchral Grahame’s’ great-grand-nephew has held his peace and I will 
hold mine. 

The ‘Sabbath Bard’ had a pretty sister called Jean. She married, at the 
age of sixteen, her cousin Archibald Grahame of Drumquhassle, 
Barrowfield and Dalmarnock, a man then over sixty. Jean’s yellow hair 
was her crown and her glory. It is told that her husband, anxious to have 
a portrait of his young wife, approached Henry Raeburn on the matter, 
who, it is said, declared that he had not sufficient gamboge to do her 
justice. And, for that reason or another, Mistress Jean did not get her 
portrait painted until she was both thirty and a widow. And even then 
there were difficulties, since the artist employed took a very natural 
scunner to the widow’s cap she wore. And so she was painted, like any 


tinker lass, with a black silk kerchief about her pretty head, as may be 
seen by the picture which is in this book. 

But, between uncle and nephew, it is not, perhaps, too long a step 
from the Birds of Clyde to the wind among the willows at Cookham and 
the small riverside dwellers of Thames? And that poetic heredity was 
high in Kenneth this fragment of his own goes to prove: 


TO ROLLO 
Untimely taken 
Puppy, yours a pleasant grave. 
Where the seeding grasses wave! 
Now on frolic morns the kitten 
Over you, once scratched and bitten — 
Still forgiving! — plays alone. 
You, who planted many a bone, 
Planted now yourself, repose, 
Tranquil tail, incurious nose! 
Chased no more, the indifferent bee 
Drones a sun-steeped elegy. 
Puppy where long grasses wave, 
Surely yours a pleasant grave! 


“Whom the gods love’ — was this why, 
Rollo, you must early die? 
Cheerless lay the realms of night — 
Now your small unconquered sprite 
(Still familiar, as with us) 

Bites the ears of Cerberus: 

Chases Pluto, Lord of Hell, 

Round the fields of asphodel: 

Sinks to sleep at last, supine 

On the lap of Proserpine! 

While your earthly part shall pass, 
Puppy, into flowers and grass! 


And now, under advice, Kenneth Grahame began to submit to the 
dailies, and the weeklies, and the monthlies, the earlier of those floral 
artifices — so poetical, so quaintly affected and so of-the-period — 
which were to be famous afterwards as Pagan Papers. Of these days, 
when he was knocking (per proxy of the G.P.O.) at editorial doors, he 


has said that ‘five out of six of my little meteorites came back to me’. 
Sometimes, nevertheless, they were returned rather reluctantly, or so it 
seemed: 





‘DEAR SIR,’ — (writes the Editor of the Cornhill Magazine on 18th 
September 1888) ‘your little paper is too short and slight for the 
Cornhill, but the humour it exhibits has struck me as being exceptional 
and leads me to hope that I may again hear from you. 


“Yours faithfully, 
‘JAMES PAYN’ 


Of the next half-dozen ‘meteorites’, however, the subeditor of the St. 
James’s Gazette, receiving a sample, was attracted by two minor things. 
The first was the unusual clarity of the handwriting in which an eighteen- 
hundred-word article, ‘A Bohemian in Exile’, was transcribed. For in the 
‘eighties the typewriter, still a rarity, was practically unknown in free- 
lance journalism. So a legible long-hand went far with sub-editors and 
other readers of manuscripts. And Kenneth’s hand was ever a clerkly 
one. Too much so some thought for any ultimate success in the courts of 
Mammon. An old Scotch ledger-clerk in Threadneedle Street had said of 
it, doubtfully rubbing his nose, ‘It’s no’ the hand o’ a principal, young 
Grahame.’ And perhaps it was not. But it was as clear as print and this 
facility and the intrigue attaching to the fact that ‘The Bohemian’ was 
written upon Bank of England note-paper, induced the sub-editor, 
reaching for a rejection-slip, to ‘read the thing first anyhow’. He did, 
and, recognizing it as ‘nice fresh stuff’, he passed it along for proof. 

A day of April weather had inspired “The Bohemian’ — April in 
Threadneedle Street. A continuance of blue-and-white skies and a Bank 
of England pigeon that said rocketty-coo on the window-sill, was 
responsible for a rather similar paper, entitled (out of the very private 
ledger and the poems of Mr. Matthew Arnold) ‘The Rural Pan’ — the 
Faunus who had breathed on Kenneth’s ‘helpless cradle’. 

‘The Rural Pan’ was, is still, a delicate, adequate and poetical piece of 
work. Indeed, had it not been for Dr. Furnivall and his advice, verse, not 
prose, might well have been its vehicle. The author, recognizing this and 
hoping therefore that it might appeal to a poet (such as was the maker of 
The Infirmary verses), sent “The Rural Pan’ to W. E. Henley who edited 
the new National Observer (lately The Scots Observer, of Edinburgh), a 


weekly that had, till now, heard no word of young Mr. Kenneth Grahame 
and his works. 

Some days later Kenneth read the scribble (in violet ink) of a furious 
driven pen which invited him to call at ‘the office’ and added, in a 
postscript, ‘any Tuesday after four’. On the forthcoming Tuesday, 
calling, he found that in ‘Pan’ he had turned up trumps and that his 
literary fortune was, if he so wished it, made. 

Lame and an invalid himself, Henley appreciated good looks in others 
as highly as he did good writing. And in this new man of his he 
recognized the one and the other. As editor of the National Observer, 
Henley was surrounding himself with the young talent of a day to equal 
which, in the profusion of its portents and literary prodigies, one would 
require to look back to the day of Elizabeth. 

Nor has there been seen so plenteous a day since. Its morning broke 
with Stevenson as star, its evening closed perhaps, with the advent of 
young Mr. Kipling. When, a year or so afterwards, Pagan Papers was 
published, a reviewer condoled with the author on being ‘only one in a 
crowd, only one in a whole generation who turns out a “Stevensonette” 
as easily and as lightly as it rolls a cigarette Meanwhile William Ernest 
Henley was not a man who did things by halves. He bade Kenneth 
Grahame become his regular contributor; he demanded of him, first with 
cajolery and finally with curses, that he should make letters his 
profession, that he should let The Old Lady go hang. The new recruit 
refused to hear of such a thing. 

Kenneth loved a life that was easy and placid and, at the same time, 
secure. An Oxford Fellowship would have given him, perhaps, the career 
that he was most fitted for, the scholar’s life that he would have best 
preferred and best adorned. But the Bank of England gave him security, 
present and future, and was to add thereto, very shortly, place and 
responsibility. 

And though, as a whole-time author, he might no doubt have amassed 
a fortune, it would have been to him a fortune made against his collar 
and his convictions. One who knew him well said lately of him that he 
looked on the art of letters as the gentlemanly recreation of a scholar and 
never as the brain-wracking and brow-slapping resource of a 
breadwinner. So Kenneth Grahame, the banker, obeyed the inevitable 
urge of ink only since, and only when, it was inevitable. He held himself 
to be a spring, he said, and not a pump. 

And Henley, genius and wild-man-of-the-woods, stamped at him and 
cursed him and then, for a time, was content to let the spring flow 


provided always that it flowed into his bucket. And then, of a happy day, 
the ‘urge inevitable’ woke up the child in the ‘helpless cradle’ of 
Kenneth Grahame’s heart and bid it write first of, and then for, 
childhood. The essay that is known as ‘The Olympians’ was the earliest 
of these waking dreams. 

Henley was proud of his paper and its Imperialism, proud too of his 
contributors, though these, he said, almost outnumbered his readers. He 
spoke of the former still as ‘gentlemen of the Scots Observer much as the 
first Duke of Marlborough was accustomed to refer to his troopers of the 
Guard as ‘Gentlemen of the Life Guards’. These ‘Scots Observers’ and 
their friends were accustomed to gather, ‘an uproarious Valhalla’ under 
the rampant chairmanship of Henley, for conversation and refreshment at 
Verrey’s Restaurant upon a Friday evening. 

From the Christian Science Monitor, of Boston, I am able to quote a 
fragmentary description of one of those nodes of the early ‘nineties: 

‘Tt was in those days a mixed and versatile group of men that gathered 
around William Ernest Henley, in London. Diverse in temperament and 
achievement, Henley was the cord that bound them together, he and the 
fact that all were writing, more or less, for the Scots Observer or the 
National Observer. 

‘Most of these men earned their living by their pens, but there were a 
few of the group to whom literature was a well loved, but a leisure-hour, 
occupation. They held positions with regular salaries, and they wrote in 
the evening or on Sunday. I always fancied that I could distinguish those 
who had salaried positions; who were not obliged to live by their pens. 
They looked more comfortable; they ate their food in a more leisurely 
way; they were readier to praise than to blame, because literature was to 
them a delightful relaxation, not an arduous business. 

‘Among these leisure-hour gentlemen of the pen was a tall, well-knit 
man, who moved slowly and with dignity, and who preserved, amid the 
violent discussions and altercations that enlivened the meetings of the 
group, a calm, comprehending demeanour accompanied by a ready 
smile. And yet this temperate, kindly-looking man had also a startled air, 
such as a fawn might show who suddenly found himself on Boston 
Common, quite prepared to go through with the adventure, as a well-bred 
fawn should do under any circumstances, but unable to escape wholly 
from the memory of the glades and woods whence he had come. He 
seemed to be a man who had not yet become quite accustomed to the 
discovery that he was no longer a child, but grown-up and prosperous. 


Success did not atone for the loss of the child outlook. Every one of us 
has his adjective. His adjective was — startled. 

“There were so many men in this group, so many strangers were 
continually coming and going, that it was some time before I learnt who 
this gentleman of letters was. I addressed a question to my neighbour at 
one of the dinners. “Who is that man?” I asked. My neighbour replied, 
“Kenneth Grahame. He wrote that jolly thing about children called, “The 
Olympians’, last week. Henley thinks very highly of him. He’s 
something in the Bank of England.’ 

Kenneth Grahame has written affectionately of his old chief: 

‘My personal recollection of W. E. Henley is vivid enough still — 
perhaps because he was so very vivid himself. Sick or sorry — and he 
was often both — he was always vivid. The memory of this, and of his 
constant quality of stimulation and encouragement, brings him best to 
my mind. 

‘The Henley I am speaking of is the Henley of the Vanity Fair 
Portrait, not of the Nicholson one. Good picture as that is, I had lost sight 
of him before it was painted, and it does not recall him to me.’ 





And of Henley (whom he calls Burly) as a conversationalist Robert 
Louis Stevenson, another of ‘Henley’s young men’, has said: 

‘Burly is a man of a great presence; he commands a larger 
atmosphere, gives the impression of a grosser mass of character than 
most men. It has been said of him that his presence could be felt in a 
room you entered blindfold; and the same, I think, has been said of other 
powerful constitutions condemned to much physical inaction. There is 
something boisterous and piratic in Burly’s manner of talk which suits 
well enough with this impression. He will roar you down, he will bury 
his face in his hands, he will undergo passions of revolt and agony; and 
meanwhile his attitude of mind is really both conciliatory and receptive; 
and after Pistol has been out-Pistol’d, and the welkin rung for hours, you 
begin to perceive a certain subsidence in these spring torrents, points of 
agreement issue, and you end arm-in-arm, and in a glow of mutual 


admiration. The outcry only serves to make your final union the more 
unexpected and precious. Throughout there has been perfect sincerity, 
perfect intelligence, a desire to hear although not always to listen, and an 
unaffected eagerness to meet concessions.’ 

The Monitor uses the simile ‘fawn’ in reference to Kenneth Grahame. 
I cannot reconcile this reconstruction of so essentially manly a man as 
the young London Scottish sergeant must have looked among the fin-de- 
siecle highbrows. But Mr. Graham Robertson writes of Kenneth 
Grahame (rapidly becoming one of the lesser lions) in those early days: 
‘He was living in London where he looked all wrong — that is to say, as 
wrong as so magnificent a man could look anywhere. As he strode along 
the pavements one felt to him as towards a huge St. Bernard or 
Newfoundland dog, a longing to take him away into the open country 
where he could be let off the lead and allowed to range at will. He 
appeared happy enough and made the best of everything, as do the dogs, 
but he was too big for London and it hardly seemed kind of Fate to keep 
him there.’ 

And yet he found beauty in London and has told of it in this urban 
pastel: 

‘A welcome magician, one of the first real suns of the year, is 
transforming with touch of alchemy our grimy streets, as they emerge 
from under the pall of another soot-stained winter; and the eye, weary for 
colour, bathes itself with renewed delight in the moving glint and flutter 
and splash of hue. The buses whirl up, and recede in vivid spots of red 
and blue and green; tawdry house-fronts are transmuted into mellowest 
shades of blue-grey and tawny; or, freshly painted, throw up broad 
masses of dazzling white. A butcher’s cart, a child’s Tam-o’-Shanter, a 
mounted orderly jogging from Pall Mall — all join in the conspiracy of 
colour; and woman everywhere, realizing what she was created for, 
flecks the canvas with pigments unknown to the dead and buried year. 
The artist, meanwhile, crouching under the park-railings, rubs in the 
white round the widow’s cap, brings out the high lights on the green sod, 
and adds corners of the proper droop to the mouth of the orphan in his 
old masterpiece—” Her Father’s Grave.” 

‘Do but give a glance up, and you are whirled away from the roaring 
city as though it had never been. From turquoise at the rim to the hue of 
the hedge-sparrow’s egg, it melts through all gradations, the wonderful 
crystalline blue. In the liquid spaces pigeons flash and circle, joyous as if 
they sped their morris over some remote little farmstead, lapped round 
by quiet hills; and as they stoop and tumble, the sunlight falls off their 


wings in glancing drops of opal sheen. He of the chalks is portraying, 
with passionate absorption, the half of a salmon on a plate; with special 
attention to the flesh-tints at the divided part. A vision of glancing ankles 
— a susurrus of chatter — a girls’ school trips by, with restless eye and 
quick turns of head. Some are quite pretty — all are young and fresh as 
the morning — and O, that wave of red hair that flaps on one cool white 
neck! It disappears up the street, beckoning, provoking, calling ever, a 
flag of dainty defiance. The artist wriggles over on his other leg, and 
grimly touches up six cannons vomiting flame on as many impossible 
horsemen; the Charge of Balaclava, as rigid artistic tradition has handed 
it down. 

‘The golden afternoon wears on; and the London haze, by this time 
enveloping, mellows every crudity and sharp edge with an illusion of its 
own. Through the park-railings one can catch, here and there, vistas of 
warm dim distance, broken by sparkle of water, or dotted by far-away 
red coats; is it really a bit of London then, or do we peep for a moment 
into the park of some old-time chateau, and see the skirts of a fete- 
champetre in a France that died with the last century? But little effort of 
imagination is needed to make the change of time and scene complete. 
Small as the effort may be, the artist does not make it; he is busy 
transforming, by the addition of a beard, by the excision of a medal or 
two, the portrait of Lord Wolseley into that of the Duke of Saxe-Coburg. 

“The shades begin to fall, street-lamps twinkle into existence one by 
one, and the artist himself disposes his six candle-ends along the border 
of his creations with an eye to chiaroscuro. Stepping with a grace that is 
scarcely English, a woman passes slowly, tall and lithe, magnificent in 
every line and contour. A sinuous and splendid animal, she satisfies the 
eye as a perfect expression of the eternal type. Lilith is abroad — the 
enduring, the unchangeable; and as she glances with assurance under the 
hat-rims of men already hastening westward in steady stream, one can 
picture her, with little outward change, treading old-world pavements in 
famous cities long since dead. Neither type nor specimen has any special 
appeal for the Academician, who, prone on his stomach, is inscribing, in 
sprawling characters, the cheerful legend, “I do it for my daily bread.” 

‘The darkness closes round with completeness; and dainty 
broughams, whirling dinner-wards, flash back the successive lamplights 
from their polished sides. Hansoms, speeding all one way, dot the gloom 
with specks of red from the little hole at the back of each lamp. To some 
they suggest the lights of the great liners, as one has seen them at night, 
far out at sea; to others the lambent eyes of huge beasts, surprised in the 


recesses of some vast cavern. To the R.A. they only seem to suggest 
Beer. There is “four-arf” written all over him as he gathers together his 
chalks and candle-ends, and struggles to his feet; and there is no 
hesitation at all as to the path he shall take. For him — in another minute 
— the cool feel of the pint-pot’s rim as he tilts it well on to his nose; and 
all that is artistic in him shall blossom and expand to the soothing smell 
of sawdust and of gin.’ 

It was the day of the ‘Kailyard’. But Kenneth, Scot as he was, had no 
inclination to exploit the Scottish accent and the facile, Scottish love of 
sentiment. “You have a Scotch name, Mr. Grahame,’ said a cheeky young 
lady to the rising writer at an evening party where the Arts were 
predominant, ‘you are a banker and a journalist — both extremely 
Scotch things to be — but you have not a Scotch accent. Why?’ 

‘I left it in Edinburgh when I came to London,’ Kenneth told her. ‘Oh, 
but can’t you imitate it? I love a Scotch accent like that of Mr. — and 
Mr. — And she named two cultivators of literary kail. ‘At school I was 
kicked for just that apeing.’ 

‘Oh, but you look too big to be kicked.’ 

‘No man,’ said Kenneth, ‘is too big to be kicked for imitating the 
Scotch accent.’ 

I think that Kenneth Grahame is the only Scot, of contemporary note 
in letters, who escaped a notoriety — and a beating of clubs — at Mr. T. 
W. H. Crosland’s witty pen. It was The Unspeakable Scot that scotched 
the Kailyard and finally killed it. Mr. Crosland’s text was that Hadrian 
had had ‘the excellent sense to build a wall for the purpose of keeping 
the Scotch out of England’. The Unspeakable Scot was a provocative 
book and a successful book, and its largest sales were in Scotland. But, 
without any like advertisement, Kenneth Grahame was now definitely 
arriving. 

The Kailyard suggests vegetables. Mr. Alan Lidderdale, a son of the 
Governor of the Bank of England under whose auspices Kenneth had 
entered the household of the ‘Old Lady writes of the rising author and of 
a ride in a Victorian Co vent Garden market-cart thus: ‘Years ago 
Kenneth told me how late one night, after a very cheerful dinner, he, in 
full evening dress, walked out into Piccadilly, and seeing a vegetable cart 
making its way eastward, ran after it, and climbing up behind, made 
himself comfortable among the vegetables. He was then overcome by an 
“exposition of sleep He woke in broad daylight. He was still in the cart, 
which, now empty, was moving down Piccadilly in the opposite 


direction. That is all. It was one of the regrets of Kenneth’s life that he 
never knew what happened in the interval.’ 

In 1893 Pagan Papers was published by Matthews and Lane, John 
Lane who, at the Bodley Head, was shortly to publish the Yellow Book. 

Henley took a personal interest in the publication of the Pagan 
Papers. Kenneth, writing to his publishers, in September 1893, says, 
‘Henley asks me to let him see a set of sheets of the book before it 
appears. He is anxious to see how it turns out.’ 

Pagan Papers, a little book of 160 pages, was (in first edition) a 
reprint of Kenneth’s essays published in the National Observer. It was 
published on terms of a royalty of 10 per cent, for the first 200 copies 
sold and of 20 per cent, on further sales. The author, asking for these 
terms, writes: ‘I don’t call this a grasping proposal — especially from a 
Scotchman.’ To the essays were added ‘The Olympians’ and those other 
five items of childhood which were afterwards to make a part of The 
Golden Age. ‘A Bohemian in Exile’ likewise became, by courtesy of the 
St. James’s Gazette, a pagan paper. ‘A quite grotesquely ill-fitting title, 
by the way (says a review in Great Thoughts) — for it was in the pages 
of Mr. Henley’s ever-English organ that its contents made their first 
appeal.’ The reviewer goes on to say: 

‘Indeed, much of the best prose of the day is to be found in the same 
columns, and it would be a lasting disgrace to patrons of English 
journalism if rumour’s lying tongue was for once proved correct and the 
National Observer sunk into the limbo of the forgotten. Not that the 
paper’s sentiments for a moment inspire sympathy. Its views are not our 
views, nor its manners our manners, and yet... how far duller would our 
week-ends be had we not the National Observer to correct our faults and 
to chasten our follies. The almost too perfect, too elaborated prose of 
Mrs. Meynell, since republished in The Rhythm of Life, first appeared in 
these ultra-Conservative and ultra-refined pages. 

‘Mr. Kenneth Grahame, the author of Pagan Papers, is of a very 
different type from Mrs. Meynell — so different, that to compare them 
were impertinent. A lover of all the varied delights of life, Mr. Grahame 
shows, even while he is most palpably young, that he has lived his years 
to the utmost. Joy in the fields and in books, in boating and in old 
authors, in tramps over the open downs, and in poets, is his, and one gets 
from his diverse subjects a sense of the greatest gusto, and a feeling that 
here one is in touch with a writer complete and virile to his finger-tips.’ 

The Papers were an immediate success. There was no dissenting 
voice in the chorus of praise. Although, here and there, a reviewer 


complained of the ‘plethora of good things’ that the young men of 1893 
were writing. Thus, for instance, the Daily Chronicle’s young man: 

““Ods quillets and quiddities” how monstrous clever we all are! When 
Goethe said — 


“Niemann will ein Schuster sein, 
Jedermann ein Dichter,” 


the implication was that men who might have been good cobblers 
insisted on being bad poets instead. Well, there was no great harm done. 
No one was compelled to read the poetry, and those cobblers who stuck 
to their last, if economics be not a vain fable, earned a proportionately 
better wage. But the trouble to-day is that the poetry is not bad, but good 
— much more excellent, probably, than the boots which the same men 
would have turned out, cobbled they never so wisely. It is well worth 
reading. It deserves to be admired, to be loved; but we are all so busy 
writing, admiring and loving our own poetry, that even while we skim it 
and praise it we feel it to be a superfluity. When every man is his own 
Shakespeare, there will be nothing left for it but to burn all libraries, 
make education a penal offence for a century or so, and then begin 
literature afresh. Music depends upon an audience. When the world is all 
orchestra, the deaf alone will have even the will to hear.’ 

And, here and there, a reviewer expressed ignorance of the author. ‘Of 
Mr. Kenneth Grahame I know nothing,’ says the Queen, ‘but he appears 
to be one of Mr. Henley’s clever young men. His book proves him to be 
one of Mr. Henley’s very clever young men.’ The Queen, however, goes 
on to mar a fine effort by finishing the paragraph thus: “There is plenty 
of good writing in these smart newspaper sketches.’ 

And the Pall Mall Gazette says: “These Pagan Papers are by Mr. 
Kenneth Grahame; have you heard of him, gentle reader? No? No more 
have we.’ But the P.M.G. presently becomes lyrical. ‘His 
accomplishment is astounding,’ it says, ‘an occasional affectation apart, 
his style is a delight, so high is its vitality, so cool its colours, so nimble 
and various its rhythms.’ But the critic cannot quite go the course and 
tails off sadly with ‘inoffensive and well-bred’. And he dismisses ‘The 
Olympians’ and kindred essays, so acclaimed by his contemporaries, as 
‘full of insight and humour’. 

The Literary Echo fears that the title, Pagan Papers, may deter 
readers, with growing families, from making their acquaintance. ‘This 
we should specially regret,’ it says. 


The Scotsman declares (on a rather similar note) that ‘any one who 
likes showy pictorial writing may read Pagan Papers with pleasure’. 
This although ‘they do not manifestly appear to be the work of a 
Christian’. And the Westminster Gazette tells its readers that ‘you may 
expect much of Mr. Kennith (sic) Grahame’. They have not been 
disappointed. 

Looking over these old reviews, for the most part so warmly 
welcoming, I wonder how the author received them, his first-fruits of 
attainment? Did he walk to Threadneedle Street, more head-in-air than 
usual, eager and flushed in the joy of achievement? I think not. Such 
manifestations were not his way. Yet he could not have been entirely 
indifferent. He must have enjoyed the only genuine thing that cannot be 
bought for money — the whole-hearted praise of one’s fellows bestowed 
whole-heartedly upon the children of one’s brain. 

Though the short essays, which alone compose the later editions of 
Pagan Papers, had met, on publication, with the high approval of the 
reviewers, they had been a little overshadowed by the attention paid to 
“The Olympians’ and the handful of kindred articles that made the tail- 
piece of the new book. The young banker-author became recognized at 
once as an authority on childhood and what pertains to childhood. 
Indeed, the publication of ‘The Olympians’, in the National Observer, 
had thrown the shadow of this authority before him. And it is not 
surprising therefore to find Kenneth Grahame, himself among the critics, 
‘doing’ the children’s book page, the Christmas books, for a London 
daily paper, in December 1899. He notices, kindly and conscientiously, 
some two dozen works. Alas, with the exception of Mr. Vere Stacpoole 
none of the writers reviewed are writers of to-day. And many of their 
publishers are no longer publishing, even their names I cannot say are 
names that once I knew. But these books are but the pegs on which is 
hung ‘the fabric of a fairytale’: 

“When the Ark took the ground at last with a bump, shivered 
throughout her length, careened a trifle, and saw the gurgling floods drop 
inch by inch down her pitchy sides, all her leg-cramped, wing-cramped, 
neck-and-trunk-cramped crew, forgetting the sulks, cliques, and quarrels 
inevitable to the voyager, burst hilariously forth into the sunlight, and 
with many a squawk, squeal, trumpet, and snort went gaily galumphing 
about their respective businesses. Alone among these forgetful ones, the 
kindly domestic pigeons, gratefully remembering — with their cousin 
the dove — the many home comforts of the snug old ship, resolved upon 
some memorial of the excursion, whenever they should have the 


necessary time and money. So as soon as things were a bit settled and 
running in the old grooves once again, they set to work and erected a 
stout pole; and on the top of that they set up their first house — a 
miniature Ark, ex voto, with a sliding roof painted wavy red, two straight 
rows of black windows, a fiat promenade all round for fine weather, and 
at each of the four corners a little round tree, of the evergreen tribe, 
seeing that their foliage was shavings painted green. There had always 
been lots of shavings in odd corners of the Ark, and, of course, plenty of 
green paint, as befitted a well-found ship; so in the tedious days when the 
world was a flat watery waste, they had got in the habit of making these 
trees, just for fun. 

‘Of course as time went on architect-pigeons worked out what they 
called improvements in design. To mitigate the force of tempests, 
pigeon-arks were built shorter and shorter, and broader and broader, still 
keeping, however, their roof, windows and promenade. At last a genius- 
pigeon arose who boldly demolished comers altogether, and the Ark 
became the dove-cot of the present day. But this is the dove-cot’s 
architectural history, and the history, too, of the first play-ark, as 
distinguished from the original bluff-bowed old coaster. 

‘To return, however, to the first memorial pigeon-ark. This was 
stoutly built, with a broad promenade, and was much admired by the 
other animals, who often wished they had had the wit to think of such a 
memento themselves. A ladder led up to it, and Shem, Ham, and Japhet 
were not too proud to stroll up of a cool evening and sit about, dangling 
their legs over the edge and remarking how homelike it all felt. Some of 
the animals, too, would drop in promiscuous, when business was slack 
— stout, bow-legged, skipper-hippopotamuses, pensive giraffe-captains 
of the foretop, or maybe a monkey-cabin-boy or two. And by degrees 
many a knotty point came to be talked over and settled up there; for there 
were plenty of threads to be picked up and old traditions set on their legs 
again, in the new order of things. 

‘They settled the size and colour of the spots on wooden horses; they 
laid down the lines of the first (and last) box of bricks. They decreed that 
cotton-wool smoke should for ever puff cloudily out of wooden 
locomotives; they inserted wonderful red and blue threads inside glass 
marbles. They decided on the particular purple tint always used for the 
rings round ninepins; and they eternally fixed the plastic curves of the 
monkey that restlessly jerks on a yellow stick. They settled — as who 
should know better? — how pirates were to be played; and the rules for 
hunting down the various wild beasts of forest and plain were easy to 


compile when the actual animals themselves were at hand with advice 
and assistance. They fixed the scrunching-point of bulls’-eyes and barley 
sugar, and composed the mottoes to be printed on peppermints. And 
lastly, they resolved themselves into a special committee for drafting a 
code and a scheme and a syllabus for the eternal fairytale, that should 
hold till the sun was shrunken and dim, and it was too cold to do 
anything but build big fires and sit round them and tell stories. A pinch 
of fairy godmother, both the invited and uninvited kinds — a youngest 
prince of three, a youngest princess of nine — dragons for the driving, 
caves for the password, bullion for the beating heart and wary sword. 
Riddles to guess, with a castle for prize money; forests to pierce, with a 
princess worth winning deep in the murky heart of them. Relations and 
guardians, gnomes and sprites, on the hostile or tricksy side; on the other, 
fairies generally, animals always, friendly and helpful. Ogres in sugar- 
plum-castles, essential rings in eagles’ nests — of these and many 
another thread the web was woven, and the texture has never been 
questioned or discussed since the date of the original committee. 

‘Do writer-people still weave them as of old, these tapestries? Or have 
all possible combinations of the hues and the threads in the old loom 
become exhausted? Well, it is not often that one meets a bit of the real 
antique work nowadays. 

‘Perhaps it is on this very account that the later pioneers in fairy 
scholarship, recognizing in this very fixity something more natural, have 
advanced the daring theory that as it cannot possibly be we who invented 
Fairyland, Fairyland must have invented us. According to this thesis of 
theirs, we only exist by the favour of fairies. Having pleased, in a 
whimsical moment, to invent us (Lord only knows why), they have us at 
their mercy, and, as soon as they are tired of thinking about us, or want a 
new amusement — puff! — we shall go out and that story will be over. 
Fortunately, fairies, as all records agree, are loving, irrational, and not 
easily wearied; and, after all, humanity must possess many humorous 
points for the outsider that escape the encaged observer within. So we 
may, perhaps, count upon another month or so yet in which to read a 
fairy book or two, and even to criticize them.’ 

Twenty years later the writer was to allow himself to be ‘drawn’ on, 
more or less, the same subject. A reader of The Wind in the Willows 
(Professor G. T. Hill of London University) inquiring, by letter, of the 
only man likely to know, as to who cleaned up Mole End in Mr. Mole’s 
absence and, similarly, who fed his goldfish, received the following 
seriously-minded reply: 


‘Bohams, 

‘Blewbury, Didcot, 
‘Berkshire, 

‘24th September 1919 


‘DEAR SIR, — The very natural inquiries contained in your kind 
letter which reached me this morning are probably best answered by a 
simple reference to the hopelessly careless and slipshod methods of the 
author whose work you are criticizing. But it may perhaps be pointed out 
in his defence, that Mole, though unmarried and evidently in rather poor 
circumstances, as incomes go nowadays, could probably have afforded 
some outside assistance say twice a week or so, indeed, living as he did, 
it would be almost a necessity. He probably then had a char-mouse in for 
a few hours and her dinner on certain days, and the animal would have 
cleaned up his whitewashing mess in a perfunctory sort of way; then, 
finding that her weekly pittance was no longer forthcoming, quite 
naturally and properly would have taken her services elsewhere, though 
from kindness of heart she might have continued to give an occasional 
eye to the goldfish. 

‘In support of his theory, I would ask you to observe that our author 
practises a sort of “character economy which has the appearance of being 
deliberate. The presence of certain characters may be indicated in or 
required by the story, but if the author has no immediate use for them, he 
simply ignores their existence. Take this very question of domestic 
service — however narrow poor Mole’s means may have been, it is 
evident that Rat was comfortably off indeed I strongly suspect him of a 
butler-valet and cook-housekeeper. Toad Hall, again, must have been 
simply crawling with idle servants eating their heads off. 

‘But the author doesn’t happen to want them, so for him they simply 
don’t exist. He doesn’t say they are not there; he just leaves them alone. 
To take another instance the wretched fellow, ignorant as he is, must 
have known perfectly well that the locomotive on which Toad escaped 
required the services of a stoker as well as an engine-driver, but he didn’t 
happen to want a stoker, so he simply ignored him. 

‘think you will find that this same character-economy runs through all 
the classic old fairy-tales and our author probably thought that he was 
sinning (if sinning at all) in very good company. The modem method 
leaves so little to the imagination of the reader that it describes with 
insistent particularity the appearance of the taxi-driver who did not say 


“Thank you” to the heroine when she gave him 3d above the legal fare 
from South Audley Street to Waterloo. Our author would have treated a 
taxi exactly as he would treat a Magic Carpet (which indeed is just what 
it is) and would not have given the taxi a driver at all. And this is right, 
for not one passenger in a hundred is ever conscious of the presence of a 
driver at all. They only see at the end a paw thrust out into which they 
drop something, and the taxi vanishes with a snort. Probably Magic 
Carpets had drivers too, but the authors of old saw that they were 
unessential to their stories, and ignored them. 


“Yours very truly, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


But in 1893 Mr. Mole and his friends were not born. Even the Yellow 
Book was not just yet, would not be till next year, in fact. Kenneth 
Grahame, though arriving, had not actually arrived. His days of best 
beguilement were yet to be. A reviewer had said of him: ‘Mr. Grahame is 
not yet an individual, not yet, at any rate, a character. He is Simply an 
excellent specimen of a latter-day type.’ 

And of these ‘latter days’ he has himself said: 

‘Mr. Henley was the first Editor who gave me a full and a frank and a 
free show, who took all I had and asked me for more; I should be a pig if 
I ever forgot him.’ 


CHAPTER V. THE YELLOW BOOK 


IN April 1894 was hatched the most famous ephemeron of all literary 
ephemera. Its covers, suitably enough, prophetically enough, wore the 
ephemeral primrose of the May-Bug and the Yellow Book was its name. 

On a tipsy (the adjective is not mine) February night Mr. John Lane, 
of the Bodley Head, gave a dinner-party, at the Devonshire Club, to 
certain of the literati. Among the last were Mr. John Davidson, the poet; 
Mr. Henry Harland, novelist, of U.S.A., lately arrived in London, and 
that infant magician of black-and-white magic, Mr. Aubrey Beardsley. 
There, conceived on champagne and enthusiasm, the Yellow Book leapt, 
cap á pie, from the callow pate of the latter, an erotic Minerva from the 
brain of an immature Jove. The great idea was seconded by Mr. 
Davidson, and the company carried it with acclamation. Even the host 
(financier, presumed, and paymaster) was so struck by the originality of 
the proposition that he appointed, on the spot, Mr. Harland as editor 
(because, so they said, he was more elevated than anyone present) and, 
then, as was only fair and right, he named Mr. Beardsley art editor and 
ordered another magnum of Pommery. 

Thus was the Yellow Book born. Its aim was to shock deliciously. Its 
object was to lead the fin-de-siecle and startle a Victorian London, bored 
to death with five decades of flannel petticoat, by a new and delicate 
impropriety. It succeeded at once, in both object and aim, succeeded 
beyond the most extravagant dreams of its promoters and its publisher. 

From an article written forty years afterwards, by Mr. Albert Parry, I 
give a brief picture of that almost genius, Henry Harland, who sat (on the 
whole with parochial propriety) in the editorial chair at the Sign of the 
Bodley Head: 

‘Harland liked to imagine himself a wild Bohemian and a rakish 
woman-fancier. He was proud of the premature streak of grey in his 
black disordered hair. He wore his hair longer than any of his Paris and 
London friends. He paraded the goatee and the gesticulating habits that 
made him seem more French than any of his French acquaintances. He 
emphasized his preoccupation with style by his preference for pyjamas 
as his writing garb at home. He tried to look, and sound, unconventional 
at the Bodleian editorial offices of Lane. In his rooms in Cromwell Road 
he arranged literary dinners, after which he would sit on the floor and 
mete out your-eyes-remind-me-of-the-moon-rising-over-the-jungle 
compliments to the women. He said that he abhorred sentimentality and 


that he fled from Marie Corelli as from the measles. But the fact 
remained that a real sin shocked him. He could not stomach the 
Murgerish love affairs and the hashish habits of Ernest Dowson in Soho. 
He winced, trying not to show it, when English and French poets and 
artists boasted in his presence of their entanglements with married 
women. In his stories appearing regularly in the Yellow Book and 
collected into two volumes [Grey Roses, 1895, and Comedies and 
Errors, 1898) there was not the least suggestion of indecency.’ 

The Cromwell Road dinners were a feature of the Yellow Book. On 
these Saturday evenings it was Kenneth Grahame’s practised hand that 
broke the eggs that made the omelette, himself doubtless, invoking to his 
handiwork some echo of that initial omelette, eaten on H.M.S. Hercules, 
and in so different a company, long days ago. 

Miss Netta Syrett, a contributor to the Yellow Book, writes: 

‘I used to meet Kenneth Grahame at the Harlands and, though I never 
came to know him well, instinctively I liked him. I can only describe the 
impression he gave me as solid and that not only in the physical sense. 
He answered my idea of a man and I suppose half consciously (I was 
young for my age and much of what I heard and saw at the Harlands was 
uncomprehended) I was comparing him with the more or less effeminate 
young men I met there. He was sane and normal and I should like to 
have known him better. But he was shy and being shy myself then I 
found him difficult to talk to. I liked his sense of humour and his 
complete freedom from the affectations which so puzzled me in the other 
men of the set. I remember sometimes enjoying these evenings and 
sometimes not at all. Everything depended on the moods of the host and 
hostess, both of whom were erratic and, when bored, made little effort to 
disguise their feelings. If but a few people were present one heard 
Harland and Beardsley discussing drawings, gossiping about John Lane 
and criticizing recent contributions. Harland was an incalculable creature 
of moods, at one moment sneering and unjust and the next serious and 
appreciative. I remember being at the flat when there were present only 
two or three other people, one of whom was Kenneth Grahame. The post 
arrived and brought the MS. of John Davidson’s well-known Ballad of a 
Nun. Harland read it aloud to us, making mock and scoff of it. I could 
see that his bad taste in so doing quite hurt K.G. — whatever he may 
inwardly have thought of the Nun and her ballad! Kenneth was (as I have 
said) good looking but always a little conscious of his height, or at least, 
I used to think it was this that made him want to get into a corner! And 
he liked to talk of his work — if he knew you were not likely to gush 


about it. He was immensely pleased once when I had the cheek to say 
that I did not like his little girls, that they were not real, like his boys. He 
never spoke much unless he had something to say; he never said 
anything unkind about anybody, or to anybody, except through his 
inability to be insincere. We knew the Beardsleys — brother and sister 
— well. Mabel Beardsley was beautiful, really lovely, like an orchid, 
pale with red hair and a tall graceful figure. She was as brilliant as 
Aubrey, deeply read and full of knowledge. Aubrey was remarkable to 
look at, tall and thin; he had a straight fringe, beautiful long hands and 
was spotlessly clean and well groomed. One was impressed by his 
cleanliness. I knew he was a genius the moment I saw his drawings. His 
line is the most beautiful I ever saw, apart from Chinese and Japanese 
work. It was a gay world then. Piccadilly was charming, all the houses 
had flowers in window-boxes and striped awnings over balconies. And 
the Yellow Book set — it was gay too; very gay, very witty, very brilliant. 
It was like a flame flashing up and then going out — too brilliant to last, 
too unreal, too artificial, And in the set we all admired Kenneth 
tremendously and the appearance of one of his articles would be hailed 
as an event and discussed at length next Saturday night.’ 

At this time Kenneth had left Bloomsbury Street and was living in a 
tiny top flat on Chelsea Embankment. Thither came to take tea with him, 
on the 5th of May 1894, his sister and Miss Mary Richardson. Miss 
Richardson has given her impressions of the tea-party and of her host. 
She says: 

‘It was like climbing the stairs of a lighthouse, there was no lift and 
the dirty stone staircase swept up in endless spirals. When we got to the 
top we were out of breath and I remember that we stood and fanned 
ourselves with the Royal Academy catalogue (we had come on from 
Burlington House) before we rang the bell. I had never met Kenneth 
Grahame, except in Pagan Papers, and I was ever so anxious to see if he 
was a Suitable author for so delightful a book. He opened the door to us 
himself and my first impression was of relief. For he was just as I would 
have had him be. And though, I suppose, I did not take him all in at a 
glance, this is how I remember him. He was tall — well over six feet — 
and fine looking; he was well proportioned and carried himself like a 
drilled man (was he not a “London Scot”?) and he had a magnificent 
head. His grey eyes were rather widely open and his expression was one 
of the most kindly. He was not exactly handsome but distinctly striking 
to see. The Scotch adjective “ken-speckle” describes him better than any 
other, I think. He had too a sort of young dignity which well became 


him. But, oh, he was altogether too big for his little flat! He made tea and 
poured it out for us himself and we all sat at a tea-table in the window. It 
was a beautiful afternoon and the view over Kenneth’s beloved Thames, 
with the green of Battersea Park beyond, was a lovely one. I was very 
interested to find that he knew about my brother, and remembered his 
two “National” winners of so long ago. He collected those hollow glass 
rolling-pins that sailors brought home to their sweethearts — or else 
smuggled brandy in. He showed some of these to us, holding them 
lovingly. He had a Chippendale bureau of which he was very proud. He 
had bought it as a bargain and it had, he said, belonged to the great Duke 
of Wellington. I said, “What fun if you found a secret drawer in it 
containing dispositions and dispatches?” He beamed like a regular boy. 
“What a jolly idea!” he said, and then his face fell and he added, “Alas, if 
one may believe gossip, the drawer would be more likely to contain 
billets-doux and love-letters.” 

“But, Mr. Grahame,” said I, “possibly love-letters might be more 
interesting than dispatches?”— “Very likely,” said he, “but neither I, nor, 
I hope, any one else, would think it right to read them.” And, though he 
spoke in fun, I am sure that that, in fact, would have been Kenneth 
Grahame’s attitude had the contingency arisen! After tea he read to us, 
because we plagued him to do so, the proof sheets (I think they were) of 
“The Roman Road”. He read beautifully. I have always remembered that 
tea-party.’ 

Kenneth had, through life, a boy’s (or a magpie’s) love of a secret 
hoard. When, after his death, his bureau was searched for some business 
papers, just such a collection of ‘treasures? was disclosed as that one he 
had hidden in the secret-drawer of The Golden Age. ‘Treasures’ gathered 
not only in youth but in manhood: a set of Maunday Money, a handful of 
small sea-shells, minute models of filets-bleux (Breton fishing-nets), the 
Rules of Roulette (in miniature), a coloured prayer-card of Tobias and 
the Angel — anything that was gay and tiny and bright pleased him — 
all his days. 

It may seem surprising that, normal and public-spirited, Kenneth 
Grahame should have cast off the National Observer and its weekly 
Imperialism for so iconoclastic a quarterly as the Yellow Book. But, early 
in 1894, the National Observer had ceased to exist, W. E. Henley 
becoming editor of the New Review. And therefore, from now on, 
Kenneth divided his work, roughly, between Henley’s New Review and 
Harland’s Yellow Book. 


Henry Harland, permitted, by John Lane, to exercise his complete 
discretion as to whom he invited to contribute to the new infant in 
yellow, had recognized that Kenneth’s clear, and completely sane, prose 
would lend a balance to his own flibbertigibbet pages. And so Harland 
saw to it; and the first contribution of the late ‘gentleman of the Scots 
Observer’ was the brilliant ‘Headswoman’, afterwards published as a 
Bodley Booklet. The Dundee Advertiser called it ‘a sweet thing in 
fiction’, and the Star, claiming that Mr. Grahame ‘here tweaks the nose 
of St. Woman’s Rights’, adds (and how pleased must the Star young man 
have been with his alliteration!) ‘seldom is the whipped white of a whim 
served in such English’. 

Kenneth Grahame, now appointed to Yellow Book regularity, 
published there the balance of his Golden Age essays. Also three papers 
which, strangely enough, he never thought to put into book form. The 
most individual of these three he called ‘The Inner Ear’ and, since I 
choose to see in it some throwback to great-grand-uncle James Grahame 
and The Birds of Clyde, here it is: 

‘To all of us journeymen in this great whirling London mill, it 
happens sooner or later that the clatter and roar of its ceaseless wheels — 
a thing at first portentous, terrifying, nay, not to be endured — becomes a 
part of our nature, with our clothes and our acquaintances; till at last the 
racket and din of a competitive striving humanity not only cease to 
impinge on the sense, but induce a certain callosity in the organ, while 
that more sensitive inner ear of ours, once almost as quick to record as 
his in the fairy tale, who lay and heard the grass-blades thrust and sprout, 
from lack of exercise drops back to the rudimentary stage. Hence it 
comes about, that when we are set down for a brief Sunday, far from the 
central roar, our first sensation is that of a stillness corporeal, positive, 
aggressive. The clamorous ocean of sound has ebbed to an infinite 
distance; in its place this other sea of fullest silence comes crawling up, 
whelming and flooding us, its crystalline waves lapping us round with a 
possessing encirclement as distinct as that of the other angry tide now 
passed away and done with. The very Spirit of Silence is sitting hand in 
hand with us, and her touch is a real warm thing. 

‘And yet, may not our confidence be premature? Even as we bathe 
and steep our senses refreshingly in this new element, that inner ear of 
ours begins to revive and to record, one by one, the real facts of sound. 
The rooks are the first to assert themselves. All this time that we took to 
be so void of voice they have been volubly discussing every detail of 
domestic tree-life, as they rock and sway beside their nests in the elm- 


tops. To take in the varied chatter of rookdom would in itself be a full 
moming’s occupation, from which the most complacent might rise 
humble and instructed. Unfortunately, their talk rarely tends to 
edification. The element of personality — the argumentum ad hominem 
— always crops up so fatally soon, that long ere a syllogism has been 
properly unrolled, the disputants have clinched on inadequate foothold, 
and flopped thence, dishevelled, into space. Somewhere hard by, their 
jackdaw cousins are narrating those smoking-room stories they are so 
fond of, with bursts of sardonic laughter at the close. For theology or the 
fine arts your jackdaw has little taste; but give him something sporting 
and spicy, with a dash of the divorce court, and no Sunday morning can 
ever seem too long. At intervals the drum of the woodpecker rattles out 
from the heart of a copse; while from every quarter birds are delivering 
each his special message to the great cheery-faced postman who is 
trudging his daily round overhead, carrying good tidings to the whole 
bird-belt that encircles the globe. To all these wild, natural calls of the 
wood, the farmyard behind us responds with its more cultivated clamour 
and cackle; while the very atmosphere is resonant of its airy population, 
each of them blowing his own special trumpet. Silence, indeed! why, as 
the inner ear awakes and develops, the solid bulk of this sound-instillness 
becomes in its turn overpowering, terrifying. Let the development only 
continue, one thinks, but a little longer, and the very rush of sap, the 
thrust and foison of germination, will join in the din, and go far to deafen 
us. One shrinks, in fancy, to a dwarf of meanest aims and pettiest account 
before this army of full-blooded, shouting soldiery, that possesses land 
and air so completely, with such an entire indifference, too, towards 
ourselves, our conceits, and our aspirations. 

‘Here it is again, this lesson in modesty that nature is eternally 
dinning into us; and the completeness of one’s isolation in the midst of 
all this sounding vitality cannot fail to strike home to the most self- 
centred. Indeed, it is evident that we are entirely superfluous here; 
nothing has any need of us, nor cares to know what we are interested in, 
nor what other people have been saying of us, nor whether we go or stay. 
Those rooks up above have their own society and occupations, and don’t 
wish to share or impart them; and if haply a rook seems but an 
insignificant sort of being to you, be sure that you are quite as 
insignificant to the rook. Nay, probably more so; for while you at least 
allot the rook his special small niche in creation, it is more than doubtful 
whether he ever troubles to “place” you at all. He has weightier matters 


to occupy him, and so long as you refrain from active interference, the 
chances are that for him you simply don’t exist. 

‘But putting birds aside, as generally betraying in their startled, side- 
glancing mien some consciousness of a featherless unaccountable tribe 
that may have to be reckoned with at any moment, those other winged 
ones, the bees and their myriad cousins, simply insult one at every turn 
with their bourgeois narrowness of non-recognition. Nothing, indeed, 
could be more unlike the wary watchful marches of the bird-folk than the 
bustling self-centred devotion to business of these tiny brokers in 
Nature’s busy mart. If you happen to get in their way, they jostle up 
against you, and serve you right; if you keep clear of the course, they 
proceed serenely without so much as a critical glance at your hat or your 
boots. Snubbed, hustled, and ignored, you feel, as you retire from the 
unequal contest, that the scurrying alarm of bird or beast is less hurtful to 
your self-respect than this complacent refusal of the insect to admit your 
very existence. 

‘In sooth, we are at best poor fusionless incapable bodies; unstable of 
purpose, veering betwixt hot fits and chill, doubtful at times whether we 
have any business here at all. The least we can do is to make ourselves as 
small as possible, and interfere as little as may be with these lusty 
citizens, knowing just what they want to do, and doing it, at full work in 
a Satisfactory world that is emphatically theirs, not ours. 

“The more one considers it, the humbler one gets. This pleasant, 
many-hued, fresh-smelling world of ours would be every whit as goodly 
and fair, were it to be rid at one stroke of us awkward aliens, staggering 
pilgrims through a land whose customs and courtesies we never entirely 
master, whose pleasant places we embellish and sweeten not at all. We, 
on the other hand, would be bereft indeed, were we to wake up one chill 
morning and find that all these practical capable cousins of ours had 
packed up and quitted in disgust, tired of trying to assimilate us, weary 
of our aimlessness, our brutalities, our ignorance of real life. 

‘Our dull inner ear is at last fully awake, fully occupied. It must be a 
full three hundred yards away, that first brood of ducklings, fluffily 
proud of a three-days-old past; yet its shrill peep-peep reaches us as 
distinctly as the worry-worry of bees in the peach-blossom a foot from 
our head. Then suddenly — the clank of a stable-bucket on the tiles, the 
awakening of church-bells — humanity, with its grosser noises, is with 
us once more, and at the first sound of it, affrighted, the multitudinous 
drone of the under-life recedes, ebbs, vanishes; Silence, the nymph so 
shy and withdrawn, is by our side again, and slips her hand into ours.’ 


Henry James, himself an occasional contributor to the Yellow Book, 
writes, in a private letter: ‘I haven’t sent you the Yellow Book — on 
purpose. I say on purpose because although my little tale which ushers it 
in (“ The Death of the Lion”) appears to have had, for a thing of mine, an 
unusual success, I hate too much the horrid aspect and company of the 
whole publication. And yet I am again to be ultimately, conspicuously, 
associated with the second number. It is for gold and to oblige the 
worshipful Harland.’ 

Now what were the horrors to which Mr. James refers? I have lately 
read the whole dainty troop from one yellow cover to another, thirteen 
volumes, and found nothing to shock my susceptibilities, nothing. Even 
in Aubrey Beardsley’s morbidly rococo ladies I can find little suggestion, 
perhaps because Mr. John Lane himself strictly censured the pictures in 
his paper, sometimes, I am told, snatching his young art editor’s 
inspirations out of the very jaws of the press! Here and there, in the 
prose, postures a nymph with harmless ‘wine-red hair’, and I found one 
who inscribed on her alpenstock the names, not of mountains conquered, 
but of men. So, pace Mr. Henry James, it seems that we were all very 
easily shocked in 1894. 

Everybody who was anybody in letters contributed, at least once, to 
the Yellow Book — except Mr. Kipling, except Mr. Anthony Hope, 
except, remarkably, Mr. ‘Saki’ Munro. The quarterly ran for three years 
and then it died of inanition rather than the ridicule it began to inspire. 
Harland was wont to explain all attacks upon it by ascribing them to the 
brilliant men of other papers whose contributions, offered at the Bodley 
Head, he had not considered quite brilliant enough for Yellow Book use. 
Yet Mr. Seaman, now Sir Owen (who could have had no such cause for 
mortification or jealousy), led the scoffers; in his parody of John 
Davidson’s Nun (which he calls The Ballad of a Bun) these verses, for 
example, occur: 


‘A Decadent was dribbling by, 
“Lady,” he said, “you seem undone; 
You need a panacea; try 

This sample of The Bodley bun. 


‘It is fulfilled of precious spice 
Whereof I give the recipe; — 

Take common dripping, stew in vice, 
And serve with vertu; taste and see.”’ 


And, later in the lyric, 

“The seasons went and came again; 

At length the languid Public cried: 

“Tt is a sorry sort of Lane That hardly ever turns aside”...’ 


He also said, in another parody of another Yellow Book bard: 


‘I know it’s 

Not given to many poets 

To frame so fair a thing 

As this of mine to Spring 

Indeed the world grows Lilliput 

All but 

A precious few, the heirs of utter godlihead, 

Who wear the yellow flower of blameless bodlihead!’ 


But before the ‘languid Public’ cried a halt the paper had ceased to be 
the slogan of emancipated Youth, had ceased to mark a movement and 
had become, as Mr. Arthur Symons wrote of it, ‘little more than a 
publisher’s magazine It had printed nothing that has remained except 
those Kenneth Grahame chapters that chronicle Harold and his brothers 
and sisters. But the contribution, from the same pen, called ‘Long Odds’ 
since it made, in July 1895 (so said, royally, the Queen newspaper), the 
quarterly number of the Yellow Book ‘notable not only in contemporary 
literature but in all’, I will here reproduce: 

‘For every honest reader there exist some half-dozen honest books, 
which he re-reads at regular intervals of six months or thereabouts. 
Whatever the demands on him, however alarming the arrears that gibber 
and grin in menacing row, for these he somehow generally manages to 
find time. Nay, as the years flit by, the day is only too apt to arrive when 
he reads no others at all; the hour will even come, in certain instances, 
when the number falls to five, to four — perhaps to three. With this same 
stride of time comes another practice too — that of formulating general 
principles to account for or excuse one’s own line of action; and yet it 
ought not to be necessary to put forward preface or apology for finding 
oneself immersed in Treasure Island for about the twentieth time. The 
captain’s capacities for the consumption of rum must always be a new 
delight and surprise; the approaching tap of the blind man’s stick, the 
moment of breathless waiting in the dark and silent inn, are ever sure of 


their thrill; hence it came about that the other night I laid down the 
familiar book at the end of Part the Second — where vice and virtue spar 
a moment ere the close grip — with the natural if commonplace 
reflection that nineteen to six was good healthy odds. 

‘But somehow I was in no hurry to take the book up again. The 
mental comment with which I had laid it down had set up a yeasty 
ferment and a bubble in my brain; till at last, with a start, I asked myself 
how long was it since I had been satisfied with such a pitiful majority on 
the side of evil? Why, a certain number of years ago it would have been 
no majority at all — none, at least, worth speaking of. What a change 
must have been taking place in me unsuspected all this time, that I could 
tamely accept, as I had just done, this pitiful compromise (I can call it 
nothing else) with the base law of probabilities! What a totally different 
person I must have now become, from the hero who sallied out to deal 
with a horde of painted Indians, armed only with his virtue and his 
unerring smoothbore! Well there was some little comfort in the fact that 
the fault was not entirely my own, nor even that of the irresistible years. 

‘Frankly, in the days I look back to, this same Treasure Island would 
not have gone down at all. It was not that we were in the least exacting. 
We did not ask for style; the evolution of character possessed no interest 
whatever for us; and all scenery and description we sternly skipped. One 
thing we did insist on having, and that was good long odds against the 
hero; and in those fortunate days we generally got them. Just at present, 
however, a sort of moral cowardice seems to have set in among writers 
of this noblest class of fiction; a truckling to likelihood, and a dirty 
regard for statistics. Needless to say, this state of things is bringing about 
its inevitable consequence. Already one hears rumours that the boy of the 
period, instead of cutting down impalpable bandits or blowing up 
imaginary mines and magazines, is moodily devoting himself to golf. 
The picture is a pitiful one. Heaven hath blessed him, this urchin, with a 
healthy appetite for pirates, a neat hand at the tomahawk, and a simple 
passion for being marooned; instead of which, he now plods about the 
country playing golf. The fault is not his, of course; the honest heart of 
him beats sound as ever. The real culprits are these defaulting writers, 
who, tainted by realism, basely shirk their duty, fall away from the high 
standard of former days, and endeavour to represent things as they 
possibly might have happened. Nineteen to six, indeed! No lad of spirit 
will put up with this sort of thing. He will even rather play golf; and play 
golf he consequently does. 


‘The magnificent demand of youth for odds — long odds, whatever 
the cost! — has a pathetic side to it, once one is in a position to look 
back thereon, squinting gloomily through the wrong end of the telescope. 
At the age of six or seven, the boy (in the person of his hero of the hour) 
can take on a Genie, an Afreet or two, a few Sultans and a couple of 
hostile armies, with a calmness resembling indifference. At twelve he is 
already less exacting. Three hundred naked Redskins, mounted on 
mustangs and yelling like devils, pursue him across the prairie and 
completely satisfy his more modest wants. At fifteen, ’tis enough if he 
may only lay his frigate alongside of two French ships of the line; and 
among the swords he shall subsequently receive on his quarter-deck he 
will not look for more than one Admiral’s; while a year or two later it 
suffices if he can but win fame and fortune at twenty-five, and marry the 
Earl’s daughter in the face of a whole competitive House of Lords. 
Henceforward all is declension. One really has not the heart to follow 
him, step by dreary step, to the time when he realizes that a hero may 
think himself lucky if he can only hold his own, and so on to the point 
when it dawns on him at last that the gods have a nasty habit of turning 
the trump, and have even been accused of playing with loaded dice — an 
aphorism any honest boy would laugh to scorn. 

‘Indeed, the boy may well be excused for rejecting with indignation 
these unworthy sneers at the bona fides of the autocrats who, from afar, 
shift the pieces on this little board, and chuck them aside when done 
with, one by one. For he but sees the world without through the 
chequered lattice of the printed page, and there invariably the hero, 
buffeted though he may be of men, kicked by parents and guardians, 
reviled by colonels and first lieutenants, always has the trump card up his 
Sleeve, ready for production in the penultimate chapter. What wonder, 
then, that the gods appear to him as his cheerful backers, ready to put 
their money on him whatever the starting price? Nay, even willing to 
wink and look the other way when he, their darling, gets a quiet lift from 
one of themselves, who (perhaps) may “have a bit on?” Meanwhile, to 
the wistful gazer through the lattice, his cloistral life begins to irk 
terribly. ’Tis full time he was up and doing. Through the garden gate, 
beyond the parish common, somewhere over the encircling horizon, lie 
fame and fortune, and the title and the bride. Pacific seas are calling, the 
thunder of their rollers seems to thrill to him through the solid globe that 
interposes between. Savages are growing to dusky manhood solely that 
he may flesh his sword on them; maidens are already entangling 
themselves in perilous situations that he, and he alone, may burst the 


bonds, eliminate the dragon, and swing them forth to freedom and his 
side. The scarlet sunsets scorn him, a laggard and a recreant; behind 
them lie arrogant cities, plains of peril, and all the tingling adventure of 
the sea. The very nights are big with reproach, in their tame freedom 
from the watch-fire, the war-whoop, the stealthy ambuscade; and every 
hedgerow is a boundary, every fence another bond. From this point his 
decadence dates. At first the dice spring merrily out on the board. The 
gods throw, and he; and they again, and then he, and still with no 
misgivings; those blacklegs know enough to permit an occasional win. 
All the same, early or late, comes that period in the game when suspicion 
grows a Sickening certainty. He asked for long odds against him, and he 
has got them with a vengeance; the odds of the loaded dice. While as for 
that curled darling he dreamed of, who was to sweep the board and 
declare himself the chosen, where is he? He has dropped by the roadside, 
many a mile behind. From henceforth on they must not look to join 
hands again. 

‘Some there are who have the rare courage, at the realizing point, to 
kick the board over and declare against further play. Stout-hearted ones 
they, worthy of marble and brass; but you meet them not at every turn of 
the way. Such a man I forgathered with by accident, one late autumn, on 
the almost deserted Lido. The bathing-ladders were drawn up, the 
tramway was under repair; but the slant sun was still hot on the crinkled 
sand, and it was not so much a case of paddling suggesting itself as of 
finding oneself barefoot and paddling without any conscious process of 
thought. So I paddled along dreamily, and thought of Ulysses, and how 
he might have run the prow of his galley up on these very sands, and 
sprung ashore and paddled; and then it was that I met him not 
Ulysses, but the instance in point. 

‘He was barelegged also, this elderly man of sixty or thereabouts; and 
he had just found a cavallo del mare, and exhibited it with all the delight 
of a boy; and as we wandered together, cool-footed, eastwards, I learnt 
by degrees how such a man as this, with the mark of Cheapside still 
evident on him, came to be pacing the sands of the Lido that evening 
with me. He had been Secretary, it transpired, to some venerable 
Company or Corporation that dated from Henry VII; and among his 
duties, which were various and engrossing, was in especial that of 
ticking off, with a blue pencil, the members of his governing body, as 
they made their appearance at their weekly meeting; in accordance with 
the practice dating from Henry VII. His week, as I have said, was a busy 
one, and hinged on a Board day; and as time went on these Board days 





raced up and disappeared with an ever-increasing rapidity, till at last his 
life seemed to consist of but fifty-two days in the year — all Board days. 
And eternally he seemed to be ticking off names with a feverish blue 
pencil. These names, too, that he ticked — they flashed into sight and 
vanished with the same nightmare gallop; the whole business was a great 
humming zoetrope. Anon the Board would consist of Smith, Brown, 
Jackson, &c., Life Members all; in the briefest of spaces Smith would 
drop out, and on would come Price, a neophyte — a mere youngling, this 
Price. A few more Board days flashed by, and out would go Brown 7 and 
maybe Jackson — on would come Cattermole, Fraser, Davidson — 
beardless juniors every one. Round spun the unceasing wheel; in a 
twinkling Davidson, the fledgling, sat reverend in the chair, while as for 
those others — ! And all the time his blue pencil, with him, its slave, 
fastened to one end of it, ticked steadily on. To me, the hearer, it was 
evident that he must have been gradually getting into the same state of 
mind as Rudyard Kipling’s delightful lighthouse keeper, whom solitude 
and the ceaseless tides caused to see streaks and lines in all things, till at 
last he barred a waterway of the world against the ships that persisted in 
making the water streaky. And this may account for an experience of his 
in the Underground Railway one evening, when he was travelling home 
after a painful Board day on which he had ticked up three new boys into 
vacant places which seemed to have been hardly filled an hour. He was 
alone, he said, and rather sleepy, and he hardly looked at the stranger 
who got in at one of the stations, until he-saw him deposit in the hat-rack 
— where ordinary people put their umbrellas — what might have been 
an umbrella, but looked, in the dim light of the Underground, far more 
like a scythe. Then he sat up and began to take notice. The elderly 
stranger — for he was both gaunt and elderly — nay, as he looked at him 
longer he saw that he was old — oh, so very old! And one long white 
tuft of hair hung down on his wrinkled forehead from under his top hat, 
— the stranger squatted on the seat opposite him, produced a note-book 
and a pencil — a blue pencil too! — and leaning forward, with a fiendish 
grin, said, “Now I’m going to tick off all you fellows — all you 
Secretaries — right back from the days of Henry the Seventh!” 

‘The Secretary fell back helplessly in his seat. Terror-stricken, he 
strove to close his ears against the raucous voice that was already rattling 
off those quaint old Tudor names he remembered having read on 
yellowing parchment; but all was of no avail. The stranger went steadily 
on, and each name as read was ruthlessly scored out by the unerring blue 
pencil. The pace was tremendous. Already they were in the 


Commonwealth; past flew the Restoration like a racehorse — the blue 
pencil wagged steadily like a nightmare — Queen Anne and her coffee- 
houses — in a second they were left far behind; and as they turned the 
corner and sped down the straight of the Georgian era, the Secretary 
sweated, a doomed man. The gracious reign of Victoria was full in sight 
— nay, on the stranger’s lips was hovering the very name of Fladgate — 
Fladgate whom the Secretary could himself just remember, a doddering 
old pensioner — when the train shivered and squealed into St. James’s 
Park Station. The Secretary flung the door open and fled like a hare, 
though it was not his right station. He ran as far as the Park itself, and 
there on the bridge over the water he halted, mopped his brow, and 
gradually recovered his peace of mind. The evening was pleasant, full of 
light and laughter and the sound of distant barrel-organs. Before him, 
calm and cool, rose the walls of the India Office, which in his simple 
way he had always considered a dream in stone. Beneath his feet a whole 
family of ducks circled aimlessly, with content written on every feature; 
or else, reversing themselves in a position denoting supreme contempt 
for all humanity above the surface, explored a new cool underworld a 
few inches below. It was then (he said) that a true sense of his situation 
began to steal over him; and it was then that he awoke to the fact of 
another life open to him should he choose to grasp it. Neither the ducks 
nor the India Office (so he affirmed) carried blue pencils, and why 
should he? The very next Board day he sent in his resignation, and, with 
a comfortable pension and some reminiscence (perhaps) of that frontage 
of the India Office, crossed the Channel and worked South till he came 
to Venice, where the last trace of blue-pencil nightmare finally faded 
away. 

‘“ And are you never bored?” I tenderly inquired of him, as we rocked 
homewards in a gondola between an apricot sky and an apricot sea. 

‘“During the first six months I was,” he answered, frankly; “then it 
passed away altogether, even as influenza does in time, or the memory of 
a gaucherie. And now every day lasts as long as a year of those Board 
days of old, and is fifty-two times as interesting. Why, only take this 
afternoon, for example. I didn’t get over here till two, but first I met 
some newly-arrived Americans, and talked for a cycle with them; and 
you never know what an American will be surprised at, or, better still, 
what he will not be surprised at; and if you only think what that means 
— Well, presently they left (they had to get on to Rome), so I went up to 
the platform over the sea and had oysters and a bottle of that delightful 
yellow wine I always forget the name of; and aeons passed away in the 


consumption. Each oyster lasted a whole Board day, and each glass of 
yellow wine three. Then I strolled along the sands for a century or so, 
thinking of nothing in particular. Lastly, I met you, and for some twelve 
months I’ve been boring you with my uninteresting story. And even yet 
there’s the whole evening to come! Oh, I had lots of leeway to make up 
when I came over here; but I think I shall manage it yet — in Venice!” 

‘I could not help thinking, as I parted from him at the Piazzetta steps, 
that (despite a certain incident in the Underground Railway) here was 
one of the sanest creatures I had ever yet happened upon. 

‘But examples such as this (as I said) are rare; the happy-starred ones 
who know when to cut their losses. The most of us prefer to fight on — 
mainly, perhaps, from cowardice, and the dread of a plunge into a new 
element, new conditions, new surroundings — a fiery trial for any 
humble, mistrustful creature of use-and-wont. And yet it is not all merely 
a matter of funk. For a grim love grows up for the sword-play itself, for 
the push and the hurtle of battle, for the grips and the give-and-take — in 
fine, for the fight itself, whatever the cause. In this exhaltation, far from 
ignoble, we push and worry along until a certain day of a mist and a 
choke, and we are ticked off and done with. 

‘This is the better way; and the history of our race is ready to justify 
us. With the tooth-and-claw business we began, and we mastered it 
thoroughly ere we learnt any other trade. Since that time we may have 
achieved a thing or two besides — evolved an art, even, here and there, 
though the most of us bungled it. But from first to last fighting was the 
art we were always handiest at; and we are generally safe if we stick to 
it, whatever the foe, whatever the weapons — most of all, whatever the 
cause.’ 

The yellow sands finally ran out in 1897. But they had been running 
down ever since Beardsley had retired (to the secret relief of his editor 
who grudged him his youth and his early fame). 

And so the primrose ephemeron, that had fluttered so bravely, became 
‘spent gnat’ and floated, on the current of events, first out of fashion, 
then out of existence. Such gold as was in the yellow had been of 
Kenneth Grahame’s minting. 





CHAPTER VI. ATTAINMENT 


BUT, though the Yellow Book was gone, before it went Kenneth 
Grahame had arrived at a literary renown. And to keep pace with his 
position in letters and in Threadneedle Street, he had quitted his eyrie 
above the Chelsea Embankment to become a householder in Kensington 
Crescent. To keep his house he engaged a certain Sarah Bath, a 
martinette, and an outspoken lady of surpassing honesty. She had looked 
after a gentleman in the Temple before Kenneth secured her. She 
specialized in bachelors. She regarded her new employer from two points 
of view. The Mr. Jekyll, who went to the Bank of England, of him she 
approved; the Mr. Hyde, ‘who wrote bits in the papers’, she mistrusted. 
She openly said that literary men were ‘loose fish’. ‘I suppose bankers 
are gold fish?’ riposted her master. 

Sarah waited at table and was always ready to take a part in the 
conversation. A dinner guest, a man of law and ignorant of Sarah’s past, 
compared politely the luxury of his host with the lack of it at his own 
chambers. He added that he would like to see all the Temple bed-makers 
hanged. He was surprised when Sarah, over his shoulder, said grimly, ‘I 
wouldn’t hang round your neck, Sir, were it ever so.’ 

It was at Kensington Crescent that Kenneth Grahame, banker and 
dilettante in letters, awoke one morning to find himself an author and 
celebrated. 

In 1895 John Lane had published for him The Golden Age, a little 
book on the borderland between Prose and Poetry, bound in yellow 
buckram, and enhanced with a design by Mr. Charles Robinson. 

It was a collection of eighteen articles about children. 


It included the half-dozen of similar essays previously produced in 
Pagan Papers. Its success was instantaneous and remarkable. The 
reviewers and critics were unanimous in praise. To read the more 
laudatory of the critiques makes the Song of Solomon seem as a 
Commination Service. The poorest notice comes from the Saturday 
Review critic. But even he, I imagine, meant well when he said of Harold 
and Edward, Charlotte and the serene Selina, ‘there could be few better 
entertainments for a wet afternoon’. 

Kenneth’s most important lauder was Algernon Charles Swinburne. 
The poet was no weekly reviewer, and printed praise of his was therefore 
as sensational a thing as could befall a book. I think that if Mr. Kipling 


sat down to-day and wrote at some length an appreciation of a new 
author, that his unbending would scarcely cause the commotion that Mr. 
Swinburne’s condescension (in two columns) gave rise to. This 
condescension was accounted, in leading articles, pulpits and other 
places, not so much as a generous eulogy of a book about Innocence by 
Mr. Kenneth Grahame but as a sign, in a renegate bard, of grace and of 
repentance for a past best described by Sir Owen Seaman (in the 
‘Dolores’ manner): 


‘Panatheist, bruiser and breaker 

Of kings and the creatures of kings, 
I shouted on Freedom to shake her 
Feet loose of the fetter that clings; 
Far rolling my ravenous red eye, 
And lifting a mutinous lid, 

To all monarchs and matrons I said I 
Would shock them — and did. 


‘O delights of the time of my teething, 
Felise, Fragoletta, Yolande! 

Foam-yeast of a youth in its seething 

On blasted and blithering sand! 
Snake-crowned on your tresses and belted 
With blossoms that coil and decay, 

Ye are gone; ye are lost; ye are melted 
Like ices in May. 


‘Hushed now is the bibulous bubble 

Of “lithe and lascivious” throats; 

Long stript and extinct is the stubble 

Of hoary and harvested oats; 

From the sweets that are sour as the sorrel’s 
The bees have abortively swarmed; 

And Algernon’s earlier morals 

Are fairly reformed. 


‘I have written a loyal Armada, 

And posed in a Jubilee pose; 

I have babbled of babies and played a 
New tune on the turn of their toes; 


Washed white from the stain of Astarte, 
My books any virgin may buy; 

And I hear I am praised by a party 
Called Something Mackay!’ 


Mr. Swinburne’s most quoted words in this ‘babble of babies’ were 
that The Golden Age was ‘well-nigh too praiseworthy for praise He 
confesses that Harold was his favourite of Kenneth’s four dream- 
children. In this preference he is not original. But he goes on to say 
briefly that Harold (and, says Mr. Swinburne, a more deliciously life-like 
child was never begotten of fancy) would have been ‘a good playfellow 
for Shakespeare’s Mamillius’. The idea is an intriguing one. Harold has 
an imagination which is his chief charm. Its mission is to cause a 
creeping of the flesh. Had the small Mamillius been given half a chance 
his fancy might have caused a creeping of the flesh also, perhaps adding 
to that a further chattering of the teeth: 


Hermione. ‘Pray you, sit by us and tell’s a tale.” Mamillius. ‘Merry, or 
sad, shall’t be?’ 

Hermione. ‘As merry as you will.’ 

Mamillius. ‘A sad tale’s best for Winter. I have one of sprites and 
goblins.’ 

Hermione. ‘Let’s have that, good Sir. Come on, sit down.’ 

Mamillius. ‘There was a man—’ 

Hermione. ‘Nay, come, sit down; then on.’ 

Mamillius. ‘Dwelt by a churchyard; — I will tell it softly; you crickets 
shall not hear it.’ 

Hermione. ‘Come on then, and give’t me in mine ear.’ 

Alas, of course, the entrance of Leontes and others stops the story. But 
compare Harold’s tale of the burglars with the ‘sprites and goblins’, with 
the above beginning. I think that I see, with Mr. Swinburne, a brotherly 
likeness in the two styles. 

In the main Mr. Swinburne’s review is quotation and what is not text 
is not very remarkable. I should say however that, as a selling critique, 
his must, for ever, rank among the bonanzas — the bonanzas that most 
writers of books must do without. And that, possibly, is because (though 
most writers work much harder than Kenneth Grahame worked) a book, 
in the best sense of the word, is seldom born to them. And The Golden 
Age was a book in every sense of the word ‘best’. It was good on the 


counter and good on the knee. And after nearly forty years, it continues 
to possess these two goodnesses. 

I have told of its most famous review — that of Mr. Swinburne. And I 
have mentioned its worst — not a very bad worst — at the hands of the 
Saturday Review. Its best I will not attempt to name, for what (as the 
maidens of the Stepney literature class, it may be remembered, once said 
to the author) ‘is one among so many’? 

But I think that the pleasantest review of all received came from New 
York. The reviewer mentions his finding of The Golden Age in 
conjunction with his seeing, shortly before that, of a White Admiral 
butterfly, the first that he had seen for many years. He treats both events 
as one and says of them, ‘In the second half of a man’s century he may 
be thankful for anything that, for the time being, lifts two score of years 
off his back.’ His thanks therefore go both to the butterfly and to Mr. 
Grahame. I think that ‘Mr. Grahame’ must have enjoyed these thanks and 
rejoiced greatly in his co-recipient of them. 

I have been struck, in my reading of these old press notices, with the 
multitude of famous authors to which Kenneth Grahame is compared by 
his critics — generally to his advantage. I tried to keep count of the 
names but, after making a list of seventeen, I recalled that comparisons 
were odious, and I stopped counting. But Shakespeare, Dickens and 
Thackeray are among that seventeen. 

And again and again does some obvious person hail Kenneth 
Grahame wearer of the cloak of Carroll. But the two men are alike in no 
whit save that each made his reputation in mighty few words. Carroll 
was, though mathematical, impractical and, though logical, absurd. 
Kenneth, when he came to build Mole End and Toad Hall, was sound, 
solid and illogical. Kenneth Grahame was a philosopher. Carroll was a 
Don. 

Lewis Carroll writing to a friend says, ‘The favour I would ask is that 
you do not tell me any more stories, such as you did on Friday, of 
remarks which children are said to have made on sacred subjects — 
remarks which most people would recognize as irreverent, if made by 
grown-up people but which are assumed to be innocent when made by 
children.’ The story which gave cause for the complaint, ‘only made 
after changing my mind several times’, was quoted from a recently 
published review of The Golden Age in which was repeated the innocent 
alteration, by a little girl, of a well-known text: ‘Many are cold but few 
are frozen.’ And I dare say that Kenneth Grahame, reading his review, 
smiled. Though, at the same time, I am sure that he would not himself 


have committed the betise of passing on the burlesque, blameless though 
it was, to a prince of the Church. 

Kenneth Grahame and Lewis Carroll were both ‘Great Lovers’ of all 
things, great and small. Kenneth has been seen concerned over the fate of 
a fictional camel. And ‘during the first public dramatic representation of 
Alice in Wonderland at the Polytechnic, the entertainment took the form 
of a series of tableaux, interspersed with appropriate readings and songs. 
Mr. Dodgson (Lewis Carroll was, of course, The Rev. Mr. Dodgson) 
exercised a rigid censorship over all the extraneous matter introduced 
into the performance, and put his veto upon a verse in one of the songs in 
which the drowning of kittens was treated from a humorous point of 
view.’ 

For my own part I do not know any author to whom I could liken 
Kenneth Grahame. Unless indeed it were to ‘Syr Thomas Maleore 
Knyght, of Newbold Revell (the last a name Kenneth would have 
delighted in), Warwick’. 

Sir Thomas, who died in 1470, gave to England the old Arthurian 
story, rescued for us Lancelot and Guinevere from the French. He gave 
us the Romance of Knight Errantry and he might almost have written 
‘The Reluctant Dragon’. His style was stately and dignified. He was 
soldier and romanticist, he was a scholar and a poet and, had Kenneth 
Grahame worn any mantle but his own, I imagine that he may have worn 
that of Sir Thomas Malory. 

It was my own good fortune not to discover Kenneth Grahame 
piecemeal. The National Observer flourished on a day when I was little 
likely to be reading it, the Yellow Book cost five shillings a number at a 
time when my five shillingses were few. So I came on Kenneth Grahame 
in bulk on the counter of a book-shop in Bedford. I took up a little 
volume bound in yellow because I liked the name on the cover — The 
Golden Age. I hoped it was going to be something like The Heroes. I 
opened it at random and began to read. It was not quite as The Heroes 
and yet it might well have been made by one who had helped to wake 
‘the white-ash breeze’ on the benches of Argo. I didn’t bother to look 
what that one’s name might be, but I stood and read his book. Folk 
pushed me and trod on me and at last an assistant asked if he could 
‘show me anything’. I said, ‘Eh? No — Yes, I mean, I’Il take this.’ 

I did and walked home among the Saturday evening crowd in the 
High Street reading as I walked. I bumped into this one and that one 
bumped into me. Which is, perhaps, the right way to buy a book and read 
a book, but the book has to be, of course, the right book that you have 


bought. I did not look to see who had made The Golden Age until I had 
finished it, even then, seeing that some one had, his name seemed of no 
particular moment. 

Three years later, in 1898, John Lane published a successor and 
sequel to The Golden Age and proved conclusively that a success can be 
repeated. Although to Mr. A. A. Milne demanding a sequel to The Wind 
in the Willows (‘a second wind’ he calls it) Kenneth Grahame replied: 
‘Sequels are often traps which the wise author does well to avoid, if he 
wants to go, like Christian, on his way singing!’ 

Dream Days, moreover, contained the top note of all Kenneth 
Grahame’s articles and short stories. For, to me, the tale of ‘The 
Reluctant Dragon’ marks the apogee of its author’s art. 

It was natural that, as edition followed edition, both books should 
begin to appear in illustrated form. Outstanding among the illustrators is 
Mr. Maxfield Parrish, of U.S.A., who, writing to the publishers, says of 
his pictures: ‘It surprises me very much to hear that Mr. Grahame likes 
the illustrations I made for his books; such books, which so thoroughly 
illustrate themselves, should not have pictures in them; the only reason 
for illustrating them is that they sell better so — in Texas and Idaho!’ 

In America Kenneth Grahame and his works boomed. Elsewhere in 
this book I have shown to what extent they appealed to the American 
Navy. And other seafarers than American tars appreciated The Golden 
Age. Mr. Austen Purves, writing to Kenneth Grahame in 1908, says, 
“You will be interested to hear that in the Kaiser’s cabin, on the royal 
yacht Hohenzollern, there are only two books in the English language. 
One of them is the Bible and the other is Kenneth Grahame’s Golden 
Age’ 

And had the author wished to make money by writing for American 
publications, or by lecturing in the States, he might have had it by the 
bushel. 

Among a hundred unanswered letters and telegrams, the senders of 
which literally clamour for the ‘copy’ which never came, I pick one 
paragraph from one letter which voices the united attitude of all 
American journalism. The editor of the Ladies’ Home Journal, of 
Philadelphia, finishes an appeal for ‘something reflective of the 
Christmas spirit’, an appeal of such poignancy that it surely deserved to 
succeed (willing moreover as the Journal was to ‘purchase this material a 
year in advance’), thus: ‘Will you simply think of us as figuratively and 
literally standing with both arms extended in welcome to any Christmas 
material for next year?’ 


Furthermore, a friend of President Theodore Roosevelt writes: “The 
President and Mrs. Roosevelt again alluded to your book and Mrs. 
Roosevelt informed us that she was now engaged in reading The Golden 
Age and Dream Days, for about the tenth time, to her children. The 
President requested me to write to you and say that he would esteem it a 
great privilege and compliment if you would send him an autographed 
copy of your books and that in return he would be very proud to send 
you an autograph copy of works of his own. He also requested me to say 
that if you ever visit the United States during his term as President, he 
would be delighted to have you spend a week-end with him at the White 
House in Washington.’ 


Kenneth thereupon packed up the books asked for and in each he 
wrote: 


“To President Theodore Roosevelt 
with highest respect and in grateful 
recognition of his courtesy 
from 
Kenneth Grahame’ 


And on receipt of the parcel the President replied: 

“The White House,— ‘Oyster Bay, N.Y. 

“Washington — June 20, 1907 

‘Personal ‘MY DEAR MR. GRAHAME, — I am sure that no one to 
whom you could have sent those two volumes would appreciate them 
more than Mrs. Roosevelt and I. I think we could both pass competitive 
examinations in them — especially in the psychology of Harold! 

‘Now there are two people from Scotland whom we especially wish to 
see as guests in the White House while we are still there to be hosts. One 
is Oliver, who wrote the best life of Alexander Hamilton that has ever 
been written; and the other is yourself. Isn’t there some chance of your 
coming over here? 

‘With renewed thanks, believe me, 

‘Sincerely yours, 


“THEODORE ROOSEVELT 
‘Mr. Kenneth Grahame England.’ 


It is easy to understand, the Kaiser and the President of the United 
States to set the fashion, that Kenneth Grahame’s ‘fan-mail’ equalled that 
of a film star. From all over the world felicitations reached John Lane’s. 
It is interesting to read from this profusion of letters and to note among it 
the mere handful that, obviously, come with difficulty and from the heart, 
that are something more than the multitude emotions of the glib. Here is 
a specimen of the former: 


‘Lindsay, California. Jan. 24/15. 

‘DEAR MR. GRAHAME, — I ought to say “Dear Sir” seeing that we 
are strangers perhaps but I feel too friendly for so chilly an expression. 
Whether this will find you I do not know. You are perhaps several inches 
deep in Flanders mud or at the bottom of the North Sea? (not however 
directly resultant upon being an author). Not being an author myself I do 
not know how it feels; or how one gets treated. And my present 
proceeding may strike you as a trifle peculiar. However, I can’t help that, 
I am a queer guy I suppose and have led and am leading a queer life. It is 
Sunday morning and the deadly hideousness of the California scenery 
has been, as is often the case, much on my nerves — you see I come 
from the Wye Valley and from South Devon and from some years spent 
upon the high seas beneath the old red rag, and after that eleven years in 
the San Joaquin Valley are as a life in the Bastille. This morning I have 
happened upon your Golden Age — and the years have rolled away and I 
have been again a boy in England. — (I was an English public school 
boy once!) — and I lay in bed and laughed as I haven’t laughed in years 
— And now, before I return to the existence that is at present my lot, I 
just want to drop you a line and thank you for having written The Golden 
Age. It has helped me out a lot. — I have small time for reading and 
small chance — Please don’t think me impertinent — I am aware that it 
was not written for my especial benefit — But you have no idea how 
clearly I see the wind in the trees by the Wye — and one thousand things 
that are part of the life of a boy in England — May the blessings of the 
gods be yours; and your princess exceeding fair — And now PII lay my 
course again so so long. — 


“Yrs gratefully—’ 


This letter is one of the very few of its kind that is docketed as 
‘replied to’. 

But to a little girl who, having read Dream Days from ‘The Twenty- 
first of October’ down to ‘A Departure’, writes, of the latter story, to ask 
‘could you please explain to me where the “res” is “an-gusta” and what 
are “weekly books” — i love your books’, Kenneth (a poor 
correspondent towards most people was punctilious towards Youth) has 
replied: ‘Res angusta is Latin for a very small income. The “weekly 
books” are the tradesmen’s account books which are supposed to be paid 
weekly, and when they aren’t there’s trouble, sooner or later. They are 
tiresome things and, when you reach that stage, I advise you to have 
nothing to do with them, but to pay cash. It may be troublesome, but it 
brings mental ease and peace!’ A counsel of perfection indeed. 

The success of The Golden Age and Dream Days caused a second 
blooming and booming in Pagan Papers. A lady reader of the last writes, 
concerning ‘Marginalia’: ‘I have been puzzling over a certain passage 
and I have never met any one yet who seemed able to throw any light on 
the subject. On p. 78 you quote “By this single battle of Magnesia, 
Antiochus the Great lost all his conquests in Asia Minor”; of course, as 
you say, battle can be changed into “bottle”, but what is the substitute for 
conquests? In the ordinary way of things a small hitch like that would 
not worry me, but Pagan Papers is one of my much-beloved “bed- 
books” (as E. V. Lucas would say) and every time I come across that bit I 
wonder.’ 

She is probably wondering still, for the author, who might have made 
several answers to her query, preferred to make none. 

But to a lady who sends him, in 1916, a book-plate of her designing 
the motto of which is taken from the ‘Pagan Paper’ 

‘Non libri sed liberi’, he writes, “Thank you for your beautiful book- 
plate, the Kelmscott wood-cut adapts itself admirably to its new purpose 
and — as for the motto — it might almost be classical! Yes, Latin is 
passing fast away and many another thing with it, and a new world is 
being born wherein they will tell braver tales than those of tall Troy and 
Phseacia.’ 

‘Non libri sed liberi’ being set as the subject of an essay in an 
American literature class, a school-girl declares that, ‘Kenneth Grahame 
advocates the purchase of old editions and yet this passion for first 
bindings often leads mothers to neglect their babies.’ Bibliophiles 
indeed! 


In the year that Dream Days went to press, its author, still under forty, 
was appointed Secretary to the Bank of England. A high place to have 
attained to. And one that only merit in Mammon could have enabled him 
to reach. Small wonder that admirers of his literary genius were 
confounded if they learnt as they did occasionally, that the creator of 
Harold, the writer of The Golden Age, was connected, and highly, with 
anything so near to the apotheosis of top-hatted respectability as The 
Bank of England. At the Bank the new Secretary was rumoured to be a 
writer on his afternoons off. A member of the Directorate, hearing of the 
Secretary’s book, The Golden Age, ordered it under the impression that it 
dealt with bullion or bi-metalism, then a matter of financial moment. Or, 
at least, he says that he did in a letter of warm appreciation of the purer 
metal purchased, which he addresses to ‘My dear Dark Horse’. 

In the spring of 1899, recovering from an almost fatal attack of 
pneumonia (Kenneth and Mr. Kipling, his late colleague on the National 
Observer, were both at death’s door of the same ailment at the same 
moment), he went to Cornwall to recuperate. 

About this time he became engaged to marry Elspeth, the elder of the 
two gifted daughters of Mr. R. W. Thomson, of Edinburgh. Of Miss 
Thomson, a friend who knew her before and after marriage, writes: 
‘Elspeth had a happy indifference to the lesser conventions of the social 
world and her gift of imagination and intelligent sympathy enabled her to 
follow her husband’s mind and give him, throughout his life, an ideal 
companionship.” And Kenneth, writing of his engagement to his old 
friend Miss Bradley, daughter of the celebrated Dean of Westminster, 
says: 


‘DEAR MISS BRADLEY, — Elsie refuses to have anything to do 
with an engagement ring of any sort. And I respect unconventionality of 
any kind too much to even protest. But I do feel strongly that there ought 
to be a ring in the business somewhere — to appease the gods — and 
circumstances seem to mark you out for it clearly. So I hope that you will 
not refuse to accept the one I send along with this. It is of no value, 
unless it will sometimes remind you of a friendly action — and if you do 
friendly things you must put up with being reminded of them. 


“Yours most sincerely, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


Miss Bradley says that her father was devoted to Kenneth ‘and 
recognized in him a master of English prose. Not least did he appreciate 
his boyish mind. The regard was mutual. Together they would sit, old 
churchman and young banker, and quote their favourite passages from 
the classics or else the younger man would listen to reminiscences which 
went far back into the first half of the nineteenth century.’ 

Kenneth’s uncle, the Reverend E. J. Hawkins (father of Sir Anthony 
Hope Hawkins), writing to Kenneth upon his engagement, adds to his 
congratulations this wisdom: ‘Marriage involves a constant exercise of 
the art of living well with an equal, living with superiors or inferiors is 
easy in comparison. I hope that it will be the happy gift of you both to 
perceive and do this.’ 

In July of the same year after (he writes), ‘an operation, carbolic and a 
certain weary wallpaper’, the parties were married at Fowey where 
Kenneth was completing his convalescence. 

The bachelor establishment at Kensington Crescent was taken over by 
Miss Sarah Bath — who preferred not to be at the call of one of her own 
sex — and Mr and Mrs. Grahame went to live at 16 Durham Villas, 
Campden Hill. 

There a boy was born to them in May 1900. And it was at this time 
that Kenneth became the friend of Graham Robertson, the playwright 
and artist, who writes of him thus: 

‘He was then in Durham Villas, Campden Hill and I in Argyll Road, 
just round the corner; a two-minutes’ walk lay between us and the path 
soon became well worn. 

‘His special room in No. 16 was most characteristic; it looked like a 
nursery. Books there were certainly, but they were outnumbered by toys. 
Toys were everywhere intriguing, fascinating toys which could hardly 
have been conducive to study and may have accounted to some extent 
for their owner’s very occasional literary output. 





‘As his house was full of toys so was mine full of dogs, and we each 
found the other’s surroundings quite normal and satisfactory. 

Any one who wants to know Kenneth Grahame may still find him in 
The Golden Age and Dream Days, the eternal boy, keenly alive to the 
beauty and wonder of the world around him, yet shy of giving expression 
to the strange happiness that bubbles up within him. In those long ago 
days when we saw much of each other, I always felt that, with all the 
frankness and jollity of his boyishness, there was also the boy’s reticence 
and half-unconscious withdrawal into himself; and then again, beyond 
the boy, was a man known by few, remote, but very much to be reckoned 
with. 

I was but touching the fringe of a great personality. As we were such 
near neighbours, he would happen in casually to dinner or later in the 
evening, and though we often spoke hardly more than did the somnolent 


dogs couched at our feet, yet memory seems to give me back hours spent 
in long and intimate conversation. We never wrote to each other, but I 
always felt that I had his friendship and it was very precious to me. 

‘He had a marvellous gift of silence. We all know the old rustic who 
said, “Sometimes I sets and thinks and sometimes I just sets.” Kenneth 
Grahame had reduced “just setting” to a fine art. He would slowly 
become part of the landscape and a word from him would come as 
unexpectedly as a sudden remark from an oak or a beech. He could not 
have been thinking, because a silent thinker is, socially speaking, quite as 
disturbing to serenity as a motor cyclist. No, he was “just setting”; in 
other words he was on the threshold of Nirvana; his brain was receptive 
but at rest, a great peace was with him and about him and his companion 
was drawn into it. 

‘Animals loved him. They felt safe with him, and indeed his presence 
ever brought a sense of security, like the shelter of a hill or the shadow of 
a great tree. His quiet strength soothed and sustained. 

‘My trio of Bobtail Sheepdogs accepted him at once as a friend and 
welcomed him with effusion whenever he appeared; and on one of them, 
called Portly, he conferred immortality by giving his name to the lost 
baby otter in The Wind in the Willows. “I hope you don’t mind,” he said 
to me, “but I must call him Portly because — well, because it is his 
name. What else am I to call him?” 

‘Dogs were a great link between us and we shared other enthusiasms, 
chief among them, perhaps, a love for the work, pictorial and poetical, of 
William Blake; and my rather comprehensive collection of Blake’s 
drawings may have lured my neighbour into a neighbourliness that 
otherwise might have taken longer to develop. 

‘Another tie was our mutual interest in Fairyland, upon the manners 
and customs of which country we could both speak with authority; and 
we would discuss the points of view, proclivities and antecedents of its 
inhabitants with all the passionate earnestness displayed by really 
sensible people when speaking of Latest Quotations, Lunch Scores or 
Cup Finals. 

‘For us the Folk of Fairy Tale were genuine historical characters and 
we always tried to enter sympathetically into their feelings, but I 
remember that we sometimes found the morals of the virtuous heroes and 
heroines, though much insisted upon, not a little complicated and 
perplexing. For example, in one well-known story, the Good Girl, having 
been extra good, received a visit from an angel who agreed to grant her 
three wishes. 


‘““T should like to become as beautiful as the day,” said the Good Girl 
— and small blame to her. “Certainly,” said the angel. “And,” continued 
the Good Girl, warming to her work, “I should like my sister to become 
as ugly as the devil.” The angel booked this order without comment. 
“And I should like to go to Heaven when I die,” added the Good Girl — 
just in time. Luckily the wishes were limited to three, or the unpopular 
sister might have been dispatched to quite a different address. 

‘But it was a little puzzling — the angel seemed perfectly satisfied 
with the Good Girl. Perhaps angels were more easily satisfied in those 
days, and certainly the sister had been rather trying. Still — we were 
really quite worried about it. 

‘Later, when a play of mine, Pinkie and, the Fairies, was put on at 
“His Majesty’s” I induced Kenneth to bring his little son to the dress 
rehearsal, which was, in reality, a big children’s party. We were both 
interested to note the effect produced upon the child by Ellen Terry, who 
was dutifully trying to play an elderly part; and, on being questioned, 
Mouse delivered himself thus, “I should have liked her very much if she 
had been Cinderella or the Fairy Queen, but she was only an Aunt.” But 
so saying had he not glimpsed the Fairy Lady under the dull disguise of 
every day? 

‘As the author of The Golden Age was the greatest living authority 
upon Aunts, and as my play dealt somewhat daringly with the same 
subject, I was naturally much wrought up by his presence at the 
performance and enormously relieved when he expressed approbation. 
And I really think he enjoyed himself — anyhow, he said less than ever 
afterwards, which I knew to be a good sign. 

‘I had hardly ever, before then, met Kenneth Grahame amongst a 
crowd, we had nearly always been alone together, and I remember, as he 
came towards me through the press, realizing how distinct he was from 
the people round him. There was something not abnormal, but super- 
normal in his presence — he was the slightest bit over life-size (any 
painter will know what that means) — there was a splendour about him 
that was both of the body and the spirit. He was a being of a different 
race, or perhaps a throwback to what our race may have been before it 
became stunted and devitalized. It was the impression of a moment, but I 
never forgot it. His good looks I had hitherto taken as a matter of course 
— it seemed natural that the writer of such books should look like that 
— but, as I then saw him, towering above his fellows, his beauty took on 
a new significance, showing him as the lost Arcadian, the wanderer from 


the Country of the Young, one who had looked into the eyes of Pan and 
listened to the Piper at the Gates of Dawn.’ 

In May 1906, the Grahames left London and took, at Cookham Dene, 
a furnished house beside the Thames. Once again, was there, A living 
river at the door A nightingale in the sycamore. 





FRON THE PORTRAIT BY JOHN SARGENT, R.A 


CHAPTER VII. ‘THE OLD LADY’ 


KENNETH GRAHAME entered the service of the Bank of England in 
1878 on the nomination of Mr. William Lidderdale, a director, who later 
became Governor of the Bank. 

The service of The Old Lady of Threadneedle Street is a good service 
and its fairly plentiful rewards are the safe and humdrum rewards of 
beaurocracy. That is to say they offer a moderate man security for 
himself and his family and allow him a financial peace of mind. And 
banking hours are easy when compared with those of other professions. 
So, on the whole, Kenneth Grahame, a man without the itch of personal 
ambition, found himself suited to his employment. Other spheres he 
might have preferred — grave scholarship and gay, ‘the line of festal 
light in Christ Church hall’ — but here he was and here he was content 
to be. Throughout his life he was a man who did the work his hand had 
to do with thoroughness and distinction. He passed the Bank’s entrance 
examination with honours and, for the English essay set by the 
examiners, he obtained full marks — a thing without example before his 
day, or after it, in all the Old Lady’s years. The essay had India for a 
thesis and though its success is still recalled the actual screed no longer 
exists. 

In that ‘private ledger’ (to which I have referred before now) I find 
this young philosophy of a virtuous apprentice towards his work and his 
play: 

‘A certain old clerk in one of the pay departments of the Bank of 
England used to spend his yearly holiday in relieving some turnpike man 
of his post and performing all the duties pertaining thereto till recalled to 
Threadneedle Street. This was vulgarly supposed to be an instance of 
slavery to one’s accustomed work — of “pay and receive” — and spoken 
of pityingly. But that man doubtless knew what he wanted, knew one 
way of seeing Life. And what better way? And if all he was good for was 
to pay and take payments at least he recognized the fact, accepted it, 
boldly built thereon and went for it in its best shape.’ 

Nevertheless, the first occupation of the young clerk’s leisure hours 
was the mastery of shorthand. This achieved, he joined the volunteers 
and occupied himself further with social work in the East End. Miss 
Evelyn Lidderdale, at whose father’s house on the Thames Kenneth and 
Roland Grahame were, as young men, frequent visitors, remembers 
going with a sister to see those fine London Scots drill in Hyde Park. The 


ladies went in a double perambulator with a dual chaperoning of nurses, 
whereof one, a Scotch woman of character, had formerly been nurse to 
the two tall warriors to-day the object of the excursion. Kenneth had 
become a sergeant and presently, recognizing his admirers, ordered a 
complimentary charge to be made upon the perambulator. His platoon, 
flourishing its muskets, therefore advanced with leaps, bounds and loud 
cheers. The two objectives in the perambulator were enchanted. Not so 
their guardian who thought that her Master Kenneth had ‘gone gyte’. 
‘Mighty me,’ she muttered, ‘I must save the young leddies.’ And she 
upset the perambulator, upset the whole ‘rickmatick’, over the low 
railing. However, her particular soldiers picked up its contents who were 
more enchanted than ever. 

Later Kenneth Grahame made, as we know, the acquaintance of Dr. 
Furnivall and, to his other off-time occupations, was added an interest in 
the conduct of the New Shakespeare and Browning Societies — 
Browning who had been, so nearly, a Bank of England clerk even as 
Kenneth was. And presently Kenneth Grahame began, as we know too, 
to dispatch those little ‘literary meteorites’ to here and to there in the 
district of Fleet Street. Miss Lidderdale remembers him in those days. 
‘Very silent unless you got him to yourself and encouraged him to talk. 
Then he spoke most entertainingly and was a delightful and a witty 
companion. He never spoke of himself, but he was always so kind and so 
interested in what you were interested in. At that time I was interested in 
writing and Kenneth was most helpful and encouraging and, I do believe, 
happier even than I when an essay of mine gained a first prize.’ 

The young man himself, I imagine, while he enjoyed his Bank work 
and recognized that no fun can equal the fun of really High Finance and 
that Romance walks in Threadneedle Street as truly as she wanders by 
‘the stripling Thames at Bablock-Hythe’, yet carried another province, 
that of Saturn, in his heart of which he says: 

‘This is an over-surveyed age, and rarely now are atlases to be found 
containing those broad buff spaces so dear to our youth, unbroken by the 
blue of any lake, crawled upon by no caterpillar mountain ranges; 
wherein you might rear a dozen clamorous cities of magic, and yet leave 
room for a prairie or two, a Sahara, and a brand-new set of Rockies. But 
there are kingdoms yet to discover, and golden realms that await their 
Marco Polo. Every one of these children, who are going about the 
business of life so absorbedly, with such small regard for us big fellows 
coming and going vaguely, out of focus, on the edge of their horizon, has 
got a particular one of his own, shimmering with barbaric pearl and gold, 


pleasantly elastic as to its boundaries. You may be quite sure of this; and 
you may be equally sure of another thing — that you shall never enter in. 
Whatever the extent of his usual confidences, this gate is sternly shut. 

“The reason why? Well, perhaps mainly shamefacedness. The thing as 
seen by him would appear to you, he knows well, too incredibly 
fantastic. Possibly he would be laughed at — the sort of criminal dock in 
which a child most dreads to stand. In any case he lacks the language for 
the task. The expression of the commonest sentiments is apt to gravel 
him; how much more the voicing of these nebulae — as impossible a 
business as if he were bidden to sing in colour, or to paint in odours 
gathered from the garden. But, above all, to reveal would be in some sort 
to break the spell; and this is his own treasure, his peculiar possession — 
perhaps the only thing he has got which is altogether and entirely his 
very own. Even with each other, children do not usually share their 
kingdoms. To be sure, a fellow-feeling in kingdoms is a rare fine thing 
— the only thing, perhaps, really worthy the name of sympathy; and 
kingdoms blossom and expand so splendidly under a judicious dual 
control. But the risk is too great — the risk of jeers, rebuffs, sheer 
incapacity to understand — to make such confidences common. 

“These kingdoms, it should be well understood, are no casual resorts, 
but exist side by side with the other life evident to the grosser visual 
rays, occupying at least a fair half of actual existence. At regular periods, 
the child steps deliberately out of the present tangibility into his property 
over the border; and again, when his time is up, steps just as deliberately 
back. In continuity, in ordered procession of facts, the thing goes on with 
just the same regularity as that other routine of baths, bread-and-butter, 
lessons and bed; and is about as near a thing to a fourth dimension as can 
be found in actual working order. 

‘Cases will vary, of course, with dispositions and temperaments. 
Some wealthy and enviable mites run three or four kingdoms at once, of 
differing qualities and capabilities, keeping them all going together, as a 
juggler sustains half a dozen oranges in mid-air. Others there are, of 
more fickle nature, who periodically abandon their kingdoms for fresh 
conquests in a newer Spain. The lion and the lizard keep those forgotten 
courts, wherein they were wont to disport themselves during church- 
service. The owl hoots and the wind blows chill through those vast 
buildings of yester-year, a short time since so full of song and laughter. 
They themselves, forgetful ones, are up and away across the virgin 
prairies of another land, unrepresented in Europe by any ambassador. 
But, as a general rule, the kingdom is colonized in the earliest possible 


days of subconsciousness — undergoes alterations, of course, extensions, 
re-peoplings, as time goes on and experience teaches lessons — but 
remains practically the same kingdom, always there, always handy to 
step into, up to a time when one would blush to be suspected of such a 
possession. At what specific date indeed, dare one fix the terminus? 
Cataclysmal periods arrive, and shake us, and pass, and the kingdom 
endures. There is the fateful moment, for instance, when one “goes into 
tails At school they nip for the first coat-tail. Nips are the direful penalty, 
and with nips comes much besides. Yet the kingdom often remains, 
surviving nips, dignities, and responsibilities. Other portentous changes 
succeed — I will not enumerate them; with which of them can one say 
the kingdom vanishes? One wakes up some day and finds it gone. Yet 
who can name the date of the eclipse? 

‘As for the population: your regular relations, whose mistaken 
adherence to an indefensible scheme of life brings them so frequently 
into collision with you, — they are rarely seen there, and then only in 
distressingly menial positions. Hewers of wood and drawers of water, all 
of them, if so be as they have even the luck to get a ticket of admission at 
all. On the other hand, the casual people who have been kind to you and 
passed, or have won your heart by athletic or other similar gifts — here 
they walk as princes and familiars, doing wondrous things, sharing with 
you the ungrudged sweets of empire. And yet, while the kingdom’s chief 
charm lies in its constancy, in its abiding presence there at your elbow, 
the smiling gate wide open, whether fortune favour or frown, its 
inhabitants are sadly apt to vary. Other folk come on the scene, who tip 
you, and take you to treats, and have to be recognized and considered 
accordingly; so from time to time, as you revisit the familiar land, fresh 
guests travel down with you, and fresh heroes make up your house-party. 
Then there is the Princess — well, honestly I think princesses are more 
permanent. They change at times, of course, they drop out, they 
disappear; but it is usually more their fault than yours. They cease to be 
kind, perhaps they take up with another fellow, or leave your part of the 
country; and under such circumstances only a novelist would expect you 
to remain true. Absolute inconstancy, a settled habit of fickleness, 
belongs, I am sure, to a later period. The Princess, then, often sees out 
many a guest of real distinction; nay, she is frequently your sole 
comrade, through storied cities, on desert isles, or helping to handle your 
cutter where the Southern Cross is reflected in fairy seas. Then it is that 
you say at your leisure all those fine things that you never can get off 
through the garden-hedge; while she, for her part, is sympathetic, 


appreciative, and companionable, to a degree you never would guess 
from the shy awkwardness that masters her in this narrow little world 
down here. And yet — an embarrassing person somewhat at times. One 
has often a surmise that she is not being done full justice — in spite of 
her capacities for pulling an oar or loading a musket, she is meant for 
better things. 

‘These kingdoms, I have said, are always close at hand, always 
attainable in case of need. But, of course, there are special periods of 
vacation, when one resorts thither so habitually that schemes and 
arrangements can be settled beforehand, to be worked out in detail when 
the regular hour arrives. The reading aloud of improving matter — 
something without any story in it — at stated times, may even come to 
be looked forward to, if you happen to possess a fine, healthy kingdom, 
in good working order, that requires your attention for a more protracted 
spell than just between courses at table. A duty-walk with an 
uninteresting person is simply a return ticket to cloudland. As bed-time 
arrives you promptly book for the same terminus; hence it comes that 
you never properly fall asleep in this tangible world, but pass through the 
stage of your own peculiar country to that droll continent which mixes 
up your two existences for you with a humour you could never achieve 
unaided. But the services of the Church afford the most fixed and certain 
periods of all; for nothing short of a sick bed saves you from the grim 
compulsion, while, on the other hand, once there, little is asked of you 
but quiet and conformity to a certain muscular routine. Parents, therefore, 
should be very modest, when inclined to flatter themselves that the 
passing thoughts and reflections of their children are quite clear to them, 
and that they can follow the ripple of every mood on those ingenuous 
countenances. The mother who notes with delight the rapt, absorbed air 
of her little son, during the course of a sermon that is stirring her own 
very vitals, and builds high hopes thereon, is probably egregiously 
mistaken. Ten to one he is a thousand miles away, safe in his own 
kingdom; and what is more, he has shut the door behind him. She is left 
outside, with the parson and the clerk. 

‘In the same way, a child who is distraught during the conversational 
hour of meals, answering at random or not at all; who fails to catch the 
salient points of an arithmetic or geography lesson — seeming, indeed, 
to regard these statistics and weary columns from very far off — is not 
necessarily a fool, nor half-baked as to mental equipment. He has 
probably got a severer task cut out for him, and has need of all his wits 
and all his energies. The expedition he is leading, the palace he is 


exploring, the friends he is entertaining with that abandonment so 
characteristic of a land without a currency — all these undertakings 
evoke commendable qualities. Indeed, who shall say he is not educating 
himself all the time? In his own way, of course, not yours. 

‘It should always be remembered that whenever a child is set down in 
a situation that is distasteful, out of harmony, jarring — and he is very 
easily jarred — that very moment he begins, without conscious effort, to 
throw out and to build up an environment really suitable to his soul, and 
to transport himself thereto. And there he will stay, of a certainty, until 
you choose to make things pleasanter. Life is so rough to him, so full of 
pricks and jogs and smartings, that without this blessed faculty of 
projecting a watertight skin — nay, an armour-plating — his little 
vessel’s seams would gape and its timbers crack too early. That which 
flows in his veins is ichor, closing the very wounds through which it 
issues; and of the herb called self-heal he has always a shred or two in 
his wallet. 

‘This mental aloofness of the child, — this habit of withdrawal into a 
secret chamber, of which he sternly guards the key, — may have been 
often a cause of disappointment, of some disheartenment even, to the 
parent who thinks there can be no point, no path, no situation, where he 
cannot be an aid and an exposition, a guide, philosopher, and friend; 
more especially to the one who, by easy but fatal degrees, reaches the 
point of desiring to walk in the child’s garden as very God, both in the 
heat and the cool of his day. Let it be some consolation to them that they 
are the less likely to father a prig. This Bird of Paradise that he carries 
encaged within him, this Host that he guards within his robe through the 
jostling mart of shouting commonplaces, may be both germ and 
nutriment of an individuality which shall at least never suffer him to be a 
tame replica. The child to despair of is more rightly the one who shall be 
too receptive, too responsive, too easily a waxy phonograph. 

‘Meantime these kingdoms continue, happily, to flourish and abound. 
Space is filled with their iridescences, and every fresh day bubbles spring 
up towards the light. We know it — we know it: and yet we get no nearer 
them. Perhaps we are, unwittingly, even invited and honoured guests; 
this is not the sort of invitation we would be likely to refuse. Possibly we 
may be walking, even now, arm-in-arm with some small comrade of real 
affinity of spirit, sharing in just those particular absurdities we would 
most like to commit. And all the time we are trundling about here dully 
in hansom cabs, while the other one of us, the lucky half, is having such 
a magnificent time! For the current is not yet switched on, the circuit is 


not yet made complete, by which we shall some day (I trust) have power 
to respond to these delightful biddings out of town, and get a real change 
of air. For the present we are helpless. Surely the shouts, the laughter, the 
banging of guns and the music, make noise enough to reach our ears? 
Ineffectually we strain and listen: we have lost our key, and are left 
kicking our heels in the dark and chilly street. And only just the other 
side of that wall — that wall which we shall never climb — what fun, 
what revels are going on!’ 

But for all these fine doings, these secret Saturnalia, Kenneth 
Grahame, the man built in compartments, was the perfect official. He 
had a noble presence, he dressed immaculately, he was immaculately 
groomed and, in his official existence, he seems to have shed some of the 
reserve which cloaked him in his private life. Sir Gordon Nairne, late a 
director of the Bank, first remembers him, ‘fifty-one years ago. A winter 
evening and K.G. just about to leave the Bank in the London Scottish 
dress into which he had changed after hours. I did not know him at all 
then nor do I think we ever exchanged more than a word until he came 
some years later to work in the Chief Cashier’s office where I also was 
engaged. He did not stay there very long but went to the Secretary’s 
office where, so far as I can remember, he was at first occupied in 
cataloguing the books in the Directors’ Library. As these were mainly on 
dry-as-dust subjects, I doubt if the task proved very interesting to him. 
Later he took part in the ordinary work of the Secretary’s office and 
quickly rose, as his chiefs retired, to the position of Secretary. 

‘Although under the same roof our work was entirely different and 
many a day passed on which we only met at the luncheon table, where I 
occupied the seat next to him. I well remember an incident in connexion 
with which he had to write a very brief memorandum concerning the 
affairs of a pensioner of the Bank who had been under me. 

He asked whether I thought the facts were clearly stated and I 
remember being much struck by the touch of romance with which he had 
invested the official life of a very ordinary man. I replied that it correctly 
described the case and that, had I laboured at it for a week, I could not 
have produced a description half so graphic. 

“You ask about his gift of public speaking. He certainly possessed this 
in a remarkable degree and in a style peculiarly his own. He was slow 
and deliberate and seemed to pause frequently for the word which would 
most accurately describe his meaning, but this was only a prelude to the 
utterance of some dry and whimsical expression.’ 


When Sir Gordon Nairne was Chief Cashier Kenneth Grahame was 
Secretary and Mr. Wallace Governor of the Bank. The Bank’s butler was 
Tolmie from beyond the Tweed. To him a visitor referred laughingly to 
the success of the Scot in London. Tolmie replied with all seriousness, 
“Yes, Sir, and the Bank’s an example. The Governor’s Scotch, the Chief 
Cashier’s Scotch, the Secretary’s Scotch and so am I’. 

Mr. Sidney Ward, of Baring Bros., once colleague of Kenneth’s at The 
Old Lady’s and a fellow toiler in Whitechapel, tells of his friend: ‘He 
was older than I, and my senior by a few years at the Bank of England. I 
knew him well by sight some time before we actually met. This must 
have been in the latter part of the ‘eighties and it was about this time that 
Kenneth was transferred to the Secretary’s office where I was then 
working. It was there that I really got to know him. At that time he lived 
in a tiny little flat at the top of a building near the Chelsea Embankment. 
I well remember those interminable dingy stairs leading up to the 
charming little rooms where he lived. I don’t suppose he ever suspected 
that I stood rather in awe of him in those days and it was only very 
occasionally that I plucked up the courage, of an evening, to go and call 
uninvited. Memorable evenings those were. I think the value of 
Kenneth’s work in the Bank of England lay rather on the literary and 
advisory side than on the administrative and constructive. He left to 
others the carrying out of big schemes. He preferred to keep existing 
customs running smoothly rather than to launch out into new schemes. 
He will not go down to history as a great reformer, though many reforms 
were carried out during his regime. He was always helpful and never 
obstructive, conservative though he was. I can’t imagine any one who, at 
that time, was better suited for the position which he held as Secretary of 
the Bank of England. In all the push and bustle of a great institution, the 
conflicting interests of different departments, and the personal jealousies, 
sometimes, of their chiefs, Kenneth was just the man to hold the balance 
— always there, always wise, never too busy to see any one, a sound 
adviser of the Governor, never rattled and universally respected — he 
was a far greater force than most men imagined at the time. And, as all 
those who have lived the best part of our lives know, it is the silent 
forces, not the noisy ones, which guide the world. Kenneth played a great 
part in the affairs of the Bank of England and played it well. A delightful 
memory is a week-end which I once spent with him at Streatley, during a 
cold, sunny spring. A friend had lent him a fourteenth-century cottage in 
the main street, and we had a grand twenty-mile walk along the 
Ridgeway, the subject of his “Romance of the Road”. If we either of us 


said clever things that day they are forgotten, but we came home happy 
and tired, bought some chops and fetched a huge jug of beer from the 
pub. We cooked our dinner over the open wood fire, and how good the 
chops were! Then great chunks of cheese, new bread, great swills of 
beer, pipes, bed, and heavenly sleep! On the door of the cottage, done in 
rusty nails, was the motto, “Nisi dominus frustra.” An inquisitive 
American who was passing asked the old woman who looked after the 
cottage what the motto might mean. “I don’t know what language it is,” 
she said but it means it’s no good calling when the master’s out!” 

The duties of a Secretary of the Bank of England seem to differ a little 
from those of a secretary to any other great bank. At the Bank of England 
the Secretary acts as the ambassador of the Governor and his directorate, 
and is the Old Lady’s official head of affairs which are not purely 
financial. He opens negotiations in the first instance and he closes them 
in the last. He must be a diplomat and a courtier. He must be a man of 
infinite tact and infinite charm. Of infinite firmness too. He must be 
accessible and sympathetic to every one in his kingdom from the 
Governor’s self to the youngest member of his staff. He must have all the 
threads in Threadneedle Street within his hands and when he pulls the 
one or the other none must know that it is he who is the compeller. And 
the Bank, a great public institution, has its clubs, its Literary Association 
(of which Kenneth was president), its Libraries, its Debating Society and 
a score of similar activities. And, at the last, the responsibilities of all 
must lie, ex-officio, on the Secretary of the Bank. But Kenneth Grahame 
was well fitted for the high post of a multitude of duties that he occupied 
for ten years. The man who sits in his chair to-day adds to the qualities I 
have outlined that Kenneth had the knack of ‘making men love him’. He 
says that he personally owes his own position to the sympathy and 
encouragement he received from his beloved chief, ‘a kind friend and a 
wise counsellor’. He says that Kenneth’s then growing fame in the world 
of letters was recognized, and valued by many in the Old Lady’s house. 
He says that in all her stately story no visitor, whom she desires to 
honour, has been received so worthily as in the magnificent reign of 
Kenneth Grahame. But though many at the Bank of England were proud 
of their ‘literary gent’, some shook their heads. Kenneth’s old friend Dr. 
Kingdon, the Bank’s official M.D., wrote of the young Secretary thus: 
‘Kenneth’s a dear boy, a very dear boy, but he doesn’t think half enough 
of his position in the Bank and in the City. They tell me that he writes 
tales. 


So did Charles Lamb — but what of that? Maybe Charles Lamb 
didn’t think much of his position at East India House, but what after all 
was his position in the City to Kenneth’s? Kenneth should think less of 
books and more of being what he has come to be in the City.’ 

Of the many interesting visitors who came sight-seeing to 
Threadneedle Street when Kenneth was consul came the four young 
children of King George. They were entertained royally, they were 
shown all the treasure of their grandfather’s realm. They signed bank- 
notes, valued at £1,000 each, ‘Edward of Wales, Albert of Wales, Mary 
of Wales and Henry’. And, surprise visit though it was, they had a tea 
which only Kenneth Grahame could have ordered and only his Old Lady 
could have supplied. And the guests went home happy and wrote the 
joint ‘hospitable roofer’ which appears on the next page. 

But not all visitors were so amiable as these. On the 4th of November 
1903 a ‘gentlemanly stranger’ (as the old romances say) called at the 
Bank and said that he wished to see the then Governor (Sir Augustus 
Prevost) with whom he was acquainted. The visitor was shown into a 
waiting-room and his name, Mr. George F. Robinson, was taken to the 
Governor’s apartments. But Sir Augustus was not in the building. Mr. 
Robinson was so advised, but would he, in the Governor’s absence, care 
to see the Secretary, Mr. Kenneth Grahame? Mr. Robinson accepted the 
alternative with every polite anticipation of enjoyment. Presently 
therefore Kenneth Grahame strode along the corridor to number one 
waiting-room. He entered with a compliment on his lips, but the visitor, 
without reply, thrust forth a roll of manuscript and bade the Secretary, 
‘Read this.’ 

‘But,’ said Kenneth, ‘it is, I see, a very lengthy document — please 
state, briefly, what it amounts to?’— ‘Certainly,’ said the obliging Mr. 
Robinson, and, as he spoke, he whipped out a heavy Service revolver, ‘it 
amounts to—’ Bang! bang! 
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Twice he let drive and no Harlequin ever jumped quicker through a 
door than did Kenneth Grahame. He returned to the Secretarial 
Department and he summoned the police. Mr. Robinson, finding himself 
alone, presently stepped into the corridor where he fired yet a third shot, 
just for fun. He then wandered down the Directors’ Corridor, followed, 
but with a very natural discretion, by the Head Doorkeeper who, 
presently, marking his man to ground in the Directors’ Library, slammed 
the door on him and locked it, without stopping to inquire if a stray 
director or so were even then improving their minds within. 

A council of war was forthwith held by the leading athletes of the 
Bank and a certain middle-weight, as well known at the Pelican Club as 
he was in the City, volunteered to head an attack upon the strange 
occupant of the Library. Now the Library was a long, narrow room — its 
sole entrance being in the corridor. The volunteers entered on tip-toe. At 


the extreme end of the long room sat Mr. Robinson and his ever-ready 
revolver covered, in a discouraging manner, the only approach to him. 
Thereupon the volunteers withdrawing, listened to the saner views of 
their elders who said that a frontal attack was certain to result in entirely 
uncalled-for casualties. 

At this juncture a Ulysses suggested that the Bank Fire Brigade be 
called out. He said that the nozzle of the hose could be levelled at Mr. 
Robinson, around the door’s angle, by an invisible hand. He said that a 
powerful jet, or stream, of cold water would knock Mr. Robinson off his 
legs and, this done, that then the main attack could at once be delivered. 
The idea was put into successful operation immediately. Mr. Robinson, 
on receiving the full force of the hose, fell, as it had been said that he 
would fall, though still he repeatedly fired his revolver, eventually 
hurling the empty weapon at his invisible enemies. He was then, but only 
after an epic resistance, secured. And he was, in due course, found to be 
insane and sent to Broadmoor. But when it was discovered that the only 
‘live’ cartridges in Mr. Robinson’s possession had been fired at Kenneth 
Grahame in the waiting-room and that, since then, he had been banging 
away with ‘blank’ only, those who forbore to attack prior to the 
inspiration of the fire-hose were full, so I am told, of a manly chagrin. ‘Si 
jeunesse savait,’ they said and sighed for a lost opportunity and laurels 
simply thrown away. 

At the Old Bailey the prisoner pleaded that his rolled documents had 
been tied at one end with a black ribbon, at the other with a white. These 
documents had been presented to Mr. Grahame lengthwise. It had 
therefore been open to Mr. Grahame to grasp either one of the two ends. 
Instead of the innocuous white end Mr. Grahame had preferred to take 
the end bound by the black ribbon, thus proving that Fate demanded his 
immediate demise. Mr. Robinson looked upon himself as a mere 
instrument in the matter and quite without prejudice or guile. 

Sir Augustus Prevost, the Governor of the Bank, for whom Mr. 
Robinson had inquired in the first instance, was of Swiss descent. A wag 
in the Discount Office, prominent in the last stages of the scuffle, said, 
wiping his brows, that the Governor’s caller was obviously a compatriot 
— a Robinson of the well-known Swiss family. 

And Mr. Punch, next Tuesday, stated that: “Mr. Kenneth Grahame is 
wondering what is the meaning of the expression, “As safe as the Bank 
of England But it had been a disagreeable affair and one that its principal 
victim did not easily or lightly forget. And I have no doubt that high 
banking officialdom was, for quite a time, not a little chary about 


representing its chairmen at chance interviews with gentlemanly 
strangers. The Secretary of the London Joint Stock Bank, Mr. Edward 
Clodd, voices the general feeling, rather humorously: 


‘Prince’s Street, E.C. 25/11/03 


‘MY DEAR GRAHAME, — You will be flooded with 
congratulations on your happy escape but, when you can retreat to a dry 
spot, please take mine, offered in all sincerity and, perchance, touched 
with a fellow feeling. “Hodie mihi, eras tibi.” If one, outside Arcady, 
could have named an ideal spot, immune from risks, even were the 
whole world running amok, it would have been such a sanctum as yours! 


‘Sincerely yours, 
‘E. CLODD’ 


The Secretary of the Bank of England was, of course, as Mr. Clodd 
said, overwhelmed with the congratulations of those who, as one lady 
wrote, ‘were horrified to hear of his escape’. Yet no felicitations were 
more sincere than those of his friend the head waiter at Littlehampton 
where, on the ensuing Sunday, he stayed. ‘But,’ concluded the former, 
‘to have missed you at that range, sir, well, ‘e ought never to be trusted 
with a gun in ‘is ‘and again, sir.’ And, when next Kenneth went to his 
barber, ‘I saw your picture in the paper the other day, sir,’ said the 
“scissor-man’. ‘What did you think of it?’ said the customer, anticipating 
a compliment. ‘I thought you wanted a hair-cut pretty badly, sir,’ 
answered the other professionally. On the next page is the Press drawing 
referred to, displaying the unruly lock which doubtless gave rise to the 
criticism. 

In 1908 an intermittent and virulent form of influenza at last sent 
Kenneth Grahame to Harley Street. There he was told that a City and a 
sedentary life were undermining him. He was advised that, could he 
afford to do so, he should retire from the Bank of England. He 
determined to act upon the advice given to him. And, though the Bank’s 
Directorate, that he had served so well, begged him to take, for further 
consideration, a year’s holiday on full pay, he refused. His mind, he said, 
was made up and the full pay would therefore be an emolument for 
which no future return could be expected by the Old Lady. 





THE SECRETARY OF THE BANK OF ENGLAND 
(From a newspaper shetch) 


So, one evening, he went home to Cookham Dene and there he stayed 
by Father Thames and finished The Wind in the Willows and made a 
fortune out of it which he did not particularly want, although it was a 
much smaller fortune than might have been his had he, caring for 
fortunes, remained in Threadneedle Street where fortunes are. 

When Kenneth Grahame, in July 1932, went further still from 
Threadneedle Street, The Old Lady, the Bank of England’s well-known 
Quarterly, in a delightful memoir of her departed servant says: 

‘As more than twenty-four years have passed since Mr. Grahame 
retired from the position of Secretary of the Bank of England, only the 
more senior members of the Staff will have memories of him as a Bank 
Official, but all who are lovers of literature will share in the general 
feeling of regret that so brilliant a man has passed from the world, and 
will be proud to recognize that Mr. Grahame has, by his writings, 


conferred a distinction on the institution of which he was a member 
comparable to that with which Charles Lamb honoured the East India 
House. 

‘It was my privilege, when a junior in the service of the Bank, to 
come into personal contact with Mr. Grahame both before and after his 
appointment as Secretary, and I have pleasant recollections of many 
small kindnesses he showed to me and of the considerate manner in 
which he criticized my early efforts to adapt the Queen’s English to the 
purposes of official letters. My impression of Mr. Grahame was of a shy, 
reserved man, with a fine presence and charm of manner, who did not fit 
in with my preconceived notions of a Bank Official; but I had no idea 
that he was then engaged in writing the books which would gain for him 
a world-wide reputation, although I listened carefully to some advice he 
once gave me on the subject of punctuation and the construction of 
sentences. 

‘Amongst those who have served the Bank there have not been 
wanting men with definite literary gifts, but it was left for the nineteenth 
century to produce the man who was to be both an official of the Bank 
and a literary artist of the first rank, and the name of Kenneth Grahame 
will always be held in high honour by the Old Lady of Threadneedle 
Street and those who serve her.’ 


CHAPTER VIII. THE WIND IN THE WILLOWS 


IF a man is Secretary to the Bank of England he must sit for ever in the 
Governor’s pocket where, naturally, there is neither time nor place for 
literature. So the making of books by Mr. Grahame came to an end. And, 
for a year or so, life was lived at Durham Villas as in any other 
magnate’s home. There was early breakfast to be taken frock-coated 
among cut flowers, silver and the floating fragrance of very hot coffee. 
There was The Times to be crisply turned over and glanced at. There was 
the rolled silk umbrella and the newly brushed silk hat on the hall table. 
There was the striking of a match followed by the sudden morning scent 
of tobacco — and, cloop, the hall door closed behind the master of the 
house, just as though he was any clean-collared, well-dressed and upright 
City man who had never heard of either Henley or Harland or even of a 
book about children called The Golden Age. It was all very unromantic. 

But Kenneth Grahame was one of the exceptional men. He was built 
in compartments. He was breathed on by the ‘rural Pan’ in the one and in 
the other — well, a man does not attain to ultimate office in the Old 
Lady’s service without some ability to see also, the romance of 
Impersonal Money. Which is a different thing entirely to personal 
fortune. The former is Politics and the Poetry of Power, the latter, though 
desirable indeed to most of us, is not lyrical. Or few of us admit that it is. 

Kenneth Grahame never in his life desired personal fortune. Had he 
done so fortune was his for the asking either in the City or among the 
morocco bindings of the story-books. In the evening he left Threadneedle 
Street and came home, striding among the flower-beds of Kensington 
Gardens as good an Arcadian as Daphnis or as ‘dear divine’ Comatas 
himself. And at home the baby was getting a big boy. Alastair Grahame 
(known, to his parents and his intimates, as Mouse) was four years old 
and the axis round which the world, at Durham Villas, revolved. Like 
many other little boys he was tyrannical about a bedtime story to go to 
sleep on. And his father was just the one to tell it. He would, when 
dressed for dinner, step into the night-nursery, quietly as only a big man 
can and, seating himself by the cot-side, slip a long black arm about a 
small white-night-gowned audience and begin. 

For two years the nursery classics served his indolent purpose. But 
now Alastair was a four-year-old and the classics, which are strictly 
limited, were becoming exhausted. And one May evening in 1904 the 
lady of the house, anxious that she and her husband should not be too 


late in arriving at Lancaster Gate and the dinner engagement which even 
now waited them, said rather impatiently to her maid, attentive in the hall 
with cloak and fan and gloves, ‘Where is Mr. Grahame, Louise?’ 

Louise, a Wiltshire woman who still, even in the shadow of the Albert 
Memorial, used the archaic idiom of the Downs, replied with a sniff, 
‘He’s with Master Mouse, Madam; he’s telling him some ditty or other 
about a Toad.’ 

Now ‘ditty’, when used by a Downswoman, signifies, not Song but 
Story. And so was The Wind in the Willows born and Louise was its 
herald. 

But as a tale it developed slowly, for there is much to interrupt 
bedtime stories when the teller must compose them as he tells. He pauses 
groping for an idea and, while he gropes, he attempts to interest the 
impatient listener with the extraneous affairs of workaday. And he 
succeeds in the attempt and, the listener cross-examining, the storyteller 
loses the thread of his discourse and Inspiration forthwith flies up the 
chimney. 

And so the Saga of the Toad dillied and dallied and indeed might have 
died. But the weather turned warm and it was decided that London was 
no place for a little boy who was not, like his parents, bound to the Bank 
of England. Alastair, therefore, and his governess, went to Littlehampton 
and at that place of broad sands and blue water his father addressed him, 
frequently, by post. 

Alastair was at Littlehampton for seven weeks and he received fifteen 
letters. Four of those letters are written to ‘My darling Mouse’ and 
signed ‘your loving Daddy’. Subsequent to the fourth letter the vocative 
becomes ‘Dear Robinson’, and signature there is none, or none more 
intimate than a formal ‘to be continued Alastair had taken the whim that 
Michael Robinson was a far finer name than Alastair Grahame and his 
father, while falling in with the fancy, found himself (so he said) 
incapable of affectionate familiarity towards an entire stranger. 

But, to Mouse, or to Michael Robinson, each letter contains an 
instalment of the Adventures of Toad. And Michael Robinson’s 
governess, reading, preserved the letters and, when she restored Alastair 
Grahame to his parents, she handed over his correspondence, and that of 
Michael Robinson, along with him. This is the first letter of the series, a 
continuation, no doubt, in holograph, of the latest bed-time romance: 


‘ll Durham Villas, London, 
‘10 May 1907 


‘MY DARLING MOUSE, — This is a birthday letter to wish you 
very many happy returns of the day. I wish we could have been all 
together, but we shall meet again soon and then we will have treats. I 
have sent you two picture-books, one about Brer Rabbit, from Daddy, 
and one about some other animals, from Mummy. And we have sent you 
a boat, painted red, with mast and sails to sail in the round pond by the 
windmill — and Mummy has sent you a boat-hook to catch it when it 
comes ashore. Also Mummy has sent you some sand-toys to play in the 
sand with, and a card game. Have you heard about the Toad? He was 
never taken prisoner by brigands at all. It was all a horrid low trick of h 
s. He wrote that letter himself — the letter saying that a hundred pounds 
must be put in the hollow tree. And he got out of the window early one 
morning and went off to a town called Buggleton and went to the Red 
Lion Hotel and there he found a party that had just motored down from 
London and while they were having breakfast he went into the stable- 
yard and found their motor-car and went off in it without even saying 
Poop-poop! And now he has vanished and every one is looking for him, 
including the police. I fear he is a bad low animal. 


‘Good-bye, from 
“Your loving DADDY’ 


From this genesis the famous fantasy grew, told in disjoint to a little 
boy under the trees in Kensington Gardens, when caterpillars fall, or 
among the tea-baskets, when Thames water gurgled under the cushioned 
punt that dropped downstream to Cookham through the green shadows 
of Quarry Woods. 

For in 1906 the Grahames had gone from London, as we know, to live 
at Cookham Dene, where Kenneth, long years ago, had first come under 
the aegis of old Thames. There ‘the ditty about a Toad’ was finally 
finished, down to the ‘base libel on Badger and committed to foolscap in 
the author’s own distinct write-of-hand. It is a masterpiece of a 
manuscript for a hand-written one, there is hardly an alteration 
throughout it and never a blot at all. It is, of course, an elaboration of the 
letters written to Michael Robinson and ‘My darling Mouse’. And a 
collector of such things, turning the pages, said enviously (his mind’s eye 
on a day when conceivably these should come under the hammer): ‘It 
looks as if it had been written to sell!’ 


It has been seen how firmly The Golden Age and Dream Days 
established their author’s reputation in America. So firmly indeed was 
that fame established that, even after ten years’ silence, Kenneth 
Grahame was unforgotten and always, in the publishing seasons, editor 
and publisher vied (but vainly) for his further works. 
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To ENnsS OF TOAD 
(Facsimile of port of a letter from Kenneth Grahante ià * Alawi ') 


Now it happened that the European representative of an American 
magazine, Everybody’s (Miss Constance Smedley), was in 1907 living at 
Bray. She had been instructed to coax Achilles from his tent at all costs, 
in other words to pursuade the so obdurate Kenneth to write something 
for her employers, he who had for ten years put his name to nothing 
more worthy than the correspondence of the Bank of England. 


She met Mr and Mrs. Grahame and commending herself to them, I am 
told, by declaring herself to be related to the very Miss Smedley, who, 
fifteen years ago, had been governess to Harold, was invited to their 
house and soon became a friend of the family. Speaking from her brief, 
most eloquently, of Everybody’s, she was presently given the manuscript 
of a story called The Wind in the Reeds to do with what she would. 

It must have been a proud moment, a good moment, when the 
successful ambassadress cabled to her principals that she was posting to 
them a Kenneth Grahame manuscript. 

Ulysses returning home from his travels was unrecognized by all 
except his faithful hound. Charles Hawtrey turned down Charley’s Aunt. 
I could multiply similar missed opportunities tenfold, but I will be 
content to say that Everybody’s turned down The Wind in the Reeds. The 
form of the story, to those who had looked to get another Golden Age, 
was, of course, wildly unexpected. So one more ‘little meteorite’ came 
home again. 

But I like to think that the Editor of Everybody’s lived to call his 
country house in the Adirondacks (or somewhere) “Toad Hall’. For when 
the book was published (in London by Methuen & Co and in New York 
by Scribner) it became, after a slow beginning, world-renowned. It is 
now in its fortieth edition and it continues to sell. Mr. Graham Robertson 
who made its frontispiece, a lovely inspiration illustrating the phrase, 
‘And a River went out from Eden’ (reproduced on page 316), suggested 
that the book should be called, not The Wind in the Reeds (The Wind 
among the Reeds being the title of a collection of Mr. Yeats’s poems) but 
something similar. However, under the former name Messrs. Methuen 
advertised it and as The Wind in the Willows (the author’s own second 
string was Mr. Mole and His Mates) it appeared in October 1908. Mr. 
Graham Robertson wrote some of his suggestions thus: 

‘Down Stream, With the Stream, The Lapping of the Stream, The 
Babble of the Stream, “By Pleasant Streams” (Blake). “By Waters Fair” 
(Blake), The Whispering Reeds, In the Sedges, Under the Alders, Reeds 
and Rushes, Reeds of the River, River Folk, The Children of Pan. That’s 
as far as I’ve got at present but — to be continued in our next — Yes, I 
had an uncomfortable certainty that I was right about Yeats. 

‘And, as far as I remember, The Wind among the Reeds is one of his 
best collections of poems. I like some of his fairy pieces a good deal, 
though I wish he would get rid of his tiresome Irish love of genealogies. 
I never think of inquiring who a Fairy was, do you? And he insists upon 
supplying his or her whole family-tree whenever he mentions one.’ 


To-day the artist-playwright says: ‘I well remember my joyful 
enthusiasm when I first read the MSS. It was wonderful to be allowed to 
witness and even, in a tiny way, to assist at so happy a birth. There was 
then some talk of my providing illustrations, but time was lacking and, 
moreover, I mistrusted my powers, for I could not number an otter or a 
water-rat among my acquaintances though I had once known a mole 
almost intimately and had several toad friends. Yet I could not altogether 
forgo the honour of lending a hand, so I drew, hastily and very badly—’ 

And Mr. Graham Robertson goes on to depreciate the frontispiece, the 
title-page design, which I have mentioned. 

I have lately read the press notices that The Wind in the Willows 
received on publication. These were respectful, the author of The Golden 
Age was entitled to respect, but on the whole guarded. Those reviewers 
who had looked for another child Harold were frankly disappointed—’ A 
bread-and-butter Jungle Book,’ says one of the disappointed ones — 
absurdly enough. Another turns round and girds at Messrs. Methuen: 

‘Our chief complaint is that our review copy is defiled with a mark 
like a dairyman’s egg-stamp. No reviewer in his senses would want to 
sell so nice a little book as this. All the same we cannot help thinking it a 
false, as it is an undoubtedly ugly, economy on the part of the 
publishers.’ The Times says: ‘Grown-up readers will find it monstrous 
and elusive, children will hope, in vain, for more fun. Beneath the 
allegory ordinary life is depicted more or less closely, but certainly not 
very amusingly or searchingly. As a contribution to natural history the 
work is negligible. For ourselves we lay The Wind in the Willows 
reverently aside and again, for the hundredth time, take up The Golden 
Age.’ Years later, in 1930, The Times was to make a palinode. A leader, 
on the decline in the price and in the modishness of moleskin, entitled 
‘The Gentleman in Velvet’, mentions that the mole furnishes Hamlet 
with a title for his father’s ghost and goes on to say, ‘but, if moles could 
read, they would think William Shakespeare no great shakes compared 
with another English author. That other is Mr. Kenneth Grahame. There 
may, of course, be sparkish youngsters down below there ready to assert 
that moles are higher in the social scale and in intellectual attainments 
than Mr. Kenneth Grahame makes them out (at least they would know 
the modern and arbitrary distinction between “learn” and “teach”). But of 
the absolute molishness, of the drollness and fussiness and dearness of 
molehood, The Wind in the Willows is for all time the statement.’ But 
Richard Middleton, in Vanity Fair, winds up a two-column review thus: 
‘But the book for me is notable for its intimate sympathy with Nature 


and for its delicate expression of emotions which I, probably in common 
with most people, had previously believed to be my exclusive property. 
When all is said the boastful, unstable Toad, the hospitable Water Rat, 
the shy, wise, childlike Badger, and the Mole with his pleasant habit of 
brave boyish impulse, are neither animals nor men, but are types of that 
deeper humanity which sways us all. To be wise, an allegory must admit 
of a wide application, and the man has read his Pilgrim’s Progress in 
vain who does not realize that not merely Christian but Ignorance, 
Talkative and Justice Hate-good himself, are crying for mastery in the 
hearts of us all. And if I may venture to describe as an allegory a work 
which critics, who ought to have known better, have dismissed as a fairy 
story, it is certain that The Wind in the Willows is a wise book. It is wise, 
moreover, with that simplicity which has its appeal to children as well as 
to grown-up folk. Just as young people read The Pilgrim’s Progress and 
Gulliver’s Travels for the story, so I fancy they will find Mr. Grahame’s 
book a history of exciting adventures, and value it in this aspect no less 
than we, who find it a storehouse of glowing prose, gracious observation, 
delicate fantasy, and life-like and even humorous dialogue. 

‘It will be apparent to the reader, accustomed to the tepid outpouring 
of anonymous reviewers, that in writing this notice of Mr. Grahame’s 
book I have been appreciative rather than critical. It may or may not 
occur to him that it is rarely possible to be both when the love is new. 
Time will often show us blemishes in the objects of our admiration, 
whether they be books or women, but I confess, though it is some ten 
years since I first read them, that I still find Mr. Grahame’s Dream Days 
and The Golden Age as perfect as when they first taught me what my 
boyhood meant. The Wind in the Willows is a wider, fuller book than 
these, and yet I believe that Mr. Grahame has accomplished the harder 
task with no less sureness of touch, with no less qualified a success. And 
I think it will be time to lay down my pen, when I shall be able to review 
soberly a book that gives me such unalloyed pleasure at the first 
reading.’ 

And, writing a year later on children’s books, Mr. Middleton sticks to 
his early opinion as follows: ‘I should like again to register my opinion 
that the best book ever written for children and one of the best books 
ever written for grown-up people is The Wind in the Willows by Mr. 
Kenneth Grahame.’ 

Among the countless notices, British and American, the most-quoted- 
from chapter seems to be ‘Wayfarers All’ — the wander-lust of the 
swallows and later, of the Sea Rat. That chapter and also its antithesis, 


‘Dulce Domum’, the Mole’s tearful heimweh for his own ‘shabby, dingy 
little place, not like — your cosy quarters — or Toad’s beautiful hall — 
or Badger’s great house — but it was my own little home—’. 

And reading these extracts, I am reminded of an essay that the author 
wrote thirteen years earlier in which he combines a Mole End, where he 
himself plays Mole, and an Odyssey in which the part of Sea Rat (or 
Ulysses) is taken by a respectable member of the Baltic Exchange who 
wore ‘drab spats all the year round’. It is a beautiful story and it is called 
‘The Iniquity of Oblivion’, and since it mixes the essential salts of 
‘Dulce Domum’ and ‘Wanderers All’ much as a chemist, or the ‘Red 
Gods’, mix a medicine, it seems apropos here: 

‘A man I know is fond of asking the irritating question — and in 
putting it he regards neither age nor sex, neither ancient friendship nor 
the rawest nodding acquaintance—” Did you ever forget an invitation to 
dinner?” 

‘Of course the denial is prompt, passionate, and invariable. There are 
few crimes of which one would not rather be accused than this. He who 
cannot summon up the faintest blush at the recollection of having once 
said “Season”, when no money had passed between him and the Railway 
Company whose guest he was for the moment, of having under-stated his 
income for purposes of taxation, or of having told his wife he was going 
to church, and then furtively picked up a fishing-rod as he passed 
through the hall, will colour angrily at the most innocent suggestion of a 
single possible lapse of memory regarding an invitation to dinner. But, 
none the less, every one finds it a little difficult to meet the natural 
rejoinder: “How do you know?” 

‘Indeed, no other reply than painful silence is possible. To say, 
“Because I do”, is natural enough, and frequently quite conclusive of 
further argument; still, it can hardly be called a reasoned refutation. The 
fact is, you don’t know, and you cannot know. Your conviction that you 
do is based, first, on some sort of idea that you are bound to recollect, 
sooner or later, anything that you may have forgotten: an argument that 
only requires to be stated to display its fallacy; secondly, on a vague 
belief that a deflection of so flagrant a character must inevitably be 
brought home to you by an incensed host or hostess — a theory that 
makes no allowance for the blissful sense of injury and offended pride, 
the joy of brooding over a wrong, which is one of the chief pleasures left 
to humanity. No, one doesn’t know, and one can’t know: and the past 
career of the most self-satisfied of us is doubtless littered with the debris 
of forgotten invitations. 


‘Of course invitations, being but a small part of life, and not — as 
some would imply with their practice — its chief end, must be taken to 
stand here for much besides. One has only to think of the appalling 
amount of book-lore one has “crammed” in days gone by, and of the 
pitiful fragments that survive, to realize that facts, deeds, achievements, 
experiences numberless, may just as well have been hurried along the 
dusty track to oblivion. And once it has been fairly brought home to us 
that we have entirely forgotten any one thing — why, the gate is open. It 
is clear we may just as easily have forgotten hundreds. 

‘This lamentable position of things was specially forced upon me, 
some time ago, by a certain persistent dream that used to wing its way to 
my bedside, not once or twice, but coming a dozen times, and always (I 
felt sure at the time) from out the Ivory Portal. First, there would be a 
sense of snugness, of cushioned comfort, of home-coming. Next, a 
gradual awakening to consciousness in a certain little room, very dear 
and familiar, sequestered in some corner of the more populous and 
roaring part of London: solitary, the world walled out, but full of a 
brooding sense of peace and of possession. At times I would make my 
way there, unerringly, through the wet and windy streets, climb the well- 
known staircase, open the ever-welcoming door. More often I was there 
already, ensconced in the most comfortable chair in the world, the lamp 
lit, the fire glowing ruddily. But always the same feeling of a home- 
coming, of the world shut out, of the ideal encasement. On the shelves 
were a few books — a very few — but just the editions I had sighed for, 
the editions which refuse to turn up, or which poverty glowers at on alien 
shelves. On the walls were a print or two, a woodcut, an etching — not 
many. Old loves, all of them, apparitions that had flashed across the field 
of view in sale-rooms and vanished again in a blaze of three figures; but 
never possessed — until now. All was modest — O, so very modest! But 
all was my very own, and, what was more, everything in that room was 
exactly right. 

‘After three or four visits, the uncanniness of the repetition set me 
thinking. Could it possibly be, that this was no dream at all? Had this 
chamber, perhaps, a real existence, and was I all the time leading, 
somewhere, another life — a life within a life — a life that I constantly 
forgot, within the life that I happened to remember? I tried my best to 
bring the thing to absolute proof. First, there was that frequent sense of 
extreme physical weariness with which I was wont to confront the 
inevitable up-rising of the morning — might not that afford a clue? Alas, 
no: I traced my mornings back, far behind the beginnings of the dream. I 


could not remember a day, since those rare white ones at school when it 
was a whole holiday, and summer was boon and young, when I had faced 
the problem of getting up with anything but a full sense of disgust. Next 
I thought, I will consult my accounts. Rooms must be paid for in 
London, however modest they may be; and the blessed figures can’t he. 
Then I recollected that I did not keep any accounts — never had kept any 
accounts — never intended to keep any beastly accounts — and, on the 
whole, I confess I was rather glad. Statistics would have been a mean 
prosaic way of plucking out the heart of this mystery. My only chance 
seemed to lie in coming across the place by accident. Then perhaps the 
extinguished torch would rekindle, the darkened garret of memory would 
be re-illumined, and it would be in my power at last to handle those rare 
editions, not capriciously as now, but at any hour I pleased. So I hunted 
Gray’s Inn, Staple Inn, Clifford’s Inn; hung about by-streets in 
Bloomsbury, even backwaters in Chelsea; but all to no result. It waits, 
that sequestered chamber, it waits for the serene moment when the brain 
is in just the apt condition, and ready to switch on the other memory 
even as one switches on the electric light with a turn of the wrist. 
Fantasy? well — perhaps. But the worst of it is, one never can feel quite 
sure. Only a dream, of course. And yet — the enchanting possibility! 

‘And this possibility, which (one feels convinced) the wilful brain 
could make reality in a moment if it were only in the right humour, might 
be easily brought about by some accidental physical cause, some touch, 
scent, sound, gifted with the magic power of recall. Could my fingers but 
pass over the smooth surface of those oak balustrades so familiar to me, 
in a trice I would stand at the enchanted door. Could I even see in some 
casual shop-window one of those prints my other existence hoards so 
safe and sure — but that is unlikely indeed. Those prints of the dim land 
of dreams, “they never are sold in the merchant’s mart!” Still, if one were 
only to turn up, in twopenny box or dusty portfolio, down in Southwark, 
off the roaring Strand, or somewhere along the quaint unclassified 
Brompton Road, in a flash the darkness would be day, the crooked would 
be made straight, and no policeman would be called upon to point out the 
joyous way. 

‘If I have special faith in this sort of divining-rod, it is because of a 
certain strange case I once encountered and never quite elucidated. There 
was a certain man, respectable enough in every particular; wore drab 
spats all the year round, lived in a suburb, and did daily business on the 
“Baltic When the weather was fine, and a halcyon calm brooded o’er the 
surface of the Baltic, instead of taking his suburban train at Cannon 


Street, he used to walk as far as Charing Cross: and before departing, if 
time allowed, he would turn into the National Gallery. Of a catholic 
mind, for he had never strayed down the tortuous byways of Art, he only 
went in to be amused, and was prepared to take his entertainment from 
all schools alike, without any of the narrow preferences of the cultured. 
From the very first, however, the Early Tuscans gripped him with a 
strange fascination, so that he rarely penetrated any further. What it was 
precisely that so detained him could never be ascertained. The man was 
not apt in the expression of subtle emotion, and never succeeded in 
defining the strong “possession” — for such it seemed to be — by which 
he was caught and held. The next phase in the case was, that he took to 
disappearing. He disappeared literally and absolutely — sometimes for a 
few days, sometimes for a fortnight or more; and on his return could tell 
nothing, explain nothing. Indeed, he did not seem to be really conscious 
of any absence. It was noted in time that his disappearances always 
coincided with his visits to the National Gallery. Thither he could be 
tracked; there all trace of him would cease. His female relations — an 
unimaginative, uneducated crew — surmised the unkindest things in 
their narrow way. Still, even they found it difficult to fling a stone at the 
Early Tuscans. For myself, I like to think that there was some bit of 
another life hidden away in him — some tranced memory of another far- 
away existence on Apennine slopes — which some quality in these 
pictures, and in these alone, had power to evoke. And I love to think that, 
transformed by this magic touch back into the other man of him, he 
passed, dream-possessed, forth from the portico, through Trafalgar 
Square, and into Charing Cross Station. That there, oblivious of all 
suburbs, he purchased one of those little books of coupons so much more 
romantic than your vulgar inland slip of pasteboard, and in due course 
sped Southwards — irresistibly drawn — took the Alps in a series of 
whorls, burrowings, and breathless flights o’er torrent and fall — till he 
basked at last, still speeding South, in the full sunlight that steeps the 
Lombard plain. Arrived in time, where his destiny (which was also his 
past) awaited him, I could see him, avoiding clamour of piazza, shunning 
prim airlessness of Galleria and Accademia, climbing the white road to 
where, in some little village or red-tiled convent, lurked the creation, 
madonna or saint, that held the other end of the subtle thread. The boy- 
lover, had he been, of this prim-tressed model? Or the St. George or 
homely St. Roch who guarded her? Or himself the very painter? 
Whatever the bond, here I could imagine him to linger, steeping his soul 
in the picture and in the surroundings so native both to it and to the man 


whose life for a brief minute he lived again, till such time as that sullen 
devil within him — the later memory of the man he also was — began to 
stir drowsily and to urge him homewards, even as the other had urged 
him out. Once back, old sights and sounds would develop the later man 
into full being and consciousness, and as before he would tread the floor 
of the Baltic, while oblivion swallowed the Tuscan existence — until the 
next time! 

“These instances, it is true, are but “sports” in oblivionlore. But, 
putting aside such puzzle-fragments of memory, it is impossible not to 
realize, in sad seriousness, that of all our recollection has once held, by 
far the larger part must be by this time in the realm of the forgotten; and 
that every day some fresh delightful little entity pales, sickens, and 
passes over to the majority. Sir Thomas Browne has quaintly written 
concerning the first days of the young world, “when the living might 
exceed the dead, and to depart this world could not be properly said, to 
go unto the greater number”; but in these days of crowded thought, of the 
mind cultured and sensitized to receive such a swarm of impressions, no 
memory that sighs its life out but joins a host far exceeding what it 
leaves behind. ’Tis but a scanty wallet that each of us carries at his back. 
Few, indeed, and of a sorry mintage, the thin coins that jingle therein. 
Our gold, lightly won, has been as lightly scattered, along way-sides left 
far behind. Oblivion, slowly but surely stalking us, gathers it with a full 
arm, and on the floor of his vast treasure-house stacks it in shining piles. 

‘And if it is the larger part that has passed from us, why not also the 
better part? Indeed, logic almost requires it; for to select and eliminate, to 
hold fast and let go at will, is not given to us. As we jog along life’s 
highroad, the knowledge of this inability dogs each conscious 
enjoyment, till with every pleasant experience comes also the annoying 
reflection, that it is a sheer toss-up whether this is going to be a gain, a 
solid profit to carry along with us, or fairy gold that shall turn to dust and 
nothingness in a few short mornings at best. As we realize our 
helplessness in the matter, we are almost ready to stamp and to swear. 
Will no one discover the chemical which shall fix the fleeting hue? That 
other recollection, now — that humiliating, that disgusting experience of 
ten years ago — that is safe enough, permanent, indestructible, warranted 
not to fade. If in this rag-fair we were only allowed to exchange and 
barter, to pick and choose! Oblivion, looking on, smiles grimly. It is he 
that shall select, not we; our part is but to look on helplessly, while — 
though he may condescend to leave us a pearl or two — the bulk of our 
jewels is swept into his pocket. 


‘One hope alone remains to us, by way of consolation. These 
memories whose passing we lament, they are torpid only, not dead. They 
lie in a charmed sleep, whence a chance may awaken them, a touch make 
the dry bones live; though at present we know not the waking spell. Like 
Arthur, they have not perished, but only passed, and like him they may 
come again from the Avalon where they slumber. The chance is small, 
indeed. But the Merlin who controls these particular brain-cells, fitful 
and capricious though he be, after the manner of magicians, has powers 
to which we dare not assign limits. At any moment the stop may be 
pulled out, the switch pressed, the key turned, the Princess kissed. Then 
shall the spell-bound spring to life, the floodgates rise, the baked arid 
canals gleam with the silver tide; and once more we shall be fulfilled of 
the old joys, the old thrills, the old tears and laughter. 

‘Better still — perhaps best of all — as those joyous old memories, 
hale and fresh once more, troop out of the catacombs into the light, these 
insistent ones of the present, this sullen host that beleaguers us day and 
night with such threatening obsession, may vanish, may pass, may flee 
away utterly, gone in their turn to lodge with Oblivion — and a good 
riddance!’ 

And, again and again, reviewers of The Wind in the Willows claim that 
Mr. Kenneth Grahame is the discoverer of the mole as a character in 
nursery, or any other, fiction. And yet I remember a nursery book of fifty 
years ago. Its characters were animals and insects and its name was, I 
think, The Butterfly’s Ball. 

But it was not the famous poem of Mr. Roscoe, published in 1808. It 
was a very little book of about five thousand words, not more. I cannot 
remember the author’s name. But among its principals were a butterfly, a 
bee, a fox — and a rather lachrymose old Mrs. Mole. She was sadly 
shortsighted and spoke, as a rule, although the book was prose, in 
rhymed couplets, such as: 


‘It is so sad I cannot see 
To drink my tea.’ 


She was a poor old thing and no sort of rival, no rival at all, to the 
tenant of Mole End. And yet I have a soft place in my heart for her and 
therefore I mention her here in famous company. 

Now, whether the reviewers praised Mr. Grahame’s new book or 
regretted it, they were united in naming it an allegory and almost united 
in prophesying that, to be successful, The Wind in the Willows wanted an 


illustrator. In both opinions they were wrong. The new book was already 
a Classic, and in its eighth edition, when it was illustrated, in 1913, for 
the first time. The artist was Paul Bransom. Later it was decorated, both 
in its thirteenth and sixteenth printings, by Nancy Barnhart. And again, 
in twenty-fifth and thirty-third editions, by Wyndham Payne. And, in 
1931, Mr. Ernest H. Shepard illustrated, charmingly, the thirty-eighth 
blooming. Truly ‘the ditty about a toad’ had travelled far. But it was no 
allegory — Rat was not ‘Nature’ nor was Mole ‘Love of Home’. It was, 
and is, but a bedtime story, a fairy-tale, for a very little boy. And the 
wisest way to read it, and regard it, is the way recommended by Mr. A. 
A. Milne in the introduction to his play, Toad of Toad Hall, which he has 
adapted, of course, from The Wind in the Willows. 

‘Perhaps it has happened to you, as it has certainly happened to me, 
that you have tried to explain a fantastic idea to an entirely matter-of-fact 
person. “But they don’t,” he says, and “You can’t,” and “I don’t see why, 
just because—” and ‘Even if you assume that—” and “I thought you said 
just now that he hadn’t”. By this time you have thrown the ink-pot at 
him, with enough of accuracy, let us hope, to save you from his 
ultimatum, which is this: “However fantastic your assumption, you must 
work it out logically” — that is to say, realistically. 

“To such a mind The Wind in the Willows makes no appeal, for it is 
not worked out logically. In reading the book, it is necessary to think of 
Mole, for instance, sometimes as an actual mole, sometimes as such a 
mole in human clothes, sometimes as a mole grown to human size, 
sometimes as walking on two legs, sometimes on four. He is a mole, he 
isn’t a mole. What is he? I don’t know. And, not being a matter-of-fact 
person, I don’t mind.’ 

And, even as it was with The Golden Age and Dream Days, Kenneth 
Grahame’s ‘fan’ mails filled his letter-box to overflowing and fairly 
broke the back of the Cookham Dene postman. From a very few of these 
letters, from literally the one or two that ask for specified information — 
and get it — I will quote. I have already been able to tell how Mole End 
was swept and garnished and how its goldfishes were cared for in the 
absence of Mole. But before I go on to give similar detail, I will dispose 
of the allegory idea for good and all. I suppose that never man 
perpetrated a delightful bit of sheer nonsense without suspicious folk 
hunting through it for allegories as he of a similar kidney hunts through a 
fresh green salad for slugs and caterpillars instead of just enjoying the 
‘herbaceous treat’ trusting in Sydney Smith and in his own good 
appetite. Folk sought allegories in Foote’s Great Panjandrum and in The 


Hunting of the Snark. So it was natural enough that The Wind in the 
Willows should, in its time, be turned over and over by the discontented 
and the ungrateful. But its author, who must know best, in sending a 
presentation copy of his new book to Mr. Theodore Roosevelt writes: 

‘DEAR MR. PRESIDENT, — You expressed yourself with such great 
kindness last year on the subject of my books that I think it possible you 
may care to have a copy of the English Edition of one that has just been 
published, so I am venturing to send you one. Its qualities, if any, are 
mostly negative — i.e. — no problems, no sex, no second meaning — it 
is only an expression of the very simplest joys of life as lived by the 
simplest beings of a class that you are specially familiar with and will 
not misunderstand. 


‘Believe me, sir, 
“Yours very faithfully 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME 


“To President Theodore Roosevelt, 
‘The White House, 

“Washington, 

‘October 10th 1908’ 


To which the President replied: 


‘The White House, 
‘Washington, 
‘October 22, 1908 


‘Personal 
‘MY DEAR MR. GRAHAME, — The book hasn’t come, but as I 
have never read anything of yours yet that I haven’t enjoyed to the full, I 
am safe in thanking you heartily in advance. Of course it won’t have 
“any problems, any sex, any second meaning” — that is why I shall like 
it. By the way, we have just been finishing The Further Experiences of 
an Irish R.M. I hope you know them, and are as fond of them as we are. 
‘Again heartily thanking you, and with real regret that you are not to 
come to this side while we are in the White House, believe me, 
‘Sincerely yours, 
“THEODORE ROOSEVELT 


Mr. Kenneth Grahame, 
‘Mayfield, 
‘Cookham Dene, 
‘Berkshire, England’ 


And once again, some months later, the presidential pen says: 


‘The White House, 
‘Washington, 
‘January 17, 1909 


‘Personal 

‘MY DEAR MR. GRAHAME, — My mind moves in ruts, as I 
suppose most minds do, and at first I could not reconcile myself to the 
change from the ever-delightful Harold and his associates, and so for 
some time I could not accept the toad, the mole, the water-rat and the 
badger as substitutes. But after a while Mrs. Roosevelt and two of the 
boys, Kermit and Ted, all quite independently, got hold of The Wind 
Among the Willows and took such a delight in it that I began to feel that I 
might have to revise my judgement. Then Mrs. Roosevelt read it aloud to 
the younger children, and I listened now and then. Now I have read it 
and reread it, and have come to accept the characters as old friends; and I 
am almost more fond of it than of your previous books. Indeed, I feel 
about going to Africa very much as the seafaring rat did when he almost 
made the water-rat wish to forsake everything and start wandering! 

‘I felt I must give myself the pleasure of telling you how much we 
had all enjoyed your book. 


‘With all 
good wishes, 
‘Sinc 
erely yours, 


“THEODORE ROOSEVELT 


‘Mr. Kenneth Grahame, 
‘16 Durham Villas, 
‘Kensington W., London, England 
This letter is to me an interesting one inasmuch as I have always held 
that no adult can get the full bouquet of The Wind in the Willows except 


at second hand, except through the heart of the child to whom it is read. I 
am happy to have my humble opinion endorsed from Washington and 
The White House. 

And, apropos of Presidents, here is a letter from the Hon. Alfred 
Deakin, Prime Minister of the Commonwealth of Australia in 1903/4, 
1905/8, and 1909/10. 


‘Commonwealth of Australia, 
‘House of Representatives, 
‘January 28, 1909 


‘DEAR MR. GRAHAME, — I have never been able to forgive 
myself for having neglected the opportunity afforded me by my only 
visit to the Bank of England (in 1907) of at all events acknowledging my 
debt and that of my family to you for The Golden Age and Dream Days, 
which I read to them years ago. But after The Wind in the Willows I can 
no longer deny myself the pleasure of congratulating you upon an even 
higher and still more original achievement — a prose poem perfect 
within its scope in style and sentiment, rising to its climax in the vision 
of Pan — a piece of imaginative insight to which it would be hard to find 
a parallel anywhere. Certainly one would only look for it among the 
rarest flowers of literature in that vein. 

‘If this language appears to you strained, let me assure you that it is 
not by intention. I have read the book as a whole twice; once out loud, 
and passages such as that mentioned, “Mole’s Xmas Eve”, and the 
“Sailor Rat’s Reminiscences”, &c., several times. 

‘It is now three or four weeks since I was under the glamour, so that 
my verdict represents what lawyers call a considered opinion, and, so far 
as I am concerned, is binding. Nor am I the only beneficiary; my wife 
and daughters were equally fascinated, as were several friends upon 
whose judgements I am accustomed to rely. 

‘Please therefore accept this spontaneous and informal note of hand, 
just for what it is — an expression of gratitude and admiration from 
some of the many Australians who find in your book a delicate and 
delicious insight into nature and human nature, enriched and inspired by 
that “natural magic” which touches the deepest chords of poetry and of 
the soul with the simplest and most artless sincerity. 

‘As, after all, I am writing this off-hand — merely a line of thanks — 
I will only ask you to accept it, not as an attempt to discharge, but a 
recognition of, a continuing debt. When with your Governors at the 


Bank, my mind, alas, was full of other debts in other spheres more 
material and yet perhaps more evanescent than this. 


“Yours sincerely, 
‘ALFRED DEAKIN 


“To Kenneth Grahame, Esq., 

“The Bank of England, London’ 

Few letters of this sort arrive at The Bank of England, I imagine. And 
to it the addressee answered: 


‘Mayfield, 
‘Cookham Dene, 
‘Berkshire, England, 
‘April 23rd, 1909 


‘DEAR MR. DEAKIN, — It was most kind of you to write me such a 
welcome and more than generously worded letter about The Wind in the 
Willows. If I have ever received a pleasanter or more encouraging 
appreciation, I do not remember it. 

‘It is not exactly logical, but somehow to have given pleasure to 
readers very far away seems to bring a special satisfaction which one 
cannot feel about the opinion of the man round the corner. And as for the 
animals, though they might well look for recognition down here, with 
their native Thames a few hundred yards away, yet they are aliens in 
Australia and would have no right to grumble at prompt deportation; but 
your friendly greeting will make them feel adopted and at home among 
relations; and I hope they will stay. 

‘I am just back from a Continental wandering of nearly three months, 
which has delayed my reply. With many thanks again, and all good 
wishes. 


“Yours very sincerely, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME 


‘The Hon. Alfred Deakin, M.P.’ 
And now to name the one or two letters whereby Kenneth Grahame 


has been drawn into explanations. To Master Thomas Goodman of Wing, 
Leighton Buzzard, who wisely demands details of ‘that good story about 


Toad and the lock-keeper’ which the Otter began to tell and never 
finished, Kenneth Grahame answers: 


‘Rome, 
‘10 July 1923 


‘DEAR THOMAS GOODMAN, — Thank you very much for your 
nice letter of 27th June — I was very glad to hear you liked reading 
about Mr. Toad. 

‘I am afraid I must not tell you the story about Toad and the Lock- 
keeper. The fact is, they both lost their tempers, and said things they 
much regretted afterwards. They are now friends again, so we have all 
agreed to let the matter drop. 


‘Yours very truly, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


And Joyce of Whitchurch, Oxon, inquiring jealously for the fair fame 
of her own Oxfordshire bank, gets this reply from the one man able to 
answer a question and enable her to hold her head up proudly when she 
crosses the toll bridge at Pangbourne and stands on Berkshire soil: 


‘Church Cottage, 
‘Pangbourne, Berks, 
22nd December 1930 


‘MY DEAR JOYCE, — Thank you very much for your nice letter 
about The Wind in the Willows. It is very pleasant to think that you and 
your friends at Whitchurch like the book, because there is just as much 
of Oxfordshire as Berkshire in it, isn’t there? And some of the animals 
must have lived on one side of the river and some on the other; but I 
have always felt sure that Toad Hall was on the Oxfordshire side. 

‘Wishing you all a very happy Christmas, 

‘I am yours affectionately, 

‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


And to a spiering Perthshire grandmama who writes of the thirty- 
eighth edition (which, as we know, is illustrated by Mr. Shepard) and, 
after compliments, says: 


‘And now I want a little advice from the Author. It concerns the 
illustrations. They are perhaps quite all right for Grown Ups. But I am 
going to my grandchildren and the Book goes too, and they will criticize, 
and what am I to say? For thus, — I read on page 29 “the Mole... took 
the sculls, while the Rat settled himself comfortably in the stern”: I turn 
over the leaf, and what has the Ernest Shepard done? He has transposed 
our, by now, friends, in the boat, Rat has the sculls, the Mole is settled 
comfortably in the stern — Oh wae’s me! Since my earliest childhood I 
have wondered why artists do not read the books they illustrate. Mr. 
Shepard by this inaccuracy proves he has missed Rat’s beautiful gesture 
on page 24 “Pll teach you to row”, and the success of his lessons. I 
repeat, what am I to say to my grandchildren? — Yours distractedly, 
MARGARET STEWART SOMERVILLE.’ 

Ably indeed does K. G. play out of the bunker into which his partner 
has landed him. He writes, after a moment’s hesitation: 


‘Church Cottage, 
‘Pangbourne, Berks, 
20th December 1931 


‘DEAR LADY, — Yes — it is exasperating. These artists are very 
tiresome fellows — and they all do it! I hardly know what to suggest that 
you should tell the children. You might perhaps say that the animals had 
evidently “changed over” for just a minute while in full view of the 
windows of Toad Hall, in case Toad, looking out, should say afterwards 
to Rat, “Who’s your crab-catching friend?” For poor Mole couldn’t row 
very well yet. But I admit it sounds lame. Let us hope that they may not 
notice it. (But they will!) 





“Yours very truly, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


But no precisian has written, so far as I can find, to ask if the Water- 
Rat was really a water-vole and if so, why not say so? 

In July 1908, the author, in reply to a request for a ‘descriptive 
paragraph’ of his forthcoming book, writes: 

‘I will jot down on the fly-leaf of this some material for The drawing 
was subsequently altered by Mr. Shepard. a descriptive paragraph for the 
announcement list, though probably any one else would do it better. 


‘““A book of Youth — and so perhaps chiefly for Youth, and those 
who still keep the spirit of youth alive in them: of life, sunshine, running 
water, woodlands, dusty roads, winter firesides; free of problems, clean 
of the clash of sex; of life as it might fairly be supposed to be regarded 
by some of the wise small things 

That glide in grasses and rubble of woody wreck 

Kenneth Grahame, possibly because it was his last born, seems more 
interested in The Wind in the Willows than in his other works. In 1921 he 
writes to his literary agents regarding a request from his publishers that a 
chapter of the Wind should be included in a school ‘Reader’: 

‘I am so very anxious that Sir A. Methuen should not think me 
unreasonable in objecting to the course proposed that I will give my 
views at some length, in the hope that even if he does not agree with me 
he may admit that I have “made out a case” as the saying is. 

‘And first, as to the (complete) chapter proposed to be taken. Hear the 
Parable of the Small Holder. In our part of the country when the County 
Council endeavour to grab somebody’s land to meet the ambitions of 
some would-be “small holder”, the objection of the former always is not 
that he has to part with land but that the small holder is trying to “pick 
the eye out of his farm” (which is usually true). Is not some one playing 
the part of the small holder here? 

‘But there is the graver objection, the harm done both to the children 
themselves and to literature by the practice of giving them a dozen 
snippets from as many books when with a little trouble and arrangement 
the books might be read through. In the March No of the Atlantic 
Monthly there is an article on this subject called “Literature in the 
Grades”. After dealing with the American fondness for “Readers”, the 
writer says: “In the English classes of this school what do they do? Why, 
they do what any one would do who loved English literature and 
proposed to spread that feeling to children. They tell stories and they 
read books through. Will you substitute for this the indifferent hash of 
the grade ‘Reader’... will you take a chapter out of The Wind in the 
Willows... Robinson Crusoe... and miss the opportunity to give your 
children the whole experience? Why?” 

‘Now this is pretty straight talk. And if we feel that there is anything 
in the argument at all — how, well, inconsistent is it not for us to be 
planning to put the book on the school market as a whole, and at the 
Same moment to be offering to the same market snippets of it to the 
“Reader”?’ And then years later he writes in reference to a proposed 
abridged edition for use in elementary schools: 


‘Now as to the new proposal. I have taken a day or two to think over 
the matter, and frankly, I do not care about it, as it stands. The suggestion 
is, to issue the book in an elementary-school edition as a complete story, 
though considerably abridged for trade reasons. The book consists of 
twelve chapters, much the same length, and it would be necessary for me 
either (I) to cut out four complete chapters, or (2) to “blue-pencil” 
liberally and by whole paragraphs till I have reduced the whole contents 
by over one-third. I have had another look at the book again, from this 
Procrustean point of view, and I do not think that either course of 
treatment could be satisfactorily carried out. I quite appreciate the remark 
that the very heaviness of the “cuts” would render the abridgement less 
likely to interfere with the ordinary edition, but that is not quite my 
present point, which is that I do not care about having a form or version 
of the story in print, which has been cut down, not for any literary 
reason, such as redundancy, or verbosity, or parts being not quite suited 
for children, or too much over their heads, and so on and so on, but the 
purely arbitrary and “trade” reason of getting it within 192 pages — 
though I fully understand, and sympathize with, the hard necessities of 
trade. I can’t abridge satisfactorily without loss of quality, and that’s the 
long and short of it. I know that School Committees will only have books 
on their own terms, more or less, but that’s not my fault.’ 

And once more, in 1929, he discusses those ‘Foreign Rights’, so 
negligible to most authors but which, to Kenneth Grahame, had become 
and were continuing to be, such very practical matters: 

‘Before I received your kind letter of the 18th, I had frankly suspected 
— and no doubt you suspected — that the account that had so shocked 
me had been a piece of quite laudable if mistaken departmental over- 
zeal, which had somehow escaped the eye of the Capitoline Jove. But 
when I read your classic periods, so firm yet so tender, I wilted, I sagged, 
I crumpled. I shed bitter tears. I finally collapsed on the floor, a sodden 
heap of misery. As I lay there, however, I found myself murmuring 
something, but very soft and low, so that it should not reach your ears. 
Something like this: “Alas, yes, how true it is, and how well I know it, 
that there are publishers who claim 50% on Foreign rights, and others 
who ask 100, and many who will demand 150, and then ask for a little 
bit more for ‘all their trouble’, ‘“but — 

“Dut — 

(here I became almost inaudible) 

Since when — (I was now only whispering) — 


Since when have — Ltd., based their practice on the tenets of Messrs. 
B-r-bb-s & Co?” 

‘Then I shed a few more tears. 

‘Then I rose to my feet and washed and had some light refreshment 
— the first for days. 

‘So now that is all over, and I will try and be good, and I will try and 
not do it any more. And I am ever so glad that you couldn’t have heard a 
word of those awful sentiments I murmured to myself as I lay crying on 
the floor. But — 

‘(No, I won’t begin again. I have sworn it.) 

‘All the same — 

‘No, the end of the page is in sight, and I am not going to get on toa 
new one. At least, I will turn over a new leaf, of course, for I have said so 
already. But not a new leaf of this letter. 

‘BECAUSE - IF- I -DID- O this unruly typerwriter! It all comes of 
using a Blick. Common little beasts, Blicks. I ought to get something 
high-class and toney and expensive. 

“-BUT — HOW — CAN — ¥OU — IF” — There he goes again! He 
must be stopped. 


“Yours finally and very truly, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


The Wind in the Willows was the final corner of Kenneth Grahame’s 
four books. By the majority of his readers it is the best beloved of all. I 
believe that it will five when The Golden Age, already dated, is dead. For 
children to-day do not of necessity see their elders as The Opposition. 
But The Wind is artless and nursery-ageless and it, probably, is the work 
by which its author would best wish to be remembered. For since that 
long ago day when the Kings of the East came to the manger, bringing 
with them their gold and frankincense and myrrh, surely all men, 
Kenneth Grahame among them, give of their heart’s best only when they 
give to a child. 


CHAPTER IX. ALASTAIR 


ALASTAIR GRAHAME was born at 16 Durham Villas, Campden Hill, 
on the 12th of May 1900. He was a big baby and, curly-haired as 
Hyacinthus, a hair-brush was the first gift that came to him from a friend. 
He sat up, took notice and developed rapidly. He was christened Alastair 
and no more because his father held that one name was enough for any 
man. He was the only child of his parents. And though it is easy to think 
of the one adored child of a gifted father as a little creature of somewhat 
different clay to the rough-and-tumble members of a nursery tea-table- 
for-six, there can be small doubt that Alastair Grahame was of that rare 
infancy who come, we cannot know why though we humbly presume 
that it is for some high purpose, and who, that purpose achieved, the 
experience perhaps gained, must go again to the work that, elsewhere in 
the scheme of things, doubtless awaits them. Marjorie Fleming, the 
lovely little familiar of Sir Walter Scott, was of this elfin-celestial sort. 
And, in fiction, Du Maurier’s Martia, the young daughter in whom a 
father’s rare genius became an actual living thing, is another of the same 
short-lived, beloved leaven. 

In a chapter of this book I have told how Alastair, a little night- 
gowned boy, was the inspiration of A Wind in the Willows, a happy birth 
that has since taken its happiness with it into a million night nurseries. 
Perhaps this alone was sufficient to have compelled Mouse (for so his 
friends named him) to come to Campden Hill? Who shall say? Not I 
anyhow. 

And of him and of his short life I, who never knew him, must borrow 
the words of others to tell. 

Of Ms personal appearance when, I suppose, he was about five years 
old, Miss Smedley says, in her Crusaders: ‘He was an unusually 
attractive child, beautiful and gallant, with thick dark hair cut straight 
across his forehead and bright calm eyes.’ And Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch 
exclaimed, on being introduced to the baby Alastair, ‘Never be afraid for 
a boy with a head shaped like his.’ 

His governess, Miss Naomi Stott, writes of her first meeting with 
Alastair when he was about the age at which Miss Smedley has 
described him: ‘We were to meet for the first occasion and it was near 
bedtime. He was not yet six. He had had a devoted nurse, but she had 
gone. Would he resent the change? However he had been prepared and, 
when he saw that his bath was being got ready as usual by the fire and 


that his mother’s own maid, a special friend of his, was collecting the 
towels, the stranger greeted him, took off her hat and began reading a 
Pink Book (one of Stead’s penny treats). Alastair approached. He was at 
once eager to listen and to look and seemed unaware that he was being 
undressed and that it was time for his bath. I was often to notice 
afterwards how reasonable he was and, in sickness and health, how 
entirely fearless under all circumstances. He never shirked anything 
however disagreeable it might be to a child of his imaginative and highly 
strung nature. He was entirely unselfish. He was entirely straightforward. 
He was a gay and a happy little boy, always laughing and playing. He 
loved to put his hand against a running tap and see the water squirt. For 
this on one occasion I had to punish him. A few moments later his 
mother asked him to choose a birthday present for me. He said, at once, 
“a brooch, no, two brooches so as she can have one for Sunday”. He was 
like that, there was never a petty spirit in him. He lived a great deal in an 
imaginary land of his own making. He called it “Puppyland where it is 
never silly to be silly”. In that land lived his band of brigands and his dog 
Kaa who (to shock me I fancy!) drank only blood and, “what do you 
think he likes best to eat?” Mouse asked me. I said that I did not know. 
“An angel,” said Mouse in a voice that was half a whisper. For all his 
love of fun he respected the dignity of others and once, at Littlehampton, 
left his seat because the funny man in a beach-troupe was knocking 
another about. He loved animals and would never want to catch crabs, 
shrimps or butterflies. He loved flowers but did not want to pick them. 
He was quick of repartee. For instance once, (we were in a hurry to get 
out between showers) I noticed that he required a new bootlace. “Quick,” 
said I, “take out the old one.” 





“I suppose, like the Devil, you have but a short time,” said Mouse. He 
was a bit of a mystic too, a strange thing in so young a child. On one of 
my early days with him he saw a picture of Our Lord in a Holland Street 
shop. Mouse pointed it out to me. “That is my Friend,” he said, “the 
Carpenter. When I was ill (he had had appendicitis) He came to see me 
and sometimes I go and talk to Him.” On another day he said to me, 
“Death is promotion.” I told his father what Mouse had said for I thought 
it possible that the child (Mouse could not then read) might have heard 
him say something of the kind. But Mr. Grahame assured me that neither 
he nor Mrs. Grahame had ever spoken to Mouse about death. Mouse was 
a most considerate host and once when a little girl of two stayed with us 
for a night he showed her Caldecott books and invited her to sit up for 
supper. Though to me he pretended, “Why should a bachelor have a babe 
thrust on him? Take care that I do not hear it in the night.” He was a most 


generous child and I still have a copy of The Old Wives Tale which he 
bought for me because he heard me say that I should enjoy a story “about 
sisters”. I knew Mouse all his short life. Once, as a big Etonian, he said 
to me: “Scratch us, we are all barbarians but it happens that I prefer 
curios and they prefer cricket bats.” Nevertheless, he was always 
interested in cricket, he was a horseman and an excellent boy in a boat. 
The first time he went hunting he was “blooded” and so proud was he 
that he would not wash his face till bedtime came. He had, as a child, a 
vocabulary beyond his years and his speaking voice was one of 
noticeable beauty. Of the former a girl, much older than he, said to him 
once, “You are only a baby who has swallowed a dictionary.” When we 
went to Cookham Dene Mouse edited (the literary instinct was strongly 
alive in him) a magazine of his own called The Merry Thought. He was 
never at a loss for a story or a rhyme. Sometimes his parents contributed 
to The Merry Thought, sometimes literary friends of Mr. Grahame would 
send a poem or an article. 

“You ask me how I best remember Mouse. I have so many memories. 
But perhaps as clearly as any I see him as a young schoolboy. It is after 
the Grahames went to Blewbury on the Berkshire downs. It was 
Christmas eve and there was a party for the village in the big barn at 
Boham’s. Mouse had been put up to sing and he stood on a table, under a 
storm-lantern from the lambing-fold, swung to a rafter. He was a tall 
young thing and if I say that he was beautiful you won’t misunderstand 
me? He stood in the light, round him in the shadow sat the party, 
Newgate fringes and gaiters, shepherds, gamekeepers and carters, men 
and women of the down country. Mouse piped as sweetly as a thrush: 


“Like silver lamps in a distant shrine 

The stars are sparkling well 

Now a new Power has come to the 

Earth A match for the armies of Hell; 

A Child is born who shall conquer the foe 
And the armies of wickedness quell.” 


‘I think I remember that best of all.’ 

Alastair had, from the earliest age, a certain delicate sarcasm. And a 
dislike of being kissed. I am told that, at the age of three and on a railway 
journey, he was continually urged by his nurse to ‘see the pretty lambs’ 
or other objects of the flying landscape. Presently the travellers caught 
sight of the sea and Nannie made haste to call attention to the ‘pretty 


ships Alastair said, ‘Oh, Nannie, do leave the boats in the water, they 
look very well there.’ 

An example of the latter prejudice is given by Mr. Anstey Guthrie in 
his appreciation of Alastair. Yet later, on the west coast of Scotland, 
when his parents asked three Highland fisher girls (who had never seen 
the inside of an hotel) to take tea with them at ‘The Duke’s Arms’, 
Alastair, on his own initiative, kissed with ceremony each departing 
guest and handed her a sprig of white heather. The spokeswoman of the 
party, the lass who ‘had the English’, (the other two had not) assured her 
host later that ‘to be kissed by so fine a gentleman and the son of so fine 
a gentleman was just the honour of our lives and of all our lives to 
come’. 

Alastair was, as Miss Stott says, entirely straightforward. As a four- 
year-old, some treat depending on his having ‘been good’ all day, he was 
asked whether or no this had been the case. He made the qualified reply: 
“Yes, but there was a good deal of vulgar eating and arms on the table.’ 

“Why is there trouble in the world?’ he asked one day. He was a very 
small boy then. 

He was no respecter of ancient lineage. To enjoin the virtue of 
perseverance upon him in some particular task he was reminded that he 
was by descent, connected with Robert the Bruce. ‘I am interested but 
not impressed,’ he said. 

At Eton he was reproached by his ‘Dame’ because he did not talk to 
his neighbours at table. Alastair inquired, ‘How can I talk to people 
whose powers of conversation lie only in their elbows?’ 

Among this brilliant little child’s letters to his parents I find his 
earliest letter of all. It reads thus: 

‘DEAR MUM, — I have been thinking. — A. GRAHAME?’ And to 
his father, at about the same time, he writes: 

‘DEAR DADDY, — We received the toad letter. I will send you a 
story. The ship, the Dragon, started at 10 from Portsmouth on a Friday 
and it was such a fine day that every body forgot that it was unlucky. — 
From your affectionate MOUSE 

The magazine to which Miss Stott refers seems to have appeared at no 
stated dates but as and when the editor-proprietor thought to make an 
issue. It was published in holograph and its circulation seems to have 
been limited to one copy at a time and that copy for the family circle at 
Mayfield, Cookham Dene. The Merry Thought continued to appear at 
intervals until Alastair went to a private school. I quote, from its 


entertaining pages, a contribution by Kenneth Grahame, wherein, I am 
told, none of the characters are fictitious: 


BERTIE’S ESCAPADE 
I 


IT was eleven o’clock on a winter’s night. The fields, the hedges, the 
trees, were white with snow. From over Quarry Woods floated the sound 
of Marlow bells, practising for Christmas. In the paddock the only black 
spot visible was Bertie’s sty, and the only thing blacker than the sty was 
Bertie himself, sitting in the front courtyard and yawning. In Mayfield 
windows the fights were out, and the whole house was sunk in slumber. 

“This is very slow,’ yawned Bertie. ‘Why shouldn’t I do something?’ 

Bertie was a pig of action. ‘Deeds, not grunts,’ was his motto. 
Retreating as far back as he could, he took a sharp run, gave a mighty 
jump, and cleared his palings. 

“The rabbits shall come too,’ he said. ‘Do them good.’ 

He went to the rabbit-hutch, and unfastened the door. ‘Peter! Benjie!’ 
he called. ‘Wake up!’ 

“Whatever are you up to, Bertie?’ said Peter sleepily. 

‘Come on!’ said Bertie. “We’re going carol-singing. Bring Benjie too, 
and hurry up!’ 

Peter hopped out at once, in great delight. But Benjie grumbled, and 
burrowed down in his straw. So they hauled him out by his ears. 

Cautiously they crept down the paddock, past the house, and out at 
the front gate. Down the hill they went, took the turning by the pillar- 
box, and arrived at the foot of Chalkpit Hill. Then Benjie struck. 

‘Hang it all,’ he said. ‘I’m not going to fag up that hill to-night for any 
one!’ 

“Then Pl bite you,’ said Bertie. ‘Choose which you please.’ 

‘It’s all right, Bertie,’ said Peter. ‘We’re none of us going to fag up 
that hill. I know an easier way. You follow me.’ 

He led them into the chalk-pit, till they stood at the very foot. Looking 
up, it was like the cliffs at Broadstairs, only there was no band at the top 
and no bathing-machines at the bottom. 

Peter pulled out a large lump of chalk and disclosed the entrance to a 
long dark little tunnel. ‘Come on!’ he said, and dived in; and the others 
followed. 


II 


They groped along the tunnel for a considerable way in darkness and 
silence, till at last they saw a glimmer of light; and presently the tunnel 
ended suddenly in a neat little lift, lit up with electric light, with a seat 
running round three sides of it. A mole was standing by the door. 

‘Come along there, please, if you’re going up!’ called the mole 
sharply. 

They hurried in and sat down. ‘Just in time!’ said Peter. 

‘Any more for the lift?’ cried the mole, looking down the tunnel. 
Then he stepped inside smartly, slammed the door, pulled the rope, and 
they shot upwards. 

“Well, I never!’ gasped Bertie. ‘Peter, you do know a thing or two, 
you do! Where — what — how—’ 

The lift stopped with a jerk. The mole flung the door open, saying 
‘Pass out quickly, please!’ and slammed it behind them. They found 
themselves standing on the fresh snow, under the open starlit sky. 





They turned round to ask the mole where they were, but the lift had 
vanished. Where it had been there was a square patch of grass free from 
snow, and in the middle of the patch was a buttony white mushroom. 

“Why, we’re in Spring Lane!’ cried Bertie. ‘There’s the well!’ 

‘And here’s Mr. Stone’s lodge, just in front of us!’ cried Peter. 

‘Splendid!’ said Bertie. ‘Now, we’ll go right up to the house, and sing 
our bewitching carols under the drawingroom windows. And presently 
Mr. Stone will come out, and praise us, and pat our heads, and say we’re 
dern clever animals, and ask us in. And that will mean supper in the 
dining-room, and champagne with it, and grand times!’ 

They hurried up the drive, and planted themselves under the windows. 
Then Bertie said, ‘First we’ll give ‘em “Good King Wenceslas”. Now 
then, all together!’ 

‘But I don’t know “Good King Wenceslas”, said Peter. 

‘And I can’t sing!’ said Benjie. 

“Well, you must both do the best you can,’ said Bertie. ‘Try and 
follow me. I’ll sing very slow.’ And he struck up. 

Peter followed him, as best he could, about two bars behind; and 
Benjie, who could not sing, imitated various musical instruments, not 
very successfully. 

Presently they heard a voice, inside the house. It was Mrs. Stone’s, 
and she was saying ‘What — on — earth — is — that — horrible 
caterwauling?’ 

Then they heard another voice — Mr. Stone’s — replying: ‘It sounds 
like animals — horrid little animals — under the windows, squealing and 
grunting. I will go out with a big stick, and drive them away.’ 

‘Stick! O my!’ said Bertie. 

‘Stick! Ow, ow!’ said Benjie. 

Then they heard Mrs. Stone again, saying, ‘O no, don’t trouble to go 
our, dear. Go through the stable yard to the kennels, and LET — LOOSE 
— ALL — THE — DOGS.’ 


II 

‘Dogs, O my!’ said Bertie. 

‘Dogs, ow, ow!’ said Benjie. 

They turned tail and ran for their lives. Peter had already started, 
some ten seconds previously; they saw him sprinting down the carriage- 
drive ahead of them, a streak of rabbit- skin. Bertie ran and ran, and 
Benjie ran and ran; while behind them, and coming nearer and nearer, 


they could hear plainly Wow — wow — wow — wow — wow — 
WOW! 

Peter was the first to reach the mushroom. He flung himself on it and 
pressed it; and, click! the little lift was there! The door was flung open, 
and the mole, stepping out, said sharply: ‘Now then! hurry up, please, if 
you’re going down! Any more for the lift?’ 

Hurry up indeed! There was no need to say that. They flung 
themselves on the seat, breathless and exhausted; the mole slammed the 
door and pulled the rope, and they sank downwards. 

Then the mole looked them over and grinned. ‘Had a pleasant 
evening?’ he inquired. 

Bertie would not answer, he was too sulky; but Peter replied 
sarcastically: ‘O yes, first rate. My friend here’s a popular carol singer. 
They make him welcome wherever he goes, and give him the best of 
everything.’ 

‘Now don’t you start pulling my leg, Peter,’ said Bertie, ‘for I won’t 
stand it. I’ve been a failure to-night, and I admit it; and I’ ll tell you what 
I will do to make up for it. You two come back to my sty, and I’ll give 
you a first-rate supper, the best you ever had!’ 

‘O ah, first-rate cabbage-stalks,’ said Benjie. ‘We know your suppers!’ 

‘Not at all,’ said Bertie earnestly. ‘On the contrary. There’s a window 
in Mayfield that I can get into the house by, at any time. And I know 
where Mr. Grahame keeps his keys — very careless man, Mr. Grahame. 
Put your trust in me and you shall have cold chicken, tongue, pressed 
beef, jellies, trifle, and champagne — at least; perhaps more, but that’s 
the least you’ ll have!’ 

Here the lift stopped with a jerk. “Tumble out, all of you,’ said the 
mole, flinging the door open. ‘And look sharp, for it’s closing time, and 
I’m going home.’ 

‘No you’re not, old man,’ said Bertie affectionately. ‘You’re coming 
along to have supper with us.’ 

The mole protested it was much too late; but in the end they 
persuaded him. 


IV 


When they got back to Mayfield, the rabbits took the mole off to wash 
his hands and brush his hair; while Bertie disappeared cautiously round a 
comer of the house. In about ten minutes he appeared at the pigsty, 
staggering under the weight of two large baskets. One of them contained 


all the eatables he had already mentioned, as well as apples, oranges, 
chocolates, ginger, and crackers. The other contained ginger-beer, soda- 
water, and champagne. 

The supper was laid in the inner pigsty. They were all very hungry, 
naturally; and when everything was ready they sat down, and stuffed, 
and drank, and told stories, and all talked at once; and when they had 
stuffed enough, they proposed toasts, and drank healths— ‘The King’— 
‘Our host Bertie’™— ‘Mr. Grahame’— ‘The Visitors, coupled with the 
name of Mole’— ‘Absent friends, coupled with the name of Mr. Stone’ 
— and many others. Then there were speeches, and songs, and then more 
speeches, and more songs; and it was three o’clock in the morning before 
the mole slipped through the palings and made his way back to his own 
home, where Mrs. Mole was sitting up for him, in some uneasiness of 
mind. 


Mr. Grahame’s night was a very disturbed one, owing to agitating 
dreams. He dreamt that the house was broken into by burglars, and he 
wanted to get up and go down and satch them, but he could not move 
hand or foot. He heard them ransacking his pantry, stealing his cold 
chicken and things, and plundering his wine-cellar, and still he could not 
move a muscle. Then he dreamt that he was at one of the great City 
Banquets that he used to go to, and he heard the Chairman propose the 
health of ‘The King’ and there was great cheering. And he thought of a 
most excellent speech to make in reply — a really clever speech. And he 
tried to make it, but they held him down in his chair and wouldn’t let 
him. And then he dreamt that the Chairman actually proposed his own 
health — the health of Mr. Grahame! and he got up to reply, and he 
couldn’t think of anything to say! And so he stood there, for hours and 
hours it seemed, in a dead silence, the glittering eyes of the guests — 
there were hundreds and hundreds of guests — all fixed on him, and still 
he couldn’t think of anything to say! Till at last the Chairman rose, and 
said ‘He can’t think of anything to say! Turn him out!’ Then the waiters 
fell upon him, and dragged him from the room, and threw him into the 
street, and flung his hat and coat after him; and as he was shot out he 
heard the whole company singing wildly ‘For he’s a jolly good fellow — 
p 

He woke up in a cold perspiration. And then a strange thing 
happened. Although he was awake — he knew he was awake — he 
could distinctly hear shrill little voices, still singing ‘For he’s a jolly 


good fe-e-llow, and so say all of us!’ He puzzled over it for a few 
minutes, and then, fortunately, he fell asleep. 

Next morning, when Miss S. and A. G. went to call on the rabbits, 
they found a disgraceful state of things. The hutch in a most untidy mess, 
clothes flung about anyhow, and Peter and Benjie sprawling on the floor, 
fast asleep and snoring frightfully. They tried to wake them, but the 
rabbits only murmured something about ‘jolly good fellows’, and fell 
asleep again. 

“Well, we never!’ said Miss S. and A. G. 

When Albert King went to take Bertie his dinner, you cannot imagine 
the state he found the pigsty in. Such a litter of things of every sort, and 
Bertie in the midst of it all, fast asleep. King poked him with a stick, and 
said, ‘Dinner, Bertie!’ But even then he didn’t wake. He only grunted 
something that sounded like ‘ — God — save — King — Wenceslas!’ 

‘Well!’ said King. ‘Of all the animals!’ 


THE END 


And here is a ‘Hunting Song’, written, I imagine (from the topical 
allusion to Women’s Suffrage) when Alastair, the author, was nine years 
old: 


“Ye Huntsman winds ye clarion horn, 
Ye dappled hound doth yap, 

Ye poacher plods his weary way, 

To set ye rabbit trap. 


“Ye rabbits leap o’er thorn and bryre, 
Ye poacher to avoid, 

Ye wrathful keeper seezes him, 

Ye poacher is annoyed. 


“Ye angler waiteth patiently, 

To catch ye bonny trout. 

His patience is rewarded, 

And he hooks him by the snout. 


“Ye Scottish Laird to pot ye grouse, 
His neighbours all doth ask. 
Ye canny Scottish gillie 


Doth drain ye whiskey flask. 


“Ye fat red-faced policemen, 

Ye suffragette pursue, 

Ye magistrate says “fourteen days”, 
Ye suffragette says “Booh!” 


“Ye huntsman Cupid shooteth 

At lovers with his dart, 

It never pierceth through the head, 
But always through the heart. 


‘I pause, for now ye angry mob 
Disturbs ye poet’s peace, 

“Ye stocks, ye horse pond,” is the cry, 
And I perforce must cease.’ 


And, also by Alastair, I find a play of which the title and characters 
are: 


BEAUTY BORN 
Characters 
JOHN CHIFFIELDS: A labourer. 
GEORGE LEE: King of the Gypsies. 
MR. MARSDEN: The Vicar. 
MR. JONES: The Undertaker. 
BEAUTY BORN: Daughter of John Chiffields. 
MARY CHIFFIELDS: Mother of Beauty Born. 


GYPSIES, neighbours, &c. &c. 


The prologue, or short first act, goes thus: 


ACT I Scene. Inside the Chiffields’ cottage. Mrs. Chiffields is making 
tea. Enter John Chiffields. 


Mary Chiffields: Why, John, how late you are to-day And only guess 
who’s come to stay? John: I hope it’s not my uncle Jim I simply hate the 
sight of him, I hope it’s not your fat Aunt Prout You know she always put 
me out; I want no visitors, not me, Now do make haste and get my tea. 


Mary (drawing a curtain and showing a cradle with a baby in it): 
This visitor’s a different thing And fit enough for any king. 

John: — A baby boy? That’s not so bad He looks a pretty little lad. 
Mary: — But it’s a girl! 

John: — Dash! 


Mary: — Do not mourn I tell you she’s a Beauty Born; She’ll do to sew 
your buttons on And cook when I am dead and gone So look upon the 
brighter side. 


John (beginning his tea): 
Well, since she’s here she’d better bide. 


The play proceeds to relate how Beauty Born, growing up, is beloved by 
Lee — the Gypsy King. Beauty does not reciprocate his affection so Lee 
attempts to kidnap her. John Chiffields comes to his daughter’s aid and 
fights with Lee who, finding himself worsted, falls down and pretends to 
be dead. Lulled into a false security Beauty Born thereupon goes for a 
walk alone. Lee, following her, now succeeds in his design. John 
Chiffields traces Lee and Beauty to the gypsy encampment. John is taken 
prisoner. But Beauty helps him and they both escape. On arriving home 
they find that Mrs. Chiffields has died of a very natural alarm. They give 
her a handsome funeral which is largely attended, and there we meet Mr. 
Jones, the undertaker, who comforts Beauty thus: 


Mr. Jones: — Young lady, kindly do not cry But take my arm and wipe 
your eye. 


And Mr. Marsden, a clergyman, who says, helpfully: 
This is indeed a doleful day For better times we all must pray. 


And presently we find Beauty Born and John Chiffields at home again. 
(Lee has apparently resigned himself to the loss of Beauty) and we reach 
the final curtain thus: 


Beauty Born (setting John’s tea before him): 
There, Father, isn’t it a joy That I’m a girl and not a boy? 
John Chiffields (eating bread and jam): 


Yes, Beauty Born, I’m very glad That you’re a lass and not a lad. 


It seems that a little boy who, barely out of the nursery, could 
perpetrate such a plot and action might have gone far. Beauty Born 
remains for me as remarkable a piece of ‘child literature’ as ever I read. 

Mr. F. Anstey Guthrie (F. Anstey) writes to Mrs. Grahame of her son 
as follows: 

‘He must have been about seven, when, on calling one day at Durham 
Villas, I was first introduced to him. I have never never met a boy with 
such natural distinction, or a more fascinating personality. It was rather 
like being presented to a young prince. He was a handsome little boy, tall 
for his age, with rather long brown hair, a singularly clear and beautiful 
voice, a subtle smile and an air of complete self-possession. 

‘He did not suffer visitors at all gladly. One afternoon when some 
people were calling he was observed to run about the drawing-room with 
extraordinary activity during the whole of their visit, his explanation 
being: “I thought if I kept moving I might escape being kissed.” It is not 
likely, however, that they had any suspicion of the reason, for his manner 
towards all visitors had an invariable grace and charm. 

‘From our first meeting I had been struck by a certain maturity, not in 
the least priggish, in his choice of words, and a delicate sense of humour 


which was far beyond his years. 

‘I like to think that I was admitted to his friendship. We had some 
interests in common at all events; toys being one of them, and just then 
Mouse had a passion for any kind of mechanical toy. I remember a 
clockwork pianist who, on being wound up, elicited a faint and tiny 
sound from his instrument. He was no Paderewski, but Mouse was quite 
well satisfied by his performance. 

‘It is so many years ago now that I have few recollections of anything 
that Mouse said at our meetings. The circus was, however, one of our 
subjects, for he fully shared his father’s love for it. Once about this time 
a telegram arrived, which Mouse eyed with eager expectation, only to be 
told that it was on some business matter. “Oh,” he said in a crestfallen 
voice, “I thought perhaps it was to invite us all up to a Circus!” 

“We also compared notes on Kensington Gardens, which I had known 
at a much earlier age than his. But he did not divulge to me the private 
opinion of that pleasure ground which he expressed later on going to live 
in the country. “Kensington Gardens!” he said disdainfully, “simply 
starchy with perambulators!” 

‘Even then I realized that, in addition to a charming and lovable 
nature, Mouse had ability and originality that in all probability would 
develop into genius. I know now that as he grew up, he never lost his 
charm, and as a boy and a young man, was fearless, generous, kindly and 
gracious to all he met, while there were already indications that he would 
eventually be among those who leave Literature the richer for their 
existence. I myself believe that he would have been a very great writer.’ 

Alastair was, as the son of his father, a true lover of Christmas and of 
Christmas trees and, when a few Christmases had made him connoisseur, 
his parent took thought and decorated for him the finest Christmas tree in 
Christendom. 

He chose first a bulgy bay-window in the hall at Cookham Dene so 
that the tree, when lighted up, might be seen, by those who approached 
the house, at all its gorgeously pink-candled angles. He chose his tree (a 
spruce fir, of course) and stood it within the window upon a carpet, thick, 
orderly and square, of red beech leaves, dusted on with a hoar-frost of 
‘diamond-dust’. Above the tree he hung a shepherd’s star to sparkle. On 
the top of the tree he caused, gold-crowned, an angel to stand. Within the 
angel was a mechanism that made it revolve whilst it emitted a tinkling 
carol in praise of Christmas. There were icicles of glass upon the dark 
and symmetrical branches, there were pink candles, there were guns and 
pop-guns in the old classic colours — magenta and scarlet and crude 


yellow. There was Father Noah and his Ark. There were horses and 
riders in red, there were sabres and monkeys and fruits of wax whose 
cheeks were the one of scarlet and the other of yellow. There were gilded 
walnuts and silver boats, small boats rigged in cobweb of silver. There 
was even, without, a slight snowfall to be seen through the window. It 
was the perfect tree and when lighted up it looked like the Queen of 
Sheba in a ball dress of peacock tails, only far finer. 

And the poet who had made it for the little boy made this poem to go 
with it: 


“The time is drawing nigh when Trees 
Shall rustle in the parlour breeze; 

And Pines and Firs shall wave indoors, 
Scattering their needles on the floors. 
Then we shall wander ‘neath the boughs 
That whisper in the scented house; 

And, looking up for Stars, shall see 
Pink candles twinkle bashfully! 


‘O noble steed, with Rider red! 

O Ark, that sailest overhead! 

Dolls, in the branches blossoming, 

Whence Trumpet, Drums, and Sabres swing! 
Strewn on the carpet’s sward so green 
Strange gold and silver fruits are seen; 
While from a Box sweet tinklings flow, 

Like Robin fluting in the snow! 


‘And then — the Story-Teller comes! 

— Let fall the Trumpets, hush the Drums! 
Wolves in the street may howl and wait — 
The Camp-Fire glows within the Grate! 
Round it we Pirates, Scouts and Trappers 
(Hugging our Presents in their wrappers) 
Spell-bound, in semi-circle snug, 

Drink the enchantment, on the rug!’ 


And when the stories were told the carol-singers came (very like the 
carol-singers, ‘villagers all in The Wind in the Willows) and the 
Mummers came too, just as they came in The Golden Age, stamping and 


crossing and declaiming, ‘till all was whirl and riot and shout And 
altogether it was the merriest Christmas that ever was. And here I should 
like to leave little Alastair Grahame, a happy day behind him and heir- 
apparent, one would have said, to many happy days. 

Yet I will add that his bigger boyhood (though the latter part of it was 
lived in the War years) seems to have been a happy time too although the 
literary promise, so marked in nursery and schoolroom days, is now only 
to be noticed in his letters. There develops, however, a passion for acting 
and for swimming. And a character for kindness, courtesy and courage in 
all things. His letters are full of a gay and spritely humour — 
occasionally expressed in Latin verse or in English Limericks — such as 


“There was a young Frenchman called Jules 
Who jobbed as a waiter at Buol’s 

The customers said That his Welsh Rabbit’s head 
Was as hard as an Indian Mule’s.’ 


In a letter from his private school he writes: ‘I and Jennings 
discovered a ripping cave in the quarry. We are having a ripping game 
there. The cave is on a desert island and there is buried treasure 
(doubloons, Louis d’ors, pieces of eight). Also cannibals and a pirate 
ship. Need I say that Jennings is Rupert of Hentzau and that I am Dick 
Lawless, the Bloody Buccaneer? On Tuesday I swam over the ledge and 
into the open sea. On Wednesday we played Durlston Court and won by 
about 100. On Friday was The Parents’ Match. The Parents were as 
numerous, as arogant (sic) and as over-dressed as they always are. On 
Saturday we went down to the ledge and had a look at the sea. The 
waves were magnificent. Even on the cliff-top we could feel the spray in 
our faces. I think a stormy sea is one of the finest sights one can see 
anywhere. Afterwards we went down to Swanage and I bought a 
sixpenny edition of George Borrow’s Bible in Spain. Borrow seems to 
have been a tireless traveller and as a linguist he was simply 
extraordinary.... Daddy’s verses move me to break into song too: 


‘Once I met a fellow 

Tramping down the road 

A truss of straw, bright yellow, 
Was all that bumpkin’s load.’ 

The Impressions of a Clodhopper. 


“Yours affectionately, 
‘A. GRAHAME (Titwillow)’ 


‘P.S. — I am glad to hear that Uncle Harold has been made Mayor of 
Westminster. May his period of office be as prolonged as that of Sir R. 
Whittington of feline fame.’ After leaving Eton, Alastair (he had been 
too young to undertake personal war service) went to Oxford. About then 
his father writing of him to a friend says, ‘It was most awfully good of 
you to give the boy such a splendid time. He seems to have enjoyed 
every minute of it. Owing to the War he has been simply starved on the 
social side of him and this visit was just what he wanted and what was 
best for him. For he is a “social animal” really. I dare say you discovered 
what a passion he has for abstract discussion and first principles as 
opposed to anything concrete. He would, for instance, sit up all night 
discussing the principles that went to the drawing up of the American 
Constitution, while being languidly indifferent to personal details 
concerning any President.’ 

In Alastair’s second year at Christ Church, in May 1920, in the days 
when Death and Sudden Death began once more to be exceptional in 
Youth and forgotten in the land, an accident at a level-crossing near 
Oxford Station took him instantly. 

Of the many hundreds of letters arising out of the tragedy, letters from 
every sort and condition of sympathizer, I will quote from three. I make 
my brief choices for representative reasons. I quote a letter of the Dean 
of Christ Church, dated July 1920, because I think that its restrained 
allusion to a terrible meeting and moment leaves no more to be said as to 
what was tragic and final in the cruel matter. Dr. Strong writes from 
Christ Church: 


‘DEAR MRS. GRAHAME, — I thank you for your letter. I am 
leaving this house to-morrow. And a great part of my possessions have 
been already removed. But I am still working in my study, which has 
many memories — none sadder than that here I had to tell you and his 
father of your dear son’s death. 


“Yours very sincerely, 
“THOMAS B. STRONG’ 


I quote from a letter of Miss Anna Gregory, ‘boys’ maid’ at Alastair’s 
House at Eton, because it is well, above all things, to be remembered for 


kindness and courtesy and in the friendly terms of workaday. Miss 
Gregory writes: 

. ‘I shall never forget his memory. He was always so kind and 
courteous. He was the only boy in his tutor’s house that I ever even 
thought of cutting the bread-and-butter thin for. I trust you may be 
comforted.’ 

And a fellow undergraduate writes of Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch’s 
appreciation of Alastair: ‘I think you must be glad that somebody has 
written down so well what we all felt instinctively but could not 
express.’ 

I quote these words because they speak for every one who was sorry 
and also because they serve to introduce what Sir Arthur said, in the 
Oxford Magazine of 18th June 1920. 

‘It is a pious office (and the Magazine has, from the first, faithfully 
performed it) to print some record of any son of Oxford whose end 
rounds off an honourable tale of accomplished work. We pay, so far as 
their numbers allow, a like tribute to those who fell in the late War; 
equalling them with their seniors. We owe that much at least to them, and 
we can go on pretending to ourselves — for without the soothing lie life 
would be unendurable — that they were not betrayed to early death. But, 
the War ended, there begins again the old quarrel with Fate over those 
whom abstulit atra dies, whom it is snatching just as before, without any 
shade of a plea that they died to save us, or to save England, or to save 
any other mortal thing the preservation of which would compensate for 
murder of youth and promise. Whatever our date at Oxford, we have all 
known one or two contemporaries “perished in their prime” over whom 
we have had to dismiss the professional mourner to the street; over 
whom in the strength of indignation we really are able to browbeat Fate 
and demand whether or not it knows its business. 

‘Alastair Grahame was an undergraduate of Christ Church. He went 
out for a solitary walk after Hall on the night of May 7th, and on his way 
home, crossing the intricate railway lines by Port Meadow, was cut down 
by a train and instantly killed. No, after all, there is nothing to accuse, if 
a boy — with, as he had, some defect of eyesight — choses to stray, at 
night, across the complicated metals of two railway lines. Aware of it or 
no, he has run the risk, and there’s an end. And this will do, if we as 
sternly cancel out humbug on the other side — all talk about Guardian 
Angels, “it is not growing like a tree”, &c., or “Death’s self being sorry”. 

‘I knew Alastair Grahame from his infancy. He was always an 
“unusual” boy: not merely one of the boys (far more usual than is 


commonly supposed) who are unable to view Rugby or Eton save as 
prisons and look forward to Oxford or Cambridge for the gaol delivery 
of their souls; but one who, coming to adore Oxford, still saw it as a 
preparative. School games afflicted his soul, because it was impatient. It 
could not wait to play with taken-for-granted amusements; it was (I 
think) a trifle too contemptuous of his fellows so easily accepting 
themselves as, at the best, “noble playthings of the gods”. But he found 
delight and gaiety and wisdom in the simplest happenings of animals and 
people. Above all he was gentle: to animals quite instinctively a young 
image of St. Francis (yet I must not say instinctively, remembering that 
one of the loveliest books of our time and the least appreciated 
commensurately with its worth, The Wind in the Willows, is based all on 
letters written to amuse him as a child). To all his elders and to the poor, 
he bore himself with the sweetest of courtesy. On whatever else he might 
have improved, his high manners were his own and absolute. As for 
patriotism, he was too young to serve; but this did not prevent his 
offering himself more than once. He was turned back twice; and he took 
these reverses seriously, envying the luckier ones so far as his nature 
allowed him to envy. 

‘He fell back, as I know, on a dream of sacrifice to make the world 
better when this turmoil should be over. He was consciously fitting 
himself; and I do not doubt that he was wandering, occupied with these 
dreams, when brute force hurled itself upon them and annihilated them 
all. 

‘A few, I dare say, who look back upon this Summer Term of riotous 
renewal will remember a small tragedy which opened it. But I wish that 
all who are building up hopes, just now for their country, might realize 
what a paragraph in The Times—” Undergraduate’s Death: killed on the 
line at Oxford” — meant to one who, himself bound for Cambridge, and 
the avid young life there renewing itself, actually repeating, as his eyes 
withdrew from the English landscape of Spring, “I turned from all she 
brought to those she could not bring,” found himself staring stupidly at 
the announcement and the name of the victim, Alastair Grahame. Above 
all private sorrow and sympathy I knew the quenching, suddenly, 
brutally, of a high hope, not selfish. It was as if, among the few stars left 
in an elderly man’s heaven, one had suddenly dropped to extinction. Well 
enough I see Oxford indifferent to the fate of any particular son; but 
sorely must we lament one who never began to live until he had found 
her and would, we believe, have lived to reward her with honourable 
achievement.’ 


Above the dust which young Alastair was done with, his father caused 
these words to be written: ‘Here was laid to rest on his twentieth 
birthday, 12th of May 1920, Alastair, only child of Kenneth and Elspeth 
Grahame, of whose noble ideals, steadfast purposes and rare promise 
remains only a loved and honoured memory.’ 

Well did the child Alastair ask, years ago, concerning a world whose 
acquaintance he had so lately made, ‘Why is there trouble?’ Now, may 
happen (since ‘Death is Promotion’), he has been answered. 


CHAPTER X. THE LIZARD LIGHTS 


IN a man’s working life there must be holidays, if his work is to be the 
best work, if it is to be good work even. Kenneth Grahame’s ‘spiritual 
homes’ were ‘the two sea-boots’ — Italy and the Duchy of Cornwall. To 
the one or the other he went, when young, on vacation. And when, in his 
later years, the fogs of November sent him to seek the sun, it was in the 
Duchy or in Italy that he sought it. Kenneth, Edinburgh born though he 
was, rarely visited Scotland, a ‘gangrel Scot’ he preferred the South — 
the ‘uncovenanted lands But when he did go North he was content there 
and he writes of his last visit to Scotland that ‘it was really an immense 
success. The weather was magnificent and we were, even for the 
Highlands, in the most beautiful country. The boy was simply drunk with 
it all and grieved sorely to leave it. There was a joy of colour 
everywhere. But of course (there’s aye something) travelling in August is 
always infernal and we had to couch like the beasts of the field, in 
temperance inns and such’. [GRAHAME BIOG] 

But though the blue Adriatic summoned him periodically, as likewise 
did the haunted groves and Sicilian beaches, Kenneth Grahame was a 
Cornishman, if not by birth at least by inclination. He went to the West 
for the first time in 1884. Then he and his sister, Kenneth being on 
holiday from the Bank of England, visited The Lizard in idle August and 
there Kenneth gazed into the sea pools (as other young men gaze into the 
eyes of a girl) and was captivated. And back in Bloomsbury, he 
remembered and he wrote of Triton and Mermaid and the ‘dragon- 
haunted’ sea: 


‘From each generation certain are chosen whom Nature, in those rathe 
years when she imprints our plastic wax with that wonderful signet-ring 
of hers, leads by the hand one fated day within sight and sound of the 
sea. There — howbeit scarce in years enough to distinguish between 
vision and fact — the elect is made aware, or dreams, of a marvellous 
emergence and dazedly hears the very Triton blow on his wreathed horn. 
And in the blare that issues from out the crooks of the sea-thing’s shell 
are mingled many elements — wind-shaken water, whip and creak and 
rattle of shrouds, flap of idle sails in halcyon spells, cry of gulls at 
pasture on the pale acres that know no plough; but run through them all, 
making the chord perfect, is a something that suggests the dazzling 
laughter of Oceanus in a crinkling calm, with a certain haunting smell of 


weed and tar. Henceforth, that adept is possessed. Deskbound, pent in 
between city walls — a fellow, say, fast held in the tangle of Christ 
Church bells; a solicitor behind wire-blinds in some inland market-town 
— henceforth the insistent echo will awake and take him betimes, 
claiming him as one with the trident brand on him. For the Triton knows 
his man, and whom he has once chosen he never again lets go. 

‘This thing may befall him, indeed, who has never even sniffed salt in 
the air, nor watched the solan, a rocket reversed, spirt high the spray in 
his joyous huntings. On him it will come suddenly out of some musty 
book of magic: wherein the sulphur clouds roll tremendous round the tall 
masts of fighting ships topped by the meteor flag, or the boats, with 
muffled oars, steal forth to the cutting out of the French brig. He will 
hear the lap and gurgle of waves he has never seen, along the sides of a 
craft whose streaks no man has laid: wherefore it has come to pass that 
many a stout mariner of England has known nothing more nautical than 
the brown sails of barges sliding by his farmstead, through pasturage 
dotted with browsing kine. If the conditions be reversed, and Nature, as 
first known to him, was ever one half of it the shifting sea, then the 
Triton will have certainly hailed him one day or other, and thenceforward 
the call sounds ever in his ear. Or, it may be, having thrilled to the 
Triton’s note ere he knew right from wrong, the vision it evokes for him 
shall be circumscribed and homely as the writer’s own: which is of big 
blacksided fishing-boats, drawn high and dry on a wondrous beach. 
These were his daily food, though once a week the mysterious steamer 
from the outer world crawled by with clockwork singularity. Fishing- 
boats and the weekly steamer — these he had endlessly limned and 
dislimned, though the slate was given (sure) for better ends, ere the white 
day when the little plump of yachts cast anchor off the tiny town. The 
first reading of the Arabian Nights — they were something like that to 
him, these slim Sultanas of the sea! Had not the rural policeman been 
courting his nursemaid, the vision had lacked completeness; to the young 
god he owes it, that he was rowed out, enraptured, himself and the 
maiden in the stern, the man of order at the oars, while the unseen Eros 
balanced it in the bows. The writhing golden sea-weed shimmered 
fathoms deep below. Above were these fairy galleys, and you could spy 
their dainty fitments, and spell out the names on their gilded bows. And 
when at last they spread white wings and vanished, the slate for long 
would record no meaner portraiture. It is small wonder that to this boy 
the trains, whose acquaintance he was soon to make, should seem 
ungainly rattletraps. True it is that they held one piece of fascination; for 


the arms of an ancient city were painted on the carriage-doors, and these 
were made additionally mysterious by the rhyme communicated by a 
good-natured porter, which told how “This is the tree that never grew, 
this is the bird that never flew; this is the fish that never swam, this is the 
bell that never rang.” But for all that, the train was damned, in that it 
took you away, out of earshot of the Triton’s bugling; so that only once 
you might get a certain small effect of grace when suddenly, as it rattled 
past some dingy town, over the reeking house-tops there appeared a 
tangled tracery of masts, while a delicate waft of tar and harbour-mud 
breathed of the authentic, unsuspected Paradise at hand. 

‘Isled in far-reaching downs, the inland farmstead knows no harsh 
Atlantic: the sole murmur that surges and breaks about its doors 
commingles the cackle and grunt and lot of its dependants. Two china 
dogs of seductive aspect adorn the mantelshelf in a kitchen recking not 
of nets nor crab-pots, with certain fruits in wax, cunningly fashioned, 
fairer far than Nature’s own, and with two great smooth shells, wherein 
the sea’s secret lingers, in shadow as it were, and eternized. Once, long 
years ago, they were filled with the Triton’s music, and ever since, the 
natural phonographs of the god, they have faithfully retained its echoes 
till the understanding one shall come. And as he listens at the lips of 
them, farm and farmstead melt away; the solid miles break up and 
disappear; and once again he is walking the wind-blown sands, while at 
his side his ancient mistress, malicious, serpentine, beautiful, coils and 
fawns, and laughs and caresses, and calls to him, as of old. 

‘And what of the Triton’s point of view? He, too, is doubtless drawn 
to an alien element by some subtle attraction not in the unstable glancing 
world wherein he abides. Is there far down in him a sympathetic string 
responding to the voice of the wind in the pine tops, the flow of gorse 
and heather, the hum of wandering bees? Hath he an affection for the 
warm-skinned beasts that stray by the shores, which the cold flocks and 
herds of Proteus fail to satisfy? Or doth he turn, perchance, from the chill 
caresses of green-haired mermaidens, to dream of some rich-blooded 
minion of the dairy? Whatever the reason, who doubts that there are 
discontents down in the sea as well as high on his banks? And neither of 
us can change places, which is possibly just as well. No: we can but hail 
each other fraternally, on those rare occasions when recognition is 
permitted, and the last tripper has left the beach one moment free.’ 

Year after year Kenneth returned to that remote West. There he spoke 
as an equal to the dark men of the sea who sat on the settle at the inn and 


smoked and lied and drunk a glass and put to sea again their lives in their 
own strong hands. 

He learnt to ‘whiff’ for pollock (a matter of rowing) and to ‘sail’ (a 
red mainsail and a little mizzen) for mackerel (a form of trailing with 
three plummet lines, one on each side and one astern, by which you may 
fill a boat with the bonny fish), he learnt to lay, and haul, a ‘boulter’. 
And a ‘boulter’ is a mile-long sea-line punctuated with corks and 
bristling with a system of ‘dropper’ hooks baited with mussel or lug 
worm. When you haul the boulter it brings in-board eight glittering 
furlongs of fish. 

Conger, too, he learnt to catch, putting out to a summer sea at 6 p m. 
The pilchard fleets are shooting their nets beyond Fowey and the August 
dusk has come by 7.30. The lugger lamps glitter. In six fathoms of 
smooth water the anchor falls. The stout lines are baited with squid. The 
conger — but Kenneth Grahame held that the fun with a twenty-five- 
pound conger only really began after you got it into the boat. And it was 
fun rather appropriate (he said) to some rollicking old farce at the 
Vaudeville of other days. The conger usually knocked the lamp over and 
then went, full of fight, ‘swingeing’ and slithering from stem to stem, 
Kenneth meanwhile, and the boatman, bludgeoning each other by 
moonlight in their attempts to subdue it. Great knockabout business it 
was. 

And once, off Kynance Cove, trolling with rod and line, a spoon of 
great dimensions and a wire trace that would hold a narwhal, a fish, in 
the late afternoon, took the gargantuan bait and ‘sounded’ with a 
prodigious dive of five fathoms. It then, still deep down, began to tow 
the boat out to sea. After a while the boatman, weather and tide being 
contrary, said that he would not be responsible for the safety of the ship’s 
company unless the fish was cut adrift. The angler laid his rod down and 
took hold of the line and hauled upon it with all his mighty strength, and 
Kenneth was a big man and in the flower of his youth. He says that he 
Saw, or ever the sea-line parted, a great and sinister shape, or shadow, in 
the water—’ like the shape that followed Rorie’s cobble in Aros’. And, 
with the night falling and the wind coming on to blow, he was well rid of 
whatever it was, I think. 

So Kenneth became a Cornishman by adoption and learnt to love the 
Cornish fisherfolk and to enjoy their friendliness to him. He liked their 
Spanish looks, he liked the foreign names by which some called 
themselves, he liked the soft southern voices that addressed him (or any 


one else) by such affectionately-sounding utterances as ‘my dear life’ 
and ‘my dear soul’. 

And once, when he landed and stood among his fisher friends after a 
night with the pilchard fleet, he, sunburnt and covered with scales ‘like 
Harlequin’, this is what came of it. The late principal of Hertford 
College, Oxford, Dr. Boyd, was a visitor at The Lizard and out betimes. 
He was a benefactor of the fishermen who, as a class, he loved and with 
whom he was always anxious to converse. What wonder then that on this 
occasion Dr. Boyd singled out a splendid-looking young man in a blue 
jersey and a peaked cap as the subject for his friendly advances? In 
Kenneth Grahame’s own words: 

‘He came up and asked had I had good luck with the fish?— “The 
best, sir,” said I and touched my cap. 

Presently, after a few more remarks, he went away. But, in a minute, 
he was back again and begging my pardon for his mistake. “Sir,” said I, 
“T have never been more flattered in my life.”’ 

Most of all he liked Cornish food—’ Thunder-and-Lightning’ (which 
is Cornish cream and treacle zig-zagged over warm, new bread, in the 
form of forked lightning and of sheet). ‘Splits’ he liked also (fresh rolls 
opened, spread thickly with the thickest of cream and closed again) and 
‘Star-Gazy Pie’ which is made from fresh pilchards whose noses peer 
upwards through the lightest and most flaky of pie-crust. 


(Can ye tell me, fisher laddies, 
What’s gotten into the heads o’ the baddies?) 


‘Licky Pasties’ too, of which one of the constituents is a leek, were 
the fine fare and one that the women would wrap in hot flannel and give 
to their men-folk to take to the fishing. Delicacies indeed. 

And the westerly weather appealed to Kenneth, not only in its idylls 
of summer evenings and estuaries, the gorse yellow on the cliff-tops, the 
hunting-call of the swifts loud and low down about the boat that drew to 
her moorings, but the great gales also that praise the Lord. He loved the 
roar of the rain that rattles like small shot against an ‘oily’, he loved the 
salt sting of the spume that flies over the cliff when the great, grey seas, 
swinging out of the mist, explode below and, recoiling like a mill-race, 
suck the gravel beaches after them in thunder — a moil of green water, a 
turmoil of white suds. 

This Lizard that Kenneth took to his heart is the last of English land to 
be sighted by down-Channel shipping. Two lighthouses wink there when 


the dark falls. The peregrine nests on the sea cliffs and there the fulmar 
flies. Off shore that grim coast is fortressed with rocks, it is fringed and 
fanged with reefs where, even in the endless summer days, the blue-and- 
white fountains spout continually. 

But, rugged and gigantic, a hard and scanty land is this and its people 
wring want from the sea which in turn takes her toll of them. And those 
who do not fish toil in serpentine, for so the colour-veined rock of Lizard 
is called. Kenneth Grahame, in his time, bought many a ‘tourist article’ 
— a candlestick here, an inkstand there, or, perhaps a photograph frame, 
all in this heavy granite, and just to ‘help-along’ a Cornishman. 

Salvage occurred sometimes. Kenneth has been remembered as he 
stood on the turf-covered cliff-top among an acreage, and much more, of 
fleeces from Morocco. A great ship had driven, head on, into the black 
fangs of the reef and there she had broken asunder. Her cargo of valuable 
sheepskins was to salve. Throughout the parish every occupation, from 
the boiling of an egg to the building of a church, was suspended and, 
creeping child to nonogenarian, all hands were to the salving, grabbing 
and drying and cleaning the wool which, high in quality, promised a 
noble dividend to those who could get it — a dividend greater than any 
that pollock or pilchard could pay. 

For a while Kenneth Grahame stood among the salvors. Then he too 
went to the beaches — an amateur of might. What the sea brought to him 
or what, waist-deep, he wrested from her he gave to the oldest of the 
gleaners, or to the brown-faced youngest who had, he said, ‘much cry 
and little wool’. Anyhow it was a great harvest and, at the end of the 
week, more watches were bought at The Lizard than had been sold in the 
memory of man. 

For in Cornwall the possession of a watch is a hall-mark of a solid 
prosperity and the owner of a silver watch is a man of luxury, even 
leisure, whom all must respect. For only the luxurious possess a silver 
watch. At The Lizard, and in sea-faring Cornwall generally, gold is 
unknown. Silver is the only ware. Watches are of silver and so are 
wedding-rings. In fact when Kenneth, about to be married at Fowey, 
wanted a wedding-ring, the ‘plain gold ring’ of the ballad, it was to 
Plymouth that he must journey before he could buy one. But, as I have 
said, after the wreck of the Suevic, silver watches were common at The 
Lizard—’ common as pilchards at Looe’. Indeed one granddad, the 
richer for the flotsam, the extra wool that Kenneth had won for him, 
treated himself to two silver watches. And lived twice as happy ever 
after. 





Tom Roberts was Kenneth’s friend who took him to the fishing. Tom 
was, for twenty-one years, coxswain of the lifeboat and, at seventy-four 
years of age (when he could still go aloft ‘like a boy’) he had taken his 
boat out through the tumbling rock-staked tides to the sinking Suevic. He 
had climbed on board the wreck and calmed the crew with the tidings 
that ‘she was so fast on the rocks that she couldn’t sink — not yet 
awhile, anyway’. 

Mary Ellen was the daughter of Tom Roberts, she was married to Mr. 
Squibb the signalman of the lifeboat. She has lately written a letter 
telling of these Cornish days. I quote a few lines of it, just as Mrs. 
Squibb has written them down: ‘I remember young Mr. Kenneth, he was 
very fond of my father and was always very nice to us and to my family. 
He used to love going out fishing all night with father. They used to set a 
boulter and they would catch very big fish, cod-fish and ling, which 
people used to salt and dry for the winter. They don’t seem to do that 
now. Father named his boat the Mary Ellen after me. Rather a funny 
name for a boat but he thought a lot of me. I think the first time I 
remember Mr. Kenneth was in 1887. He had been out with father fishing 
that day and he called in on his way back. I happened to be out getting 
something and when I came in he was sitting in his sea-boots with my 
two little girls in their nightgowns one on each knee. They had heard 
some one come in and come creeping down for to peep who it was and 
he had taken them up. I can see the three of them now.’ 

Mrs. Squibb still lives at Gue Graze, The Lizard. And she lets 
lodgings and one of ‘the two little girls’ cooks most beautifully. 

Another of Kenneth Grahame’s Cornish friends was ‘Captain James’. 
He was not really a captain but, after years of strenuous toil, he had 
(something like Mr. Kipling’s McPhee) amassed a_ reasonable 
competence — and the two watches which confer the honorary rank of 
Captain. So he built himself a fine house and then Mrs. Captain James 
invited her old acquaintance, Mr. Kenneth Grahame, to take tea. 

The new house had a ‘slab’ which is Cornish for kitchen range and 
marks the millionaire. Kenneth arrived punctually. The Captain was 
seated on one side of the ‘slab’ (which, polished like a mirror, was ‘too 
good to use’), on the other side sat ‘the girl’, an appendage of new-found 
state, who shuffled her feet in agonies of shyness, crossing and 
uncrossing them, and bending a flushed face above a new duster which 
she made pretence to darn. 

The two supported Mrs. James who stood between them to receive the 
guest. This done, Mrs. James, leaving her husband to his new-found, and 


tedious, inaction, began the ‘showing-over’. The furniture was from 
Plymouth, the parlour was ‘Louis-quinsey’ and the dining-room 
‘Chewter’ (Tudor). There were four upstairs rooms, two furnished 
individually, in period styles, by the free-hand Plymouth firm. Both, 
sighed Mrs. James, were ‘too good to use But the Captain and she made 
the best of it by putting ‘the girl’ to sleep in the box-room and sleeping 
themselves in the latter’s very modest bedroom which, being of no 
particular period, seemed more homelike than the ‘Queen Annie’ and the 
‘George-g-i-an’ of the other two chambers. 

As the viewing became more prolonged Mrs. James became the more 
melancholy, until, exhibiting the labour-saving contrivances of the larder, 
she, who had lived her happy married life in a wooden shanty, broke 
down and broke out—’ I doubt whether we shall ever get our healths in 
this close place (the gale-swept Lizard!) and besides I do belong to work 
and there’s naught to do here but polish the “slab” and “the girl” does 
that.’ (To ‘belong to’ means in Cornwall, to be accustomed to; as, for 
instance, if one asked for fish-hooks, one might be told by the vendors, 
‘we do belong to keep them but we’re out of them this day’.) 

So Kenneth spoke kind words and the two returned to the kitchen and 
the Captain, who ‘belonging to work’ (just as did his old wife) had not 
even ‘the girl’s’ consolation of darning a duster and might but sit and 
admire the ‘slab Kenneth was touched, he has told, by the pathos of a 
dream of Kubla Khan so sadly fulfilled as to be, in the fact, a nightmare. 
But the tea was excellent. 

In his ‘private ledger’ I have found these lines written down. I like to 
imagine that they were composed on a summer evening while the Mary 
Ellen beat out to the conger grounds and, of a sudden, the orange beam 
stabbed the blue dusk. 


THE LIZARD LIGHTS 


Lizard Lights, our eyes were dim 
When we watched your beacon swim 
Down the gloom and disappear, 

Last of all we held most dear, 

On that far distant night of nights 
When last we saw you, Lizard Lights! 


Now, what magic spell is shed, — 


Like a dream the years have sped; 
Dream-like, gone the fears and frets, 
Gone the longings and regrets; 

Your glad ray at last requites 

All our sorrow, Lizard Lights! 


The above verses sound so sadly that only a happy young man, an 
after-tea pipe in his mouth and a night’s conger fishing before him, could 
have made them. 

Kenneth Grahame first went to Fowey in 1899. It was at St. 
Fimbarrus Church that he was married. St. Fimbarrus of Cork (of all 
places) and not of Cornwall! Fowey is pronounced Foy. It lies on the 
west shore of the estuary of the river Fowey. It has a deep sea harbour 
and the big ships go in and out of it. It has a Fort and a Ferry — but most 
people know Fowey best because it is ‘the little grey sea town that clings 
along one side of the harbour’ which the Sea-Rat describes, so exactly, in 
The Wind in the Willows. Therefore there is no need that I should 
describe Fowey. 

Beyond saying (the Sea-Rat has omitted to say this) that when 
elephants visit Fowey — sometimes elephants do and a circus toward — 
they find the street of Fowey so perpendicular, such a toboggan-slide of a 
place, that they must go down it philosophically, and in all their gilt 
trappings, seated upon their poor tails. Which the boys of Fowey, of 
which Kenneth was ever one, think is comical. 

Fowey is also the ‘Troy Town’ of Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch. To whom 
Kenneth Grahame, writing to thank Sir Arthur for the dedication of his 
book, The Mayor of Troy, says, ‘I feel now really officially connected 
with the place, through its Mayor; and some day I shall put in for an 
almshouse, if you have any.’ The Mayor is, of course, dedicated to ‘My 
friend Kenneth Grahame and the rest of the crew of the Richard and 
Emily The Richard and Emily was the rowing-boat used by Mr and Mrs. 
Grahame when on their honeymoon, which was spent at Fowey. 

Mrs. Grahame writes of the two children of Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch 
thus: 

“The eight-year-old page at our wedding was Bevil Quiller-Couch the 
only son of “Q” — a splendid little fellow who, even at that age, was so 
clever and so sensible that his opinion was weighed and gravely taken, as 
later it came to be sought and valued, alike by towns-people and sailor- 
men. He grew up to be what he then promised — a tower of strength, 
ever to be relied on — cheerful, charming — with a genius for friendship 


in every walk of life, and for those of all ages. Always a great man in a 
boat, sailing, rowing — and indeed as much at home in, or on, the water 
as on land — full of courage, as when he scaled an all but 
unsurmountable cliff to get succour for an old friend whose small yacht 
had filled and sunk in the bay below. As much loved at Winchester, at 
Oxford and in the Army, as he was in his native place, he lived to serve 
through the War, from August 1914 to the end, taking all risks yet being 
miraculously spared. 

‘He won the M.C. and later, the D.S.O. Going out as a Subaltern he 
rose rapidly to his Majority, and then to command a Battery — his 
beloved “Royal Ninth” of the Second Division during the last two years 
of fighting in France. He died of pneumonia in the Army of Occupation, 
to which he had returned, when he could have been demobilized, in order 
to see the story of his Battery closed to perfection and provide that its 
horses were sent home to England, in the pride they had deserved. They 
and his men, so he had written home to his parents on Armistice Day, 
“were my children”. 

‘Who would have thought that the little laughing boy in his white 
sailor suit with the bunch of roses for a buttonhole would have played so 
brave and enduring a part in so terrible a war, from the start to the finish 
of it, only to die of illness on the eve of his marriage? Some one at our 
long-ago wedding remarked to the little page, “Well, Bevil, it will be 
your turn next” — to which Bevil, with the common sense he shared 
with Dr. Johnson, replied calmly, “There are a good many in this town to 
be married before me.” 

‘He was a boy who then, and as long as his short life lasted, held a 
great place in the hearts of those who knew him, and in leaving this 
world left a great sense of grief and permanent loss, because somehow 
that place which he held would for ever remain empty — as no other 
could fill it as he had, with his cheery kindness, his unfailing courage 
and his vivid individuality. His resourcefulness was remarkable, and he 
was always a character and a personage, counselling and ruling those far 
older and (presumably) wiser than himself. But Bevil was always wise 
even as a child. 

‘Fowey was the best place in the world. The skies so blue, the sun so 
golden, and the moon so silver. Picnics with the Q’s, long sails in their 
yacht, the Vida, over the Bay to Penrice, the home of Admiral and Lady 
Graves Sawle, the latter, in her youth, an inspiration to Savage Landor. 
Rowing with the Q’s in their red boat, the Picotee, later to be’manned” 
by the golden-haired girl who at the earliest age was put into a tiny boat 





of her very own to be coached by her brother Bevil, who, eight years 
older than she, carried her up and down the room as a long-clothes baby, 
and cried exultingly, “See how good she is with me, I believe she likes a 
man’s step” (the man being eight!). 

“That long-clothes baby when arrived at the age of four, came to 
spend an afternoon with us at the Fowey Hotel, and on her nurse coming 
for her at bedtime said, “You needn’t try to fetch me, Nurse, but you can 
get my nightie, for I am going to live with the Grahames.” 

In the summer of 1899, Kenneth, at Fowey and writing to a lady, says: 
‘My sister said that she went along the cliffs and climbed down to a little 
cove and as she sat there a big rat came out and sat beside her and ate 
winkles! Said I to my sister, “Did he buy them off a barrow and drop 
them into his hat?” But she looked puzzled and said, “No, he only 
scraped in the seaweed with his little paws and fetched them out.” Then I 
began again—” Was it a black pin that he ate them with?” And she 
thought I was raving so I dropped the subject. But had I been there he’d 
have given me winkles and I’d have lent him a pin out of my tie. Another 
T.B. Destroyer has just come in. This looks like war and the chaffinch 
on the pea-stick is swearing at it like anything because, I suppose, his 
motto is “Peas at any Price Talking of peas there’s a vegetable cart here 
that goes around and the driver, instead of bellowing, plays on a comet, 
“Then you’ ll remember me” and “Come to the Cook House Door”, while 
his missus sells taters from the back of the cart. And talking of taters 
reminds me of flowers. In the lanes, they are pink and yellow and blue 
like the boats. There’s valerian in masses of pink which sets off the blue 
of the sky as the Judas trees do in Italy — by the way I saw a Judas tree 
in blossom just lately at Torquay — and there’s pink campion and In 
Pretoria, at that time, Kruger was being obdurate. cranesbill and blue 
speedwell and white stitchwort thrown in and yellow wild-mustard — 
and here and there a scarlet poppy, not many, but big ones. The Dashing 
Wave (brig) is loading up with china-clay. A beautiful schooner yacht is 
slowly passing out under my very nose. It’s a fortnight now come 
Monday and I continue to “be a nigger”, which is to like the place and 
loaf around it and never want to leave it. The schooner won’t let me 
alone, she’s just tacked across — like a minx. The sea has all the blues in 
the world and a few over. And thank you for the book, I shall enjoy it 
and it shall be duly returned (even though there is no book-plate) which 
is rather a concession, since one has to acquire books somehow!’ 

This letter, apart from being in itself a delightful letter, is instructive 
because it is, so far as I know, the earliest indication of the writer’s 


interest in the Rat and his literary possibilities, an inspiration afterwards, 
of course, to come fully to flower in The Wind in the Willows. And as for 
the black pin, Kenneth Grahame, even in the eating of a winkle, was 
always gourmet. 

It has been seen that Kenneth hankered for the simple Cornish fare he 
ate on the quays and in the country places. He was impatient, in the more 
fashionable hotels, of the fashionable menus served to him by waiters in 
black swallowtails and reasonably white shirts. To one of such who 
(bringing hors d’ oeuvres, after a quarter of an hour’s inactivity) 
volunteered the information that his great-grandfather had been a bishop, 
Kenneth made no direct reply. Though he said presently, to his 
companion, that he’d liefer the waiter had had a butler for an ancestor 
than a bishop for then he might have inherited a talent for his profession. 
“Though even so,’ he added, ‘the fellow’s a natural fool and would 
probably have hidden it in a napkin.’ 

He says, in a letter of much later years, ‘I get down to Fowey 
occasionally where Time always seems to stand still at the same point as 
on that bright summer day when you and your mother touched at the 
quayside; it is always holiday to me to catch a sight of the shipping there 
once more.’ 

But I best like to think of the Kenneth of the Cornish days as the jolly 
young giant in the dark-blue jersey, the brown face and the fish scales 
who stands at the top of the worn old water-steps after a night with the 
pilchard boats, stands and looks back at a blueness of sky and morning 
sea, a very blueness, the joy of which seems to him, even at that moment, 
better than breakfast. 


CHAPTER XI. BOHAM’S: (PART 1) 


MAYFIELD, Cookham Dene, whither the Grahames had gone when the 
Durham Villa days were done, was not meant to be a permanency. 
Mayfield had a carriage-sweep and educational advantages and Kenneth 
Grahame wanted neither. The neighbourhood too was a social one and he 
had no desire for society. Early in 1910 he heard of a farmhouse that 
sounded suitable. He went to see it and it was as suitable as it sounded. 
He had made a point of it having no billiard-room. He had wished it to 
be difficult of access. In both respects it met his views. The nearest 
billiard-table was ten miles away and folk who wanted to get to Boham’s 
usually walked. 

The disadvantages of carriage-sweeps had been illustrated when Mr 
and Mrs. Grahame had gone to lunch with Mr and Mrs. Thomas Hardy. 
The Grahames arrived at Dorchester early on a fine morning and, hiring 
a fly, they told the driver to drive to various places of interest in the 
neighbourhood. Towards one o’clock Kenneth, now ravenously hungry, 
told the cabman to go to Max Gate (the novelist’s house). The latter said 
that to do so was as much as his licence was worth. He turned his horse 
and drove in the opposite direction. Indignantly told to obey orders, he 
stopped and, from his box, addressed his fares. He explained that Mr. 
Hardy had been so much annoyed by Americans and (pointedly) others 
driving up to his door and peeping through his windows that he had 
forbidden the public vehicles of Dorchester to accept a charter to his 
house. If his (the driver’s) present passengers wished to go to Max Gate 
they must walk there. But he advised them not to risk it and he took no 
responsibility. In the end he compromised by putting them down ‘as near 
as he dared’ — about a mile’s walk from the flesh-pots. 

Thomas Hardy said that his sole compensation for his so many 
uninvited visitors was to see their expressions of deep disappointment if 
they did, by accident, meet him face to face. Kenneth said that he, for his 
personal part, was by nature debarred from even this poor satisfaction 
and therefore the new house must have no carriage entrance at all. 

Boham’s, at Blewbury, was as old as Doomsday Book. Blewbury is in 
the Berkshire Down country. There are other parts of England that give 
the visitor a feel of antiquity, but I know nothing so timeless as the 
country of the White Horse. It is a land of grey grasses, cloud shadows, 
shepherds, sheep-bells and skylarks. And if (as did the boy who went to 
call on ‘The Reluctant Dragon’) you will go uphill on a quiet autumn day 


you will, as Kenneth Grahame did, see Berkshire’s best, from the bare 
and billowy downs to the slow plough-teams in the vale, and think, 
maybe, the thoughts that he thought, and was inspired to write down, 
thus: 

‘Up there, on the windy top of the downs, the turf is virgin still to the 
share; the same turf that was trodden by the hurrying feet of Saxon levies 
ere they clashed with the Danish invader on yonder ridge. But down in 
the valley that they shelter, the conquering plough has sped and swayed 
for centuries; and here, where this great shoulder merges into the fields 
with a gentler incline, it has gone out and made conquest; breasted the 
hill behind a double team, and made this spur captive. This year its turn 
has come late, and the furrows still gleam unbroken, touched each, on the 
side the share has polished, with warm light from the low, red, winter’s 
sun. The stillness all around, the absence of chirping and singing life, the 
slight frost that holds the air, all seem silently to plead for a good word 
on behalf of a season that rarely gets one. After all, these brief sunless 
days, this suspended action of the year, impose restful conditions which 
those whose minds are in proper harmony with Nature only too gladly 
accept. Like the earth beneath us, we silently renew our forces for the 
coming awakening of life in nature and action in men; taking the while 
somewhat sad account of the past year’s words and deeds, which, vital 
enough as they may have seemed at their doing and saying, none the less 
surely now strew our path with their withered leaves, rustling with 
recollections. We, who for our sins are town dwellers, when the summer 
sun lights up gloomy squares and dusty streets, chafe at every sunlit day 
that passes as worse than wasted. Are we equally quick to miss and to 
long for the enforced repose of a winter with nature? 

‘Meanwhile, leaning on the gate, it is pleasant to look upon a piece of 
work as honestly done as it could be. No truer furrow could the divine 
herdsman himself have driven, when the fingers that had swept the lyre 
on Olympus were laid on the rude plough stilts, and the slow-plodding 
oxen, the very inanimate wood and iron, were stirred and thrilled by the 
virtue that went out of a god. 

When by Zeus relenting the mandate was revoked, Sentencing to exile 
the bright Sun-god, Mindful were the ploughmen of who the steer had 
yoked. Who; and what a track showed the upturned sod! 

This at least he was good to do, the god turned thrall: to make his 
“drudgery divine” by perfection; to tend Admetus’s sheep so that never 
should one be missed at folding-time, even as he herded the “broad- 
foreheaded oxen of the Sun” on the trackless asphodel meadows; to drive 


his furrows straight and true, as when, with his huntress sister, he sent his 
silvery shafts, one after the other, clanging to the mark. 

‘But the Delian suggestion jars on us as with a sense of incongruity, 
and recalls us to ourselves and our chill surroundings. Under modern 
culture our minds have become cosmopolitan in the widest sense; they 
range and possess not only the world that is, but that has been. 
Florentines we are perhaps, and encounter Beatrice with her salutation by 
the way; or we ride with Tannhauser to Rome, with burden of sweet, 
strange sin. When the summer sun is high we know and hail the Pythian 
one, the far-darter; and the old Pan still pipes to us at Mapledurham or in 
Hurley backwater. Only when winter has us fast do we truly feel our 
kinship with the Scandinavian toilers of old time, who knew life to be a 
little space in which to do great deeds, a struggle with Nature and 
inclement seasons and the mightier unseen power of hostile fates. Such 
were our fathers, fighting nature for eight months of the year, wresting a 
hard sustenance from her by force, seeing in the iron sky above only 
another force that had to be combated also; and a tinge of this feeling in 
our minds is their heritage to us, and pricks us like a conscience when 
our imaginations would fain stray in Socratic myrtle groves or gelidis in 
vallibus Haemi. 

“The warping influence of toil and stress of weather, common heritage 
of the north, shows itself so clearly in the pictures of the Northern or 
Flemish school as to give us a feeling towards them that we do not 
experience in inspecting other examples of early art. Some of the tender 
pity we might feel for the toil-worn face of a poor relation smites across 
us at sight of some of their homely Madonnas, pallid and drawn in face, 
bowed and warped in figure, only very human: the mothers and sisters of 
their painters. Most of all, their St. Christophers seem to epitomize their 
own history — the rude gigantic disproportioned figures, rough hewn as 
the staff that supports them, struggling to stem the torrent and bear the 
bright boy-Saviour to the shore. They, too, carried their divine burden 
safe to land, but the struggle was sore, and its marks are imprinted on 
their work. 

‘Pain, and toil, and suffering, whether from fate or man’s brutality, 
run like an under song through these pictures of the North; and it is our 
fellowship with these pains, these common sorrows, small or great, that 
is the enduring tie, the touch that kins us. A Flemish Massacre of the 
Innocents which I once saw in a Continental gallery has made a more 
enduring impression on me than any carefully composed apposition of 
naked men’s and children’s legs and arms could do. It is a still dull frosty 


winter’s afternoon, with a haze in the air and ice on the pond and puddles 
of the little village. School is over, and the children are returning to their 
low-roofed houses in the little street; and though the place is very poor, 
they are warmly clad in their mittens and gaiters and wraps. Suddenly 
round the corner and down the street ride a group of gaunt and hard- 
faced spearmen, who fall on the children in a passionless businesslike 
way, Clambering up water-butts and spouts, giving each other a shoulder, 
to get at those who escape into the houses. And the mothers — clumsy, 
awkward, loving women — amazedly run hither and thither, begging a 
little pity with grotesque extravagant gesticulations, the best they can 
command. Day by day they have wrapped their little ones warmly for 
school: what hope or promise can they see now, in their blank dismay 
and crying appealing terror? For such as these remains no joyful vision 
of their innocents triumphing, as in Holman Hunt’s great picture, hailed 
by the infant Saviour as his first-fruits, marching, a mystical priesthood. 

‘So, too, the many small domestic touches appeal especially to our 
home-loving natures: as when, in our own National Gallery, the Virgin 
sits alone, under no silken canopy, backed by no gracious enwreathment 
of olive or myrtle, but with homely oaken chest and cupboard about her; 
while, seen through the small window, couples stroll home in the evening 
light — the evening that brings all home; not knowing that for them a 
new hope has arisen, a new solace and comfort at the end of a weary day. 

‘But chiefest of all, to me — watching the tender evening light on 
these furrows, and thinking of the toil-worn bowed figure that drew 
them, and has done for many a year, he and his friendly companion 
beasts — appears, in its severe outline, Holbein’s drawing of the gaunt 
ploughman, hardly better clad than his grim and terrible companion, who 
takes from him the guidance of the horses. “Of this other picture,” says 
Ruskin, “the meaning is plainer, and far more beautiful. The husbandman 
is old and gaunt, and has passed his days, not in speaking, but in pressing 
the iron into the ground. And the payment for his life’s work is that he is 
clothed in rags, and his feet are bare on the clods; and he has no hat, but 
the brim of a hat only, and his long unkempt gray hair comes through. 
But all the air is full of warmth and peace; and beyond his village church 
there is, at last, light indeed. His horses lag in the furrow, and his own 
limbs totter and fail; but one comes to help him. ‘It is a long field,’ says 
Death; ‘but we’ll get to the end of it to-day — you and I.’” 

‘Here pain and suffering are hardly felt. It is Death the serene and 
gracious, “Death the Friend.” It is Tennyson’s Death who 





‘Like a friend’s voice in a distant field 
Approaching through the darkness, called.’ 


Or Whitman’s — 


‘Undulate round the world, serenely arriving, arriving; 
In a day or a night, to all, to each, 
Sooner or later, beautiful Death.’ 


But it is death none the less; we must go to the southern Botticelli for 
the glad poetry of Birth — of the birth of Venus, and of Spring, with the 
air full of mysterious blossoms; of Christ, with the angels encircling the 
lowly shed with enraptured, almost delirious dance of joy. 

“To the northern artist, life is a no less precious possession: rather 
dearer from the more conscious presence of “the Shadow waiting with 
the keys”. As Mr. Pater has it, “it is with a rush of homesickness that the 
thought of death presents itself. He would remain at home for ever on the 
earth if he could; as it loses its colour and the senses fail, he clings ever 
closer to it; but since the mouldering of bones and flesh must go on to 
the end, he is careful of charms and talismans, that may chance to have 
some friendly power in them when the inevitable shipwreck comes.” 

‘So, from no love of them, but rather with a shuddering fear, he must 
be busy with all emblems of mortality: often unconsciously, as children 
play at funerals; or as the plough here, speeding on its fertilizing mission, 
turns up bones and skulls which have rested “under the drums and 
ramplings of three conquests It was to Boham’s then that Kenneth 
Grahame came, and, in the words of his dragon who lived in the 
neighbourhood, said, ‘It seems a nice place enough — but it’s rather a 
serious thing, settling down. Besides — now I’m going to tell you 
something! Fact is Pm such a confounded lazy beggar.... I like to get my 
meals regular and then to prop my back against a bit of rock and snooze 
a bit, and wake up and think of things going on....’ 

Boham’s, with its other advantages, was just the place for regular 
meals and thought and Boham’s was acquired. It consisted of a parlour, 
an office for paying the farm hands, two magnificent kitchens (always 
the best rooms in a farmhouse) and, upstairs, a bedroom or so, a granary 
and an apple loft. At the back was running water — the little local trout 
stream. In no time the new tenant and the village carpenter transformed 
the old house — much as did the fairy godmother transform a pumpkin 
into Cinderella’s coach. 


The doors of the rooms (they wore eight coats of paint) were scraped 
and pickled and found to be of oak, ‘linen-folded’, and three hundred 
years old. The parlour mantelpiece, painted in imitation of black and 
white marble, popped into a pig-trough, revealed itself as a William and 
Mary piece in carved chestnut with a central medallion of pear wood, 
exhibiting a profile — supposed to be a portrait. 

Kenneth, congratulating Miss Smedley on her marriage and her 
choice of Gloucestershire as a home, writes of Blewbury: 

‘I wish I could show you this antic corner of Berkshire, in King 
Alfred’s country, probably much as it was a thousand years ago. A little 
way off there is a farmer whose family has been here for a thousand 
years. They are real Saxons. They live in a lovely old farmhouse with a 
ghost in it. Indeed all the houses here are very old. They do not build the 
horrid little red houses that spring up round Cookham. Of course you 
will live in Gloucestershire — there is only one more possible county for 
you and that is Double-Gloucestershire — if you can find the way there. 

‘Of course you know that there are sort of “astral” counties, much 
nicer than the real ones. Cheshirecatshire is another delightful one: and 
Yorkshirepuddingshire and Devonshirecreamshire are first-rate to live in. 
Lie-in-bed-fordshire is warm and sheltered, an excellent county for a 
prolonged stay. Ten-to-Forfarshire is chiefly inhabited by retired 
government officials: you would not care for that. But Hunt-the- 
slipperingdonshire has lively society, and several packs meet in the 
neighbourhood. 

‘Still, you can’t beat Gloucester, double or single, where you will 
build with the native stone, 


‘And the cottage will be white, 
As you Say. 
And the napkins will be “peasant.” 


— very gay! 
(He who calls ‘em “serviettes.” 


Will deserve what e’er he gets). 
And the chintz will match the china All the day!’ 


Miss Smedley (Mrs. Maxwell Armfield) wrote recently of Kenneth 
Grahame’s personality: “There was the Banker, not so much alarming as 
austere, the Scholar, rather remote, the Author, approachable; and then 


there was the man who was more exactly right than any one I have 
known about the world of Fairytale. There is a fairy world in which no 
one believes. It is entered with a full inward consciousness of unreality, 
glossed over with a pretence of being imaginative or young in heart. 
Kenneth Grahame hated this. In his fairyland, which was that of Grimm 
and Andersen, animals mingled with humans on equal terms of 
intelligence, but he was not curious about their habits, he respected their 
private lives. He lived and wrote simply and with dignity. He never 
seemed interested in himself or his writings. But he was passionately 
interested in the outdoor world; in noble literature; in “all things lovely 
and of good repute”. And he believed that beyond what he saw now lie 
wider revelations.’ 

The walls of Boham’s were thick and ‘what a kitchen it has — a room 
to fill Charles Dickens with delight!’ But Kenneth does not say which 
‘astral’ shire corresponds to Berkshire — possibly Berks is well enough 
for him as it is. 

But Boham’s had no ghost, which was regrettable, since the ghost 
would surely have entwined his, or her, self round the new tenant’s heart. 
Or so I think from what I have found concerning ghosts among his 
manuscripts: 

‘There be times of worry common to us all, when we cannot, howbeit 
not in the least misanthropical, help feeling that our daily round is passed 
among such gibbering simulacra that to foregather with a ghost would be 
a mild but very real and pleasant relief. The dear fellow would be so 
much more really akin to us in tact, experience, discretion, and repose! 
He would so immeasurably surpass all these more solidly embodied 
annoyances that jostle about and round! Who, indeed, if he come to look 
into the question, but has to traffic with beings in every way more 
objectionable than ghosts? Who (for example) would not any day prefer 
a ghost to a broker’s man or a Salvationist? Who can honestly say that he 
has ever suffered a tithe of the annoyance from ghosts that he has had 
from organ-grinders? Yet we endure the one sort of infliction at least in 
sullen acquiescence; and we shriek at and menace the other, attacking it 
with that last weapon of civilization, a Society; a refinement of brutality 
formerly reserved for criminals and poets! 

‘Of those happy in the ownership of authentic ghosts, it may be noted 
that some men are born to ghosts — these mostly sit in the House of 
Peers; some achieve ghosts, by committing murder, sacrilege, robbery, or 
taking some such common piece of pains; and some have ghosts thrust 
upon them. At the first of these three classes, we can but gaze, sighfully 


and admiring. Here is no competition, here none shall enter in and 
demand his part in the joy. These minions of Fortune have the real ghost- 
aristocracy; theirs are the blue-blooded hidalgo-spooks of the Pre- 
Restoration times. Any one can be made a Peer, but it is satisfactory to 
think that he is not brought an inch nearer to accomplishing a family- 
ghost thereby. Beer buys no ghosts; no, by’r lady, nor building churches 
neither! A reflection that should make Tories of us all; and would — if 
all of us were sweet on the ghost. Meanwhile it is to the second class, the 
achievers, that these should turn; for it is obvious that almost any one, by 
bestirring himself and taking the necessary trouble, may by some murder 
(after all, not half so difficult as it looked) find himself the proud 
possessor of a very good working private ghost. The worst of it is that 
this method of production (ghost-forcing, we may term it) is not always 
infallible: and it is easy to conceive the annoyance of some decent, well- 
disposed amateur in psychical research — an Elder, say, or a Bank 
Director — who may have inconvenienced himself repeatedly, and 
become quite a nuisance to his friends, by a course of experiments which 
has proved persistently barren of good results. 

“Those of the hapless third class — who have had ghosts thrust upon 
them — are usually the victims of house-agents. Indeed, these traders 
occupy a very interesting position with regard to the Invisible World. 
They know the whereabouts of almost every ghost in the country, and 
could, if they chose to take the pains, produce a ghost-map of England, 
dotted to show the favoured localities. Yet, as business must come first, 
and the ghost is the agent’s natural enemy, all this special knowledge is 
wasted. Seriously, their yearly loss from this cause is said to amount to 
something considerable: so much so that a Ghost Insurance Company is 
declared to exist (though it does not seem to have been registered) for 
their peculiar protection. It would be interesting if some statistician — 
laborious Dr. Giffen, say — would compile a table showing the annual 
loss to the trade of the United Kingdom due to ghosts. Of course there is 
much to be said on the ghosts’ side of the question; and it would be 
pretty to witness a stubborn set-to between a somewhat pig-headed, 
conservative ghost and a strong-willed house-agent, on a question of 
ownership. For once, at least, how entirely our sympathies would be on 
the side of the ghost! If one ever felt inclined to take a ghost to one’s 
heart, it would be at that proud moment when he wiped his honest brow, 
exhausted but victorious! 

“That dogs can perceive the presence of spirits invisible to the human 
eye has been counted unto those over-praised animals for righteousness; 


but really a dog who can detect any peculiarly precious and lovable stink 
while it is still three streets off and across a square and down a mews, 
ought to make no bones (which, indeed, were hard for him to do) about a 
healthy, full-sized ghost in the same room. It would be more to the point 
to know if ghosts see dogs; and if they do, what do they think of them? 
Also, if the ghost of a certain distinguished General would flee at the 
quiet entry of the parlour cat? Be this as it may, it is a fact that ghosts, if 
you let them, are apt to take credit to themselves for qualities of which 
they have no monopoly. Why are they entitled to plume themselves upon 
a dislike to cock-crowing? One need not be a ghost to curse the day 
when the first cock strutted out of the Ark, and, letting fly his war- 
whoop, set an eternal fashion of defiance to humanity asleep. Their habit, 
again, of appearing unexpectedly when you are busy and themselves not 
wanted, is shared by many of your dearest friends; whose power of 
sudden evanishment is not, alas! so general a gift. 

“Tis strange, considering how armorial bearings were allotted for 
deeds of valour, and often chosen from the object on which such valour 
had displayed itself, that you never find the ghost in heraldry, either as 
original or as augmentation. “Sable, three spectres gules, sheeted argent” 
would be a chaste and pretty blazoning: but it never occurs. Can it be that 
these famous men of old were none too fond of tackling a ghost? 
Something of the sort, probably; for courage is much a matter of fashion, 
and in those days little credit attached to this sort of valiancy, at least 
among laymen. On the contrary, it might even get its possessor mixed up 
with stakes, tar-barrels, faggots, and similar unpleasantnesses. Of course, 
exceptions will at once occur to the reader — more especially in northern 
legend. In the Sagas, indeed, it seemed usual to “qualify” on a ghost 
before experimenting with your pals; and when the Widow Thorgud asks 
Howard the Halt to help her against her dead husband, who has a most 
unwarrantable habit (for a dead man) of coming home to bed, Howard 
says he is getting too old for that sort of thing, but advises her to ask his 
son, for “meet it is for young men to try their manliness in such wise”. 
The Beowulf-and-Grendel conflict is only one of many such duellos; but 
the weird and magnificent ghosts of the Sagas (fit rivals to them of 
Japan) belong less to the spectral order than to the class of “haunts” — 
the actual dead body, spirit-possessed; of whom Thrawn Janet is a lineal 
descendant. 

‘In fine, the ghost may have his faults (as who has not?); but he has 
entwined himself securely round our affections, and we should miss him 
sore if he were taken from us. “And with a tale, forsooth, he cometh unto 


you,” as Sidney said of the poet, “with a tale which holdeth children 
from play, and old men from the chimney-comer.” Thrice fortunate, then, 
this age of ours: which, having shaken itself free of revealed religion, 
and that old bugbear of a First Cause, has yet managed (Science aiding), 
to “go more solid” for the ghost than any of its ancestors before it!’ 


CHAPTER XII. BOHAM’S: (PART II) 


SOON the house was ready, the family in. One of its first visitors was an 
American Naval Officer. He was taken to see the Saxon farmhouse I 
have referred to. The sailor said to the farmer’s wife that, where he 
hailed from, a hundred years was considered a ‘long-way-back’. He was 
prompted to say this by the date, 1600, upon the parlour mantelpiece. His 
hostess said, ‘Oh, if you’re interested in old houses you may like to see 
the rest of this one; we are at present in the new wing.’ 

Houses apart, Blewbury was full of interest. There were the racing 
stables; and the sheeted strings of thoroughbreds were to be seen in 
charge of the village choir (the lads from Mr. Cannon’s) on their way to 
or from the gallops presided over by old White Horse himself. There 
were the ancient Arcadians of the place, shepherds, cress-pickers and 
others, to be cultivated. The shepherds were of the true archaic type, old 
as the chalk itself, wise and slow as Time, telling the tale of their sheep 
in notches notched upon crook or staff. To one of them, Zephaniah 
Grace, husband of Hephzibah, Kenneth Grahame refers naming him ‘one 
of the greatest gentlemen I ever knew’. He adds, of Zephaniah’s bob-tail 
‘Jack’: ‘I always feel I have known him longest of the three, because, 
when I first came to these parts, and used to meet master and dog on the 
roads, Zephaniah would slip by, silently, in his shy, shepherdy way, but 
Jack would linger behind a moment, leap upon me for a swift lick, and 
then scurry after his master, for sheep dogs are very severely disciplined 
hereabouts. Perhaps we all ought to serve a term of two years or so as 
sheep dogs on the downs — we should be better men and women.’ 

In Blewbury, Christian names (as Zephaniah) were chosen from the 
Scriptures. The village was full of Lukes and Keziahs, Aarons and 
Dorcases. In one family of seventeen (the Bible exhausted), twin 
brothers were named (the mother bad been in service and had had ‘a real 
old book’ given her by ‘the lady she lived with’) — Orson and Valentine. 
Orson was old when Kenneth knew him. His father had raised his 
seventeen children on a maximum income of nine shillings per week and 
on that he had reared them, each one, strong and tall. Orson had himself 
become a wage-earner when still ‘horse-high’. That is to say, while he 
was still small enough to walk, without stooping, under a horse’s belly. 
He earned sixpence a week and worked twelve hours a day for it (and an 
occasional raw turnip); and, at harvest-time, little Orson worked sixteen 
hours a day. 


The Grahames were served, at one time, by Job and Deborah — or 
Debbie. Job was Debbie’s third husband. He had waited for her since her 
girlhood and now, once more, he nearly missed her. For it was only on 
learning that her current fiance’s late wife had hanged herself that Debbie 
prudently gave a possible cause of suicide his conge and wedded Job. 
The girl who made Debbie’s wedding-dress said to Debbie that she 
hoped the new husband would be kinder than the last. Debbie said, 
‘Abigail Barley, you ain’t no call to say nothing about the one who’s 
gone. I forgave him freely and never more shall you make wedding gown 
of mine.’ 

Another of Kenneth’s village cronies was the nonogenarian known as 
Blewbury Jones’s ‘last baby Blewbury Jones was the miser parson of 
Blewbury (immortalized in Our Mutual Friend, and noticed also in Miss 
Sitwell’s, recent, English Eccentrics) and old Harry was the latest babe at 
font in his incumbency. This ‘arid and joyless’ old cleric, on a stipend of 
eighty pounds, yet saved £18,000 — a colossal fortune in his times. 

War and Peace found the Grahames at Boham’s Farm. In the war days 
Kenneth, ex-sergeant of the London Scottish, drilled the Blewbury boys, 
aged from fourteen years to ninety, in Mr. Caudwell’s big barn. This was 
the barn whose door and its decorations had been, in happier days, 
motive to one of the infrequent essays of the ‘Boham’ years: 

‘In the time of the waning year, a stroll through the woods may force 
one to own up to and acknowledge the season’s conventional 
melancholy. The recognition is annoying: one so much prefers to find 
convention in the wrong. But on that particular morning the spirit of 
melancholy walked abroad, too potent to be denied. My only chance 
seemed to be resolutely to reject the application to my own condition, 
and, with a touch of joyance, to reflect instead, as I sauntered along, on 
the exceeding parlous state of my friends. 

‘I had mentally run through the sorry catalogue ("tis no long one), and 
damned them all most heartily, ere I quitted the wood, and sought the 
lee-side of the great barn, to kindle a fresh pipe in its shelter; and it was 
as I raised my eyes from the expiring match that the mute, sad decoration 
of the barn-door struck me with some touch of remorse. The Tuscan 
poet, led by the Mantuan Shade, saw below many a friend of old time 
planted in fire, in mud, in burning marl, “ove i bolliti faceano alte 
strida”; but to come across them nailed in rows on a barn-door, seems to 
have been specially reserved for me. I had handled them severely, 
perhaps, during my meditations in the wood: but certainly I neither 
expected nor desired to find them all thus transfixed, with plumage 


smirched and fur bedraggled, wasted by the sun and rain. You now, with 
the soft white throat and delicate paws, all sinuous grace and sleek 
beauty when alive — so it has come to this? And yet, my fair lady, you 
were once the arrantest of blood-suckers, and drained the life out of 
many a one in your merry career. What? They were only silly rabbits! 
Well, perhaps they were a brainless lot, not greatly to be pitied; but the 
wheel has gone round, and now it is the rabbits’ turn to laugh. And your 
fine neighbour of the tawny back, with the vivid glint of turquoise-blue 
on either wing: the handsomest spark in our English woods — I was 
thinking of him only just now. A loud-voiced fellow rather; fond of 
showing off and cutting a dash; with a weakness for a lord; altogether not 
quite the best form perhaps; — and yet, what a good sort of chap he was, 
after all! now, his strident accents are hushed, his gay feathers drop one 
by one. What strange fate has fixed him cheek by jowl with our friend of 
the solemn face and round eyes? Of him we were wont to see little; 
during daylight hours; but after dinner, when he flapped around seeking 
his prey! — well, they are all now in the same silent row, the bore as 
well as the chatterer. Yon dingy fellow with the hooky beak and cruel 
claws — you knocked some fur out of my back once, old boy, though I 
just managed to wriggle down a friendly burrow in time; I don’t grudge 
you to the barn-door — nor yet this half-dozen of rats, rodent no longer. 
But in the ranks I still espy another friend or two for whom this fate 
seems unduly hard. 

‘And yet one might come to a worse end. The merry winds still sing 
in our plumage — what is left of it; the kindly sun still warms us 
through, sounds of the cheery farm-yard are ever in our ears, light and 
life and song surround us still, and nothing any longer has power to hurt. 
Was I a churl, haply, in life? a mean and grasping niggard? No more 
liberal fellow now decorates a barn-door. Does any one want a lock of 
my hair, a gay feather from my plumage. ’Tis at your service; to weave 
into your nest, or enshrine in a locket — all’s one to me — help yourself. 
Proud was I, perhaps — stand-offish, given to airs? There’s no pride 
about me any longer. Your barn-door is a mighty leveller, and clears the 
mind of cant and prejudice. Why was hanging in chains ever condemned 
as relic of barbarism? It is civility itself! Let us swing and creak in the 
wind, and brother call to brother across the barren moor, till the elements 
shred and take us piecemeal. 

“Yet the human majority, by some such instinct as that which drags 
the wounded rabbit to his hole, shrinks ever from uplifted exposure such 
as this. “Out of sight” is still their cry: “only let it be somewhere out of 


sight, once we are worn and old and dropping to pieces!” The burden of 
Brer Rabbit’s appeal to his tormentor was, whatever he did, not to fling 
him in “dat brier-patch”; and humanity leaves to the fates an exceeding 
wide choice, so long as only they are not nailed up on that barndoor. 

‘Perhaps, then, my poor friends are not entirely happy in their 
unsought publicity. Might it not be a kindly act on my part to give their 
poor remains a decent burial? To scatter just that gift of a little dust 
which shall bring to their unquiet shades release and repose? I owe them 
some sort of reparation for my hard thoughts concerning them half an 
hour ago, when I never dreamt of finding them gibbeted here. And yet — 
a sudden suspicion chills the blood. Were it not wise to get away quietly, 
but swiftly, while time yet serves for retreat? For the Grim Old Keeper 
who fixed them there — may he not be lurking somewhere hard by — 
with a mind, perhaps, to seize me and nail me up alongside the rest?’ 

Much else than sergeant-majoring fell, in war-time, on Kenneth 
Grahame’s shoulders. The successor of Blewbury Jones had gone to 
France; Kenneth Grahame helped his locum. There was no squire in 
Blewbury and no doctor. Kenneth did, what he might, of the duties of 
both. He organized a local factory of surgical aids. He arranged, and 
presided at, the feast given to the soldiers of Blewbury who, after the 
Armistice, returned to their homes. And he wrote the memorial of those 
who did not return. 

From 1914 to 1918 he spared himself not at all in the interests of the 
small community which looked up to him; he was its stimulus, its 
example and its consoler. In the last role he once sympathized with an 
old villager who had lost a devoted wife. Kenneth summed up the virtues 
of the deceased by saying, ‘She did make you so comfortable always.’ 
The bereft husband replied, ‘Why, drat the ‘ooman, say I, if she couldn’t 
do that.’ 

I cannot better describe Kenneth Grahame’s attitude towards his 
neighbours in this Arcady than by borrowing his own words and asking a 
reader to imagine the author’s self in the garb of his Pan: ‘Both iron road 
and level highway are shunned by the rural Pan, who chooses rather to 
foot it along the sheep-track on the limitless downs or the foot-path 
through copse and spinney not without pleasant fellowship with feather 
and fur. Nor does it follow from all this that the god is unsocial. Albeit 
shy of the company of his more showy brother-deities, he loveth the 
more unpretentious human kind, especially them that are adscripti 
glebae, addicted to the kindly soil and to the working thereof: perfect in 
no way, only simple, cheery sinners. For he is only half a god after all, 


and the red earth in him is strong. When the pelting storm drives the 
wayfarers to the sheltering inn, among the little group upon the bench 
and settle Pan has been known to appear at times, in homely guise of 
hedger-and-ditcher or weather-beaten shepherd from the downs. Strange 
lore and quaint fancy he will then impart, in the musical Wessex or 
Mercian he has learned to speak so naturally; though it may not be till 
many a mile away that you begin to suspect that you have unwittingly 
talked with him who chased the flying Syrinx in Arcady and turned the 
tide of fight at Marathon.’ 

And at harvest-homes (still, in the shadow of the downs, the old- 
fashioned feasts were held when barns ‘resounded to flap of flail’) the 
social red earth was strong in him. Kenneth was kindly welcome, 
beneath the flitch and ham-hung rafters. There would he take one end of 
the long oaken table and there the guests, weather-beaten and hobnailed, 
would come, and, knuckling their foreheads, sit down and open out their 
coloured handkerchiefs wherein nested plate and beer-mug, knife and 
fork. It was the mighty platters then, heaped high with pork and 
crackling, with roast beef and gravy, that Kenneth Grahame and the host, 
each at his respective end, would carve. 

And when the plum-puddings and apple-tarts had succeeded the joints 
and when enough, enough to float a frigate, of the strong, brown, 
humming ale had been taken, followed song and recitation to the 
mighty enjoyment of the burly ‘half-god’ sitting ‘vice ‘to — Farmer 
Larkin (as likely as not). ‘The White Rose in its Splendour’ was a 
favourite. So was ‘Green Brooms to Buy’, the refrain of which, roared in 
thunderous, smock-frock melody, is, ‘I’m a lady by nature, a lady by 
name, and all that I have is my own.’ 

There were ‘Fly’s on the Turmuts’ and ‘The Proud Tailor’ (the tailor 
fell through the bed thimbles and all). And there would follow, ‘Do not 
trust him, Gentle Lady’ and ‘The Pilgrim of Love’. The mugs were filled 
and emptied and filled again, and it was time to go home. ‘So they set off 
up the hill. The lights in the little village began to go out, but there were 
stars and a late moon, as they climbed the downs together. And, as they 
turned the last corner, snatches of an old song were borne back on the 
night breeze.’ 

And, sometimes to Blewbury, the painted caravans came, halted and 
again took the road. And who so pleased to welcome the Egyptians as 
Kenneth Grahame? And who, in Blewbury or elsewhere, wrote better 
about them? 





‘In a hedgeless country of high downland, on a road that came 
flowing down, a long white ribbon, straight as it were out of the eastern 
sky, we would watch, each succeeding spring, for the first appearance of 
these fairy cruisers of the road. But when at last we caught sight of a 
certain small yellow caravan, with pretty Mrs. S. and the latest baby 
sitting in front, her husband (who had charge of the dartthrowing 
department) walking at the horse’s head, then we knew that our turn had 
come at last!— “Enter Autolycus singing!” For close on the yellow 
caravan would surely come the larger one, with father and mother and 
the cooking utensils; and then that other which held Mrs. S.’s three 
comely young sisters, whom we knew as the Princesses, each, though so 
young, already a specialist of some sort, and who all slept in one broad 
bed placed across the rear of their caravan, looking, I should imagine, 
like three little St. Ursulas by Carpaccio. Later the swing-boats and the 
wooden horses would straggle in, and all the paraphernalia of the stalls 
and booths, and the horses (not the wooden ones, of course) would be led 
away and picketed. Then perhaps, beside a late camp fire, time would be 
found to renew acquaintance and hear all the news of the past winter; for 
the winters, to the women at least, were by no means a period of 
suspended animation. 

‘One does not, it seems, when autumn is over, desert one’s caravan for 
humdrum bricks and mortar. One camps, by arrangement with some one 
or other, on some piece of waste land or only partly used builder’s yard 
or undeveloped building site on the outskirts of London itself, or of the 
big new towns, but lately villages themselves, that have sprung up as 
dormitories to the great city; and there, through all weathers, through rain 
and frost and snow, one sticks it out in one’s little wooden caravan. This 
may sound very poor fun; but the actual fact was far otherwise. These 
girls were at first quite strangely reluctant to enlarge upon the joys of a 
leisured winter life in the neighbourhood of a large city. The reason for 
this only transpired later, and showed a quite charming delicacy of 
feeling on their part. “We thought,” they explained in effect, “that it 
would make you dissatisfied with your hard lot as compared with ours, 
and perhaps you would be feeling jealous and discontented. For you live 
in this poky remote little village all the year round, and see nothing and 
know nothing, and never even guess at all the glamour and excitement 
that more fortunately placed classes such as ours are free to enjoy.” We 
meekly admitted our social disadvantages, but pressed to be allowed a 
peep at urban life and its glories; and by degrees heard all about the jolly 
excursions to town, after the train with the black-coated city men had 


departed, and visits to Parks, Piccadillies, Regent Streets; the studies of 
shop-windows, and all the ladies’ frocks; then bun-shops, matinees, more 
bun-shops, and a first-class performance at some West End theatre; 
finally the rush for the last train back, the sleepy journey down, the tramp 
along a muddy lane and across a field or two to the little caravan at last, 
making a blacker spot against the dull winter sky; and then the cheerful 
dazzle of the reflector-lamp on the wall, the cup of cocoa and snack of 
supper, and laughter and sense of snugness; and so to bed at last, St. 
Ursula-wise, in the little cabin that was all their very own. 

“The Princesses told us they had another married sister, and that she 
lived in a house with a real doorstep, which she could whiten, twice a 
day if she liked!— “But,” we protested, “look at the beautiful steps of 
your own caravan! Real mahogany, with brass finishings, and hook off 
and on with a touch!”— “Yes, but you can’t whiten them,” sighed the 
Princesses wistfully. “And, besides,” they added, “she has a permanent 
address!” They went on to confess that when the time came for them to 
think of marriage too, they intended to aim high — to aim even at a 
permanent address and a doorstep that could be whitened! Such are the 
rash dreams of youth! But it is good to carry an ideal about with you, 
however unattainable it be; and, as R. L. Stevenson has it, to travel 
hopefully (and in a caravan too!) is better than to arrive (even at a 
whiteable doorstep). 

‘Talking of caravan steps, which are really short ladders, almost 
perpendicular and without hand-rail, these have a special influence on 
the development of the caravan child. For the caravan-born infant, as 
soon as it can notice anything at all, is swift to detect the contrast 
between his own cabin’d, cribb’d, confined surroundings and the 
wonderful great world he catches a glimpse of through the little door — 
a world consisting of a mighty green common, dotted with white geese 
plucking at the grass of it, and horses and donkeys tethered here and 
there, and Daddy and other gods passing freely to and fro. But alas! 
between you and it stretches a mighty cliff, down which a dizzy ladder 
crawls! 

Well, what of it? Such things have got to be tackled sooner or later. So 
as soon as it can roll or wriggle, and certainly before it can walk, the 
caravan-infant is down that ladder, somehow, and in due course up it 
again, and no one knows how it does it, because they are too busy to 
notice, and they wouldn’t interfere if they did in any case, and it never 
falls, and wouldn’t in the least mind if it did.’ 


It is a short step from a caravan to a conjurer and from a conjurer to a 
music hall. Among Kenneth Grahame’s papers are some notes and 
fragments upon which he had, perhaps, intended to build (some day) an 
article. I give these odds and ends as I find them. 


‘PLATE SMASHING AND THE CONJURER 
(‘The sub-conscious ego explains the appeal) 


‘Ego. “Are these japes to continue?” 

‘Sub-conscious Ego. “It would seem so.” 

‘Ego. “But if we won’t laugh?” 

‘Sub-conscious Ego. “YOU don’t laugh, it is we, the S.C.E.” ‘One 
may make a beginning modestly setting up before us and carefully 
examining the jokes that may have tickled the childhood of humanity but 
are now no longer worthy of us adolescents and may be allowed to 
expire peacefully. But they won’t and they still continue to work. 

“Well, if you show to gain, you must be prepared to justify yourself. 
And it is not enough to say “It is funny”; a thing simply can’t be funny 
for ever. And you wouldn’t say definitely, “It amuses me.” That’s not 
argument. 

‘I have always been able to laugh consumedly, and so has everybody 
else if I may judge by my surroundings, at the smashing of plates at a 
music hall. Now there is nothing inherently funny in breaking a plate. If 
you break a plate at breakfast you lose your temper; if you break a plate, 
maybe Worcester or Sevres, in your rich uncle’s collection you probably 
lose something much more serious than your temper. 

‘It was borne in upon me gradually that while the smashing of a plate 
would leave one serious, even depressed, or of two plates, three plates, 
even four plates, it was the smashing of a quantity of plates that was 
irresistible. It must be an extravagant abuse of plates; a cataclysm of 
plates; a cataract of plates dancing from dresser or table; an 
unimaginable holocaust of plates. Thus viewed, the thing explains itself. 
From a petty annoyance it passes instantly into the ranks of tragedy. It is 
akin to thunder and lightning; to the bursting of dams; to tidal waves and 
typhoons. It becomes, in fact, elemental and therefore demands the 
instant tribute of pent-up emotion. This, in our case, happens to be 
laughter since we have usually dined well and are sitting in a plush seat 
and expect to laugh anyhow; but it might just as well be tears. Emotion is 


the thing, surging forth in unison with the nightmare enormity of this 
utter, stupendous destruction of silly, harmless plates. 

‘I have always been immensely amused at the sight of a rabbit easily 
produced out of a silk hat and long I wondered why. Of course I knew 
that there must be a trick somewhere, because silk hats do not naturally 
yield rabbits. If they did Jermyn Street would be, instead of the dull and 
respectable street it is, a rabbit warren and full of bracken and sand and 
popping things. 

‘It occurred to me suddenly the other day that what really amused me 
was that such a fellow as this conjurer should be able to possess a silk 
hat at all. How did he come by it? It will be said that he borrowed it from 
some one in the audience. But who in his senses would lend his good silk 
hat to a mountebank? An accomplice, you say; but the drollery increases. 
If such a one as this cannot attain to a silk hat, how can his underling 
aspire? 

‘Meantime, the rabbit lollops off the stage, the silk hat remains — a 
comedy unexplained.’ 

And I have found also some pencilled lines relating, obviously, to 
hay-harvest and honeysuckle weather when the canoe (Kenneth was fond 
of canoeing and Blewbury is not far from the Berkshire bank of Thames) 
drifted downstream between haycocks and to the swish of scythes in the 
summer grass: ‘Problems such as present themselves are here of the 
simplest and least complex form. As, for instance, when I glided through 
the hay-fields, I lazily envied one who stood on a graceful Wessex 
wagon knee-deep in hay tossed up to him by moist helpers below. 
Catching sight of my canoe, he was fain to observe cheerily, “Ah, if I had 
lots o’ money that’s the way I'd travel.” To which I could not help 
answering the thought that was in me ere he spoke — that there were 
worse ways of going about than on a hay-cart. This prompt retort 
courteous seemed to take my interlocutor aback. It was evident that he 
had passed some thirty years of cheery existence and never once paused 
to consider how exceptionally situated he was to spend such a percentage 
of his life happily atop of a hay-cart. Rejoinder he could possibly have 
supplied, but the stream bore me out of hearing. That is one of the 
special charms of the Thames. The River of Life has remorseless eddies 
and backwaters which forbid escape from such disputes.’ 

But Blewbury life was not spent entirely with the adscripti glebae. 
There were visits to Oxford, of one of which he writes to Alastair: ‘Last 
Tuesday I went to Oxford to meet Mr. Roosevelt. He was giving a lecture 
there and after the lecture he received his friends at Magdalen (you 


pronounce it Maudlin) College where he was staying. I had a long talk 
with him. Rudyard Kipling was there and Lord Curzon and a lot of old 
gentlemen in scarlet gowns.’ 

And Mr. Roosevelt wrote, on his return to the States and in the 
Saturday Evening Post, how he had met Kenneth Grahame that day at 
Oxford and how he had proved to be ‘simply charming’. 

And sometimes a publisher, or a journalist, would come visiting to 
Boham’s and obtain copy — or not as the case might be. From a New 
York magazine I’m able to quote a word or two concerning one of these 
visits (the visitor was Mr. Clayton Hamilton) and to say what host told 
guest about things in general and the writing of books in particular: ‘No 
other place on earth’ (says Mr. Hamilton) ‘could be further in feeling 
from the English countryside than the Grand Canyon of the Colerado. 

‘Perched upon the edge of the great chasm, at the outset of Bright 
Angel Trail, I found a little bookshop. Its stock-in-trade consisted mainly 
of picture books descanting on the beauties of Arizona and New Mexico 
and the sort of fiction which celebrates the great open spaces where men 
are men. Yet in the very middle of the table, isolated in that place of 
honour, I saw a copy of The Wind in the Willows. I said to the proprietor, 
“What, in the name of Heaven, is this doing here?” 

‘She was a quiet woman, with grey hair. Her answer, as I learned a 
little later, was completely logical. “I am very pleased to meet you,” she 
remarked. 

‘She went on to tell me that in 1908, when The Wind in the Willows 
had just been given to the world, she had been a saleswoman in Chicago, 
and that she had registered a vow that if ever she had a bookshop of her 
own there must always be a copy of that classic in the place of honour. 

‘In the spring of 1910 I moved to London. I had hoped that one of 
Stevenson’s friends would, if still living, be able to introduce me to 
Kenneth Grahame. Each of them — particularly Andrew Lang — gave 
voice to an expression of regret that they never saw him any more. 
Thereupon I wrote to Kenneth Grahame. By return mail I received an 
invitation to come down to Berkshire for a week end. 

‘At Didcot, on the platform, Kenneth Grahame stood waiting me. He 
was very tall and very broad — a massive figure, but with no spare flesh. 
At that time he was fifty years of age. His hair was white, but his face 
was young, and he had the clear complexion of a healthy child. He was 
dressed in knickerbockers, a soft shirt, and a baggy coat of tweeds.’ 

(At a Blewbury fair, Kenneth Grahame once won a shoulder of 
mutton in a ‘handsomest man’ competition. One of the local ladies, who 


loyally voted for him, declared that, ‘she really thought he was’.) 

Mr. Hamilton goes on: ‘Boham’s was a brick farmhouse, with a 
heavily thatched roof; it dated from early Tudor times. The proprietor 
said to me, “In England we may choose from any of a dozen different 
centuries to live in; and who would select twentieth century when he 
might live more simply in the spacious times of Elisabeth?” 

‘Certainly life seemed spacious as we sat in the courtyard, surrounded 
by the rural erections of that ancient Saxon whose name had happened to 
be Boham. By comparison, it seemed a little cramped when we went 
indoors for meals. 

‘I had known, of course, for years, that all of Kenneth Grahame’s 
work had been posited upon the opening stanza of that great ode of 
Wordsworth which is one of the saddest, as it is one of the wisest, 
utterances of mankind. It was, therefore, not merely for information that 
I asked him why he had written mainly about children and about 
animals. This is the gist of his reply. 

The most priceless possession of the human race is the wonder of the 
world. Yet, latterly, the utmost endeavours of mankind have been 
directed toward the dissipation of that wonder. Everybody seems to cry 
out for a world in which there shan’t be any Santa Claus. Science 
analyses everything to its component parts, and neglects to put them 
together again. A bare-foot boy cannot go wading in a mountain stream 
without being told that he must no longer spell the fluid that sings round 
his feet by the age-old lettering of W-A-T-E-R, but must substitute the 
symbol H20. Nobody, any longer, may hope to entertain an angel 
unawares, or to meet Sir Lancelot in shining armour on a moonlit road. 
You have quoted Wordsworth—’ It is not now as it hath been of yore’. 
But the poet began by reminding us that, ‘There was a time’... It is that 
time which I have attempted to recapture and commemorate in Dream 
Days and The Golden Age. 

‘““Granted that the average man may live for seventy years, it is a 
fallacy to assume that his life from sixty to seventy is more important 
than his life from five to fifteen. Children are not merely people: they are 
the only really living people that have been left to us. Any child will 
agree with your American poet, Walt Whitman, when he says: “To me 
every hour of the day and night is an unspeakably perfect miracle.’ 

““In my tales about children, I have tried to show that their simple 
acceptance of the mood of wonderment, their readiness to welcome a 
perfect miracle at any hour of the day or night, is a thing more precious 
than any of the laboured acquisitions of adult mankind. 


‘ As for animals, I wrote about the most familiar in The Wind in the 
Willows because I felt a duty to them as a friend. Every animal, by 
instinct, lives according to his nature. Thereby he fives wisely, and 
betters the tradition of mankind. No animal is ever tempted to deny his 
nature. No animal knows how to tell a fie. Every animal is honest. Every 
animal is true — and is, therefore, according to his nature, both beautiful 
and good. I like most of my friends among the animals... come, and let 
me show you.” 

(Kenneth Grahame enjoyed making friends with birds, robins 
especially. They would sit on his boot or on his shoulder and bullyrag 
him for a currant or a mealworm, much in the same way as a small boy 
might plague for a story—’ with threats and curses and blows’, as the 
storyteller himself said of his very youthful, very exacting yet exact 
Alastair, who replied, ‘I never threated or cursed him, I only blowed 
him.’ But the robins did all three.) 

‘And, similarly, “I have come here,” continues Mr. Hamilton to his 
host, “to pick a quarrel with you. The Golden Age was published in 1896, 
and Dream Days in 1898. Then ten years elapse before the publication of 
The Wind in the Willows. That ten years was too long. We were told, that 
you were busy at the Bank of England; that excuse no longer holds. My 
quarrel with you is precisely this; I cannot wait another decade for 
another book from you.” There was a silence and then Kenneth Grahame 
said, “What you say has touched me deeply, because I know it is sincere. 
And yet I doubt very much if I shall ever write another book. A certain 
amount of what a countryman of yours called life must go into the 
making of any page of prose. 

‘““A sentence that is easy to read may have been difficult to put 
together. Perhaps the greater the easiness in reading, the harder that task 
in composition. Writing is not easy. There is always a pleasure in the 
exercise; but also there is always an agony in the endeavour. If we make 
a formula of these two motives, I think we may define the process. It is, 
at its best, a pleasurable agony. 

‘I am not a professional writer. I never have been, and I never will 
be, by reason of the accident that I don’t need any money. I do not care 
for notoriety: in fact, it is distasteful to me. If I should ever become a 
popular author, my privacy would be disrupted and I should no longer be 
allowed to live alone. 

“What, then, is the use of writing, for a person like myself? The 
answer might seem cryptic to most. It is merely that a fellow entertains a 
sort of hope that, somehow, some time, he may build a noble sentence 


that might make Sir Thomas Browne sit up once again in that 
inhospitable grave of his in Norwich. 

‘“But language — before the world grew up and went astray — was 
intended to be spoken to the ear. We are living now in an eye-minded 
age, when he who runs may read and the average person glimpses his 
daily reading on the run. What is the use, any longer, of toying with the 
pleasurable agony of attempting stately sentences of English prose? 
There are not more than six men in the United Kingdom who have 
inherited an ear for prose. I would set Austin Dobson at the top of the 
list; he is endowed with a delicate and dainty sense of rhythm. Rudyard 
Kipling knows his King James Bible, and that means very much — now 
that Ruskin has passed away. But, tell me, in your country, is there still 
any one who entertains an ear for English prose?” 

‘I mentioned one. His name was Brian Hooker. 

And all that agony, for half a dozen readers.” 

The lovers of The Wind in the Willows have been counted by 
thousands,” I objected. “All of them are eagerly awaiting another book 
by the same author.” 

They liked the subject matter,” he replied. “They did not even notice 
the source of all the agony, and all the joy. To toil at making sentences 
means to sit indoors for many hours, cramped above a desk. Yet out of 
doors, the wind may be singing, and my favourite sow may be preparing 
to deliver a large litter in the fulness of the moon.”’ 

And of the themes of a writer Kenneth said later (he had gone to 
Oxford to speak on the art of letters):—’.... But you must please 
remember that a theme, a thesis, a subject, is in most cases little more 
than a sort of clothes-line on which one pegs a string of ideas, 
quotations, allusions, and so on, one’s mental under-garments of all 
shapes and sizes, some possibly fairly new, but most rather old and 
patched; they dance and sway in the breeze, they flap and flutter, or hang 
limp and lifeless. And some are ordinary enough, and some are of a 
rather private and intimate shape and give the owner away, even show up 
his or her peculiarities. And, owing to the invisible clothes-line, they 
seem to have connexion and continuity. And when they are thoroughly 
aired, they are taken down and put away, and the clothesline is coiled up 
and disappears. Now talking of clotheslines, I am reminded that Samuel 
Butler was in the habit, during his walks abroad, of looking out for any 
subjects, that would do for plots for short stories. He never wrote the 
short stories, but he collected the plots all the same. Well, on one of his 
walks he saw a family wash hung out to dry. The wind was strong, and 


the various garments, big and little, were all behaving in the manner I 
have indicated, tossing, and talking to each other apparently, and he 
thought what a good idea for a love story. First you would have the 
various under-garments of two families hung out to dry in adjacent 
gardens. A nightshirt of one family would be observed, the wind being 
high, paying more than particular attention to a lady’s nightgown in 
another garden. And the nightgown would be seen to reciprocate the 
advances of the nightshirt. In due course both would be observed 
hanging in a third garden by themselves. By and by, after a decent 
interval of time of course, there would also be seen on that line — a little 
night garment. This is meant by me as a parable, which is that my ideas, 
illustrations, suggestions, my mental under-garments so to speak, have 
now been swaying and fluttering before you for the last forty minutes. 
My only hope is that some garment on my clothes-line may stimulate 
some train of thought hanging on the clothes-line in your adjacent 
garden, and that the result may be, some day, a little mental nightshirt, or 
at least the tiniest of chemises.’ 

I imagine that the years at Boham’s (even the War years), the years 
prior to May 1920, were among the happiest in Kenneth Grahame’s life. 
A man lives very close to the heart of England who lives in the Berkshire 
downs, and a morning’s walk will take him into and along the very green 
artery of her — the valley of the Thames. 

So the master of Boham’s was glad to be there and I will leave him, in 
a crisp December twilight, his hand on the latch and, while pleasantly 
anticipating (after ten miles of lonely downland) tea and muffins, yet 
pausing to hear the voice of some cheerful village chorister who goes 
home singing, in Christmas mood: 

‘Then St. George: ee made rev’rence: in the stable so dim Oo 
vanquished the Dragon: so fearful and grim So-o grim: and so-o fierce: 
that now we may say All peaceful is our wakin’: on Chri-istmas Day!’ 


CHAPTER XIII. A CORRESPONDENCE 


IN the introduction to this book I have said that Kenneth Grahame wrote 
few letters. Nevertheless there exists, exceptionally, his correspondence 
with Mr. Austin Montgomery Purves, of Philadelphia. Mr. Purves’s 
letters to Kenneth Grahame have not been preserved but, from 1908 to 
1915, letters between the two men were exchanged with regularity. 

I am printing a selection of the latter’s contributions to this 
correspondence for several reasons. Firstly, because there are practically 
no other letters of his to print. Secondly, because they act as an 
occasional reflector of matters mentioned elsewhere. Thirdly and chiefly, 
because they are very readable. 

Mr. Purves, ‘a fine, hearty, jolly-looking man of big build and jovial 
countenance’, seems to have been the only friend with whom Kenneth 
Grahame kept in epistolary touch. He was an American business man, a 
lover of books and music and a well-known collector of books and 
pictures. He was fond of England and the English. ‘Q’, so often referred 
to in the letters, is Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch the novelist and King 
Edward VII Professor of Literature at Cambridge. ‘Atky’ is Edward 
Atkinson, Commodore of the Royal Fowey Yacht Club, scholar, 
traveller, gourmet and cordon bleu. Mr. Atkinson was drowned as the 
result of a yachting accident and in spite of a brave, and almost 
successful, attempt at rescue made by Bevil Quiller-Couch (son of Sir 
Arthur and sometimes referred to as the Boy), who was Mr. Atkinson’s 
sole companion when their eighteen-footer foundered. Mr. Quiller- 
Couch, an Oxford undergraduate, brought Mr. Atkinson, an elderly man 
and unconscious, ashore through a heavy sea. That is to the black rocks 
at the spouting base of a Cornish cliff. It was night and a gale blew. At 
his great personal risk Mr. Quiller-Couch climbed the cliff and knocked 
up a farmhouse. But, before the rescue party returned, Mr. Atkinson had 
been washed out to sea. His body was recovered some days later. 

Pierre Marot is the fifth, and youngest, son of Mr. Purves and the 
godson of Kenneth Grahame. Maxfield Parrish is, of course, the 
American artist. Mr. Saunders is a Berkshire farmer. Jerry is Mr. Purves’s 
coloured valet and the great hand in a kitchen with a lobster. The book 
referred to, in the letter dated 24th of January 1914, is Mr. Verdant 
Green. 


‘Mayfield, 


‘Cookham Dene, 
‘Berkshire, 
‘3rd Nov. 1908 


‘MY DEAR PURVES, — Your most welcome and amiable letters 
continue to reproach me daily, as they bulge in my pocket like a visible 
bad conscience. I must be allowed to dwell on their amiability, because 
you have every right to be “shirty” to any extent — yet no “shirtability” 
has appeared up to the present date. 

‘The fact is, when one has written letters for many years for one’s 
daily bread, and suddenly finds oneself free of them, a revulsion sets in 
which must be allowed to work itself off. You will understand and make 
allowances. 

‘I am most awfully obliged to you for all the solid work you are 
putting in on behalf of “the W. in the W.” Your review was perfectly 
charming, and is bound to be helpful. That the book has given you all 
personal pleasure is, of course, very good for me to think of. I was 
greatly interested in the book of your Pageant in Philadelphia that you 
sent me. It is a fine thing to be a citizen of “No mean City”, with a 
storied past such as yours possesses, and the sight must have been deeply 
impressive and moving and beautiful. It was well worth doing, and it was 
evidently done well. I hope that Jack and Ned did not miss it, through 
being away at their camp. That must have been ripping fun for them — I 
should imagine that when Pierre Marot heard all about it he simply 
turned green with jealousy. Our “camp” hasn’t come off yet, because I 
am hoping to manage it after the New Year — in Switzerland to begin 
with, and then perhaps a drop into the northern part of Italy, for colour 
and anemones and Chianti and so on. 

“We had a beautiful summer here, and now we are having an equally 
beautiful autumn — still and misty and mild and full of colour. I had a 
jolly day at Oxford a short time ago. Everything in full swing and the 
river covered with men doing “tubbing” practice. The old place was just 
as beautiful as ever, and I bought some youthful ties and some “Oxford 
sausages” in the delightful market — they are a small species without 
any skins on their poor little persons — and took a walk down 
Mesopotamia, and explored many old corners. 

“We can’t extract any Fowey news from Q., who is probably mighty 
busy, and neither Atky nor Miss Marsden have given any sign of life for 
a long time. I wish we could get down there for a bit before the year 
closes. Perhaps it may yet be possible. 


‘This is not much of a letter, but look on it as a makeshift and I will 
try and do better next time. Our kindest regards to Mrs. Purves and all 
the family, and hearty thanks for all you are doing to help a struggling 
author to get an honest living, and remembrances to Jerry (I eat a cold 
lobster every Sunday for lunch and mournfully think what might have 
been if you were all over on this side and lobsters were cheap). 


‘Ever yours most sincerely, ‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘Mayfield, 
‘Cookham Dene, 
‘Berkshire, England, 
‘17th Dec. 1908 


‘DEAR PURVES, — It occurred to us that you might possibly care to 
have a copy of the English edition of “The W. in the W.”, so I have sent 
you one, instead of a Christmas card with two robins sitting on a 
steaming plumpudding with an intoxicated church in the background. I 
should like to have sent Mrs. Purves a tiara and each of the boys a steam- 
yacht or a motor-car, but that will have to be some other Christmas. We 
are just back from Devonshire and miss the sea and the sunshine. My 
influenza was apparently a slight one at the time, but the after weakness 
and general grogginess still continues, and I can only walk a mile or two, 
and then an armchair and slumber till dinner-time, which is a nuisance. 
We find deep mud everywhere and leaden skies overhead. But my 
faithful tame robin was waiting on the doorstep next morning and came 
for his currant as if we had not been away a day. 

‘E. is Christmassing for all she’s worth. We have had no Fowey news 
this long while. Well, this is a dull letter, written like Hon’ble Poet 
Shelley’s stanzas “in a moment of depression”. But it wishes you all 
good things, including a Happy New Year, “jointly and severally”, for 
you and Mrs. Purves, and all the boys, and Jerry. 


“Yours most sincerely, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘Mayfield, 

‘Cookham Dene, 
‘Berkshire, 

‘England, 27th July 1909 


‘DEAR PURVES, — Your letters, welcome as they are, always hit me 
on a very sore spot on my conscience — and a spot too that has not had 
time to skin over properly since the last one knocked it raw. And yet, do 
you know, I do write you any quantity of truly magnificent letters. In my 
armchair of evenings, with closed eyes, or strolling in the woods of 
afternoons — or with head on pillow very late on a thoroughly wet and 
disagreeable morning. I see my pen covering page after page of cream- 
laid parchment-wove extra antique. Such good stuff too — witty, 
anecdotical, pensive, pathetic — I feel myself lick the envelope — I see 
myself running to the post — I hear the flop of the letter in the box. It’s 
all so real — to me — that I was quite surprised to find that you weren’t 
asking me to limit them to, say, three a week. Please believe that, if they 
never reach you, it’s not my fault. 

“We have had two surprise visits from “Atky” this summer. He just 
dropped from the clouds, without notice, ate a hearty lunch, talked a 
great deal, and flitted away again into the outer darkness. He seems to 
have been very poorly all the winter, as the result of influenza, which 
sapped his strength, but he was distinctly on the mend when he came 
here, and is probably all right by now. We were deeply disappointed to 
hear from you that there was no chance of your coming over this 
summer, but of course we quite understand. After all one’s “affairs” must 
rank first, and you want, when you come, to bring an easy mind with 
you. And Fowey and the Thames will wait. Meantime, we are amused to 
hear of the two boys swaggering about the continent doing the Grand 
Tour, as it used to be called. 

‘Mouse is down at his favourite sea-side resort — Littlehampton, a 
rather horrid little place, which he adores. I wish our tastes in places 
were similar, so that we could be together; but in any case E. can’t take 
her bad eye to the sea just yet, on account of the glare. We are having a 
miserable summer, so wet and cold. I have not had my boat out of the 
boat-house yet, and have a fire in the study where I am writing this. 

‘I must thank you again for all the “cuttings” you so kindly sent. Most 
interesting they were, and encouraging. With all regards and 
remembrances to all of you. 


“Yours truly, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘Mayfield, 


‘Cookham Dene, 
‘Berkshire, 
‘England, 12th Jan. 1910 


‘MY DEAR PURVES, — First and foremost, I beg that you will take 
an early opportunity of conveying to Master P. M. my respectful but very 
hearty thanks for the beautiful Christmas present that he was good 
enough to send me. The book is a delightful one in every respect — 
matter, form and illustration — and Maxfield Parrish keeps up to his own 
high standard, which is not easy, though we shall never expect less of 
him. P. M., of course, remembered my fondness for the classical old 
stories, which are eternally new; but it was clever of him to choose so 
well. 

‘Next, I wish you all a very happy and prosperous New Year, and that 
all your roseate projects may blossom into full-blown facts — if they do, 
you will certainly have to be prosperous, and it will be your own fault if 
you’re not happy. 

‘And then, I want to explain the difficulty I found in answering your 
last letter, of some months ago, sketching your hoped-for programme for 
the present year. It found us very busy house hunting and hopeful of 
being settled in a place of our own by Christmas at least; and now 
Christmas has come and gone, and we are as far as ever from a house. 
And our time is up here, and the owner wants to come back. And until 
this point is settled, all plans are in abeyance. As soon as I have found 
something and “moved in”, I hope to go on my travels with a light heart. 
We are both somewhat stale and rusty, and I want to smell foreign smells 
again and drink wine in the country where it grows; but we feel it would 
be wiser to get our troubles over first. However, I do hope they will be 
over, long before you begin to get a move on you; and then it would be 
nice indeed if we could stretch our weary limbs under the same marble 
table outside some sun-bathed restaurant. 

‘I will get E. to write to you about Tyrol, which she knows — I’ve 
never been there myself, but I should like to go. Though I can’t talk 
German I can drink beer — and it’s handy for Venice. 

‘Q. is frightfully busy over the election, propagating his pernicious 
doctrines throughout the west country. We had a nice letter from his boy, 
who goes into residence at Oxford next week. Atky recently made a 
sudden flight into Sardinia, an island I’ve long wanted to visit. He hints 
darkly at adventures, but as yet I’ve had no opportunity of pumping him. 


Your boys must have had a ripping time. I wish some one would take me 
on a trip like that. 
“Well, until we meet, which I hope will now be soon. 


“Yours most sincerely, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘Boham’s, 
‘Blewbury, Didcot, 
‘England, 20th May 1910 


‘MY DEAR PURVES, — After exceeding great tribulation we have 
at last found this little farmhouse, and moved into it a few days ago. 
Chaos, of course, and we live in a small clearing in a forest of books and 
furniture, striving vainly to reduce things to some appearance of order. 
Blewbury is perhaps the most beautiful of a string of pretty and very 
primitive villages stretched along the northern edge of the Berkshire 
Downs. It is only about 54 miles from London, but 5,400 years remote 
from it in every way. This is the heart of King Alfred’s Country, “Alfred 
the Great” who beat the Danes, close by here, about 860, and nothing has 
really happened since. True, a tiresome innovator, called William the 
Conqueror, came along some years later, and established a thing called 
the Curfew bell, which still rings here during the winter months, to the 
annoyance of the more conservative inhabitants, who say they used to 
get on very well before these newfangled notions; but this is all that 
divides us from Saxon times. We are some twelve miles from Oxford, 
but its culture does not permeate to us; if we penetrate as far as 
Abingdon or Wallingford we are mighty travellers and have seen great 
and distant cities. 

‘The village is really a charming one — a mixture of orchards and 
ancient timbered cottages and clear little streams, and the people are 
simple and friendly and dignified. The downs lie a mile or two to the 
south — splendid bare grassy spaces with (so-called) Roman or British 
“Camps” and “Barrows”. The villages along the edge are all beautiful 
with fine old churches — ours is a beauty, and not much spoilt. We went 
to a memorial service for King Edward there to-day and the simplicity 
and genuineness of it all was very touching. As for this little house, it is a 
plain Berkshire farmer’s house, “unfaked” and unaltered, with no special 
architectural features, with its orchard on one side and its farm buildings 
on the other. We are genuinely hoping that you may be able to come and 


see it — and us, and if you have to suffer any minor discomforts (if for 
instance we have to “sleep” you “out”, in some dream of a thatched 
cottage, owing to exigencies of space), I am sure you will bear in mind 
that Alfred the Great was no better off. I have honestly no fear that 
Blewbury itself will disappoint you. The Bohams, I may explain, sleep in 
a row in the churchyard. Only their name remains, attached to this farm 
and to a road leading from it up onto the downs. 

‘I wonder whether your plans still hold good, as already related to us? 
If so, you will be here about the time that I have hammered in the last 
tack into the last carpet, and I shall wearily straighten my back and 
prepare to take a well-earned holiday with you. I suppose you would 
hardly have time to walk from here, by way of the downs, to Fowey? 
Atky says six weeks would do it quite comfortably. That peripatetic 
personage wrote to me the other day from Corsica. Each year his “St. 
Anthony’s fever” seems to agitate his lean limbs more violently. Don’t 
bring any fine clothes or evening frocks to us. We are the only people 
here who dine late at all and we keep it dark. 


“Yours most truly, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘Boham’s, 
‘Blewbury, Didcot, 
‘Berkshire, England, 
‘2nd August 1910 


‘DEAR PURVES, — The photos are first-rate. They are being 
gradually shown round the village, and are received with cries of “Law” 
and “Well I never” and “Fancy now” and careful identification of every 
paling and bit of thatch. The two I like best, pictorially, are the bit of 
Leach’s farmyard with a Lady hen and a Master pigling occupying the 
stage; and the one of the Barley Mow Inn with the little white road in the 
background, running over the hill to Streatley. But they are all delightful, 
and breathe the Blewbury spirit. 

‘Our great annual social event, the “Fete”, came off last Wednesday 
and Society with a big S. was convulsed from top to toe; but is gradually 
simmering down to quietude again for another twelve months. We made 
£27 for the Church expenses — Mouse as a “costermonger” with a 
miniature “coster-barrow”, sold sweets vigorously, and cleared 17s. 6d. 
Saunders had a weighing-machine and Mrs. S. a bran-tub, and made over 


£2 between them. Dancing and pyrotechnics closed an event of 
unexampled brilliance, which the Morning Post, however, has so far 
failed to chronicle. 

“Yesterday morning we drove over early to East Isley (that village we 
did not go to, the day we were up on the downs together) to see the big 
annual sheep-fair, I can’t describe it, but it was one of the most 
intoxicating things I have ever been at. The noise of dogs and sheep and 
dealers, the procession of sheep and men, the droves of flockmasters and 
dealers in the most fascinating clothes you can conceive, the pubs all gay 
and busy, and the beautiful little village glittering with movement and 
humming with the real Berkshire language, beat any Pageant I have ever 
seen. And all genuine business too — not an “outsider” present except 
ourselves. You ought to have been there. Mouse was soon in the thick of 
it, but when I sought him and discovered him bidding at the auction for 
pedigree rams, I had to haul him out of action. 

‘Mouse and Saunders have become very good friends and now call 
each other “old chap” and he goes to tea there when he likes. You seem 
to have been having a splendid time, both of you, and you won’t care to 
tear yourselves away, even for Venice. The card you sent me of 
Innsbruck was beautiful, and rather tugged at me. But foreign places all 
do. We are fixed here for August anyway, and a bit of September. After 
that — I don’t know; there are possibilities. 

“You don’t say if the boys have had all the climbing they wanted. 
Sooner them nor me. Something with a restaurant on its airy summit is 
quite good enough for me. 


“Yours most sincerely, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME 


‘E. is most tremendously obliged for the dental silk, wh duly arrived.’ 


‘Boham’s, 
‘Blewbury, Didcot, 
‘Berkshire, England, 
‘24th August 1910 


‘DEAR PURVES, — I have intended that you should find this waiting 
for you at Philadelphia on your return, as a sort of a greeting from a 
continent which by that time will seem very strange and far away, in time 
and space; but Mrs. Purves’s cheery letter, which we read with much 


delight, has put it in my power to catch your boat, with luck, at the 
pleasant city of Marseilles — where I once ate a perfectly whacking and 
stupendous quantity of bouillabaisse. So this will not be a greeting, but a 
valediction. Well, you seem to be quitting in the right spirit; not damning 
your luck, as most of us do at the end of a holiday, but blessing it; and by 
so doing you shall take your holiday back with you as a keepsake, not 
leave it hopelessly behind. Perhaps “Blessed are those who bless their 
luck” is an eleventh Beatitude, got dropped out somehow — with one or 
two others. 

“Thank you very much for negotiating that N. York draft for me — I 
sent you a meagre card of acknowledgement at the time. And many 
thanks for the colour print of the “Pan You have a fine possession 
awaiting you — the god in the best aspect of remote and withdrawn 
seclusion, piping to “Water, first of singers I am keenly looking forward 
to the prints you have kindly promised to send me (the missing ones, by 
the way, have never turned up). 

‘I have your letter of 21st — for which much thanks. And it is good 
indeed of you to be sending Mouse a cape for the storms that daily 
drench us here. He will be truly proud when it reaches him — and he 
will have a dry skin as well, which a proud spirit cannot give. He 
continues to be very happy and contented here. He has had three 
expeditions to Oxford also, all in beautiful weather; and in a fortnight or 
so we hope to go in again, for the big annual Fair of St. Giles’, which 
will be a delirium of caravans and roundabouts and hideous noises. The 
day after to-morrow there is another Sheep Fair at East Ilsley, and we 
hope to be in the thick of it. So you see, if we don’t get to the Passion 
Plays and Venices and things, we have our own little diversions. 

“Your hospitable and tempting invitation to come over and stay with 
you is not being docketed and pigeon-holed, but is being kept fully in our 
minds as affecting any future plans. Meantime I can only say that if at 
some later date the thing should prove possible, we shall bring it off, 
with much light-heartedness; and we do not need your assurances that we 
shall be comfortable, free and happy. That is the one thing of which we 
are completely confident. 

‘And now good luck to you all, and a fair voyage, and an even keel. 
And may a prospering wind fill the sails the Venezia hasn’t got, and bring 
you speedily in sight of the dear old Custom-house which will tell you 
that you are really “Home”. 


“Yours most sincerely, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘Boham’s, 
‘Blewbury, Didcot, 
‘Berkshire, England, 
‘30th Sept. 1910 


‘DEAR PURVES, — Yesterday arrived the packet containing the two 
beautiful pictures (Jason and Bellerophon), doubly welcome, i e for 
themselves, and as telling us you were safely home again, with the rest of 
the Argonauts — at least I hope so. I don’t know why it was, but the 
Venezia never appeared in the Shipping News, either as starting or 
arriving or doing anything else — she didn’t even find an uncharted 
rock, apparently. Unexciting sort of vessel. We sent you a couple of 
parting screeds to Marseilles, and hope the Venezia condescended to 
admit them on board. 

“The two prints are exceedingly beautiful things. Imbued with the true 
classical spirit, they recall long-forgotten but haunting Virgilian phrases, 
and will send me back I think to that delightful author — if I can find my 
boyhood’s copy among the debris that still strews the shores of Boham’s. 
Thank you very much for them and for your promptness in sending 
them. 

‘Mouse’s rain-cloak arrived in due course and he was installed its 
proud possessor. He highly approves of its cut and style, and so does his 
governess, who finds it light and convenient to carry. It is probably due 
to the cloak that, since it arrived, we have hardly had any rain at all; and 
just now we seem to be having a little bit of our lost summer. This 
morning Mouse and I went to see Farmer Saunders and buy some apples 
— and first we went up a ladder into the apple-loft, and sampled every 
sort of apple and filled our pockets — and then we sat in the parlour and 
discussed circuses, and all three of us agreed that they were the only 
thing worth living for. 

‘While you have sailed across half the world nothing has happened 
here except that the Michaelmas daisies have come out. O, and St. 
Giles’s Fair at Oxford, which M. and I visited and had a dizzy day riding 
around on pink bears, swinging to the clouds in Dreadnoughts. Next 
Thursday is our own fair, which doubtless all the world will attend. 


“Yours very truly, 


‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘Boham’s, 

‘Blewbury, Didcot, 
‘Berkshire, 

‘England, 18th Oct. 1910 


‘DEAR PURVES, — I hasten to acknowledge receipt of your letter of 
the 11th. 

‘I received and read the Maxfield Parrish letters with great delight and 
the consciousness of a vivid personality behind each written word; and I 
much appreciated your kind offer of them for my own keeping. I am, 
however, sending them back; for I feel very strongly that a letter has a 
peculiar and direct and special appeal for the recipient, which no one else 
can entirely share; and you will like to glance over these again, on some 
happy idle day that is surely to come. 

“We have been living through a strenuous time of Fairs, — the tale of 
Blewbury Fair must await a more leisurely letter — the glory and colour 
of it all, the friendly show-people and their vans, and the maddening 
whirl of the roundabouts. I dare not embark on the subject at this late 
hour of the night. 


“Yours most truly, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘Boham’s, 
‘Blewbury, Didcot, 
‘Berkshire, England, 
‘12th Jan. 1911 


‘DEAR PURVES, — I have been a shamefully long time in 
acknowledging your beautiful Christmas present — but I have been laid 
up in bed with a sharp attack of bronchitis, which has interfered sadly 
with my Christmas duties, and pleasures too for that matter, and other 
people’s also; but that is over for the present, though I have to sit indoors 
over a fire and not run about over the downs, as I would fain be doing. 

“The book is a charming book, and a fresh instance of Pierre Marot’s 
care and thoughtfulness in choosing for me just the thing I like best. You 
are very fortunate to possess those fine and stately pictures, and I like to 


think that you’ve got them. And I’ve got the book — and thank you very 
much. 

“We have not had much fun this winter — too much wet for gadding 
about. But Mouse goes to children’s parties and is very happy. He goes to 
school after Easter and is much pleased and excited at the prospect. It is a 
nice place in Dorsetshire, near the coast, with beautiful bathing and 
surroundings. We took a short trip to that part of the country in 
November and liked it much. 

‘I have got possession of my “barn” — you may remember the 
outside of it — I have put a good stove in, and most of my books, and it 
makes a very decent study indeed, and gives us more room, which we 
wanted, though you’d be surprised at the way we have “settled in” since 
you were here and the place was still all straw and packing-cases. The 
new study also takes art very freely and your family bas-relief — the 
plaster cast — is there, with much else of varying merit. 

‘The Saunderses were much pleased and flattered to get your 
Christmas card. The boy and they continue to be great friends, and he 
takes tea with them most Sundays. Blewbury hibernates during the 
winter and you don’t meet people unless you go and knock them up, 
when you find them by excellent fires and they give you ginger-wine in 
exchange for news. No fairs, no sheep markets, no riding round on gaily- 
coloured wooden horses with their names painted on their necks. But at 
Easter we shall wake up again, when the gay caravans take to the road 
once more. Sometimes we have the hounds though, and Mouse and I had 
a wonderful bit of luck one morning in November, when the hounds ran 
into their fox at our very feet and we saw every detail of the kill and the 
“breaking up” and then Mouse shyly asked the huntsman to “blood” him 
— do you know the nasty process? And this the good-natured man did 
and presented him with the brush as well, and he was proud indeed. 


“With love to you all. 


“Yours most sincerely, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘Boham’s, 
‘Blewbury, Didcot, 
‘Berkshire, England, 
‘7th February 1911 


‘DEAR PURVES, — Very many thanks for your letter of the 25th 
Jan. 

‘We are all four for Cornwall three days hence, if nothing intervenes. 
First to the Lizard, for two or three weeks, then, I hope, to Fowey. I want 
Mouse to make the acquaintance of my Cornish haunts, and friends, 
before he goes to school — then he may like to go back there. So my 
next letter may be from familiar scenes and contain tidings of gulls and 
lobsters. Meantime good-bye and thanks again. 


“Yours most sincerely, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘Boham’s, 

‘Blewbury, Didcot, 
‘Berkshire, 

‘England, 15 th May 1911 


‘DEAR PURVES, — Many thanks for your interesting letter of the 
21st March. This reached me when we were established at St. 
Catherine’s House, Fowey, and of course ought to have been answered 
from that classic spot. But I found the arrangements of the house (which 
was also very full most of the time) very uncomfortable for 
correspondence, and I may say here, that we were greatly disappointed in 
St. C.’s, and the way it is now run. I went there because I thought it 
would be more simple and homelike for the boy and his governess than 
the hotel, which I should have preferred; but there was a skimping and a 
pinching everywhere, which was not agreeable. Skimping in food, in 
lights, in chamber linen, in hot water even. Complaints were general, and 
for my part I shall not go there again. It is indeed becoming a little 
difficult to find accommodation at Fowey. The doctors have begun to 
send convalescents there, the G.W.Ry advertises it assiduously, and 
although it was still a fortnight to Easter when we left, the place was as 
full as in summer. 

‘Well, enough of that side of it, the town itself, the harbour, the river, 
greeted us with all their old charm. Bigger steamers than ever come up to 
the “tips”, the clay is loaded by electricity, and the work goes on night 
and day. Fowey is prospering, and new houses have been built, out Point 
Neptune way; but the quays and the old town and the harbour-front are 
the same as ever — the same mud, the same fish heads and guts 
(apparently). Also the same Q, looking not a day older and even more 


beautifully dressed than formerly. Mouse was particularly struck with 
Q’s clothes. I think he then realized, for the first time, that Man, when he 
chooses to give his mind to it, is incomparably the finer animal of the 
two, and does the greater justice to clothes. (Soldiers and peacocks know 
this already, of course.) He observed solemnly to me, after contemplation 
of a certain suit of checks — Irish homespun — that “Q. was his idea of 
a hero of a novel”. The “Haven” was “done up” too, last autumn, in a 
new suit of excellent style and taste, and sparkled with cleanliness and 
colour. Mouse and Foy became good friends at once, and had many teas 
and walks together, and expeditions to the farm—” Priam’s Cellars.” 

— which flourishes exceedingly. One sunny day we all went over 
there with a large luncheon basket, and lunched in the open, off “hoggy 
puddin” and other good things, in a riot of daffodils and primroses, with 
three big foreign ships — Danes and Norwegians — moored right below 
us, and all the merry harbour traffic passing busily up and down. They 
have struck water there — a spring from the rock — and made a tank for 
water-lilies, and the clearance has made great progress. The terraces of 
the old garden, that were there hundreds of years ago, show clearly in 
places. 

‘Also, we had several expeditions to Rosebank and had two of Atky’s 
“special” luncheons — i e mostly fancy hors d’oeuvres and every sort of 
sausage — and Mouse had several teas, with gramophone, and liberty to 
potter about among all the books, and objects. He had not begun sailing, 
but was busy “fitting out” in the boat-house. He has been doing a lot of 
carpentering this winter, and that seems to have done him good. 

‘One specially warm and sunny day I took M. and his governess up to 
tea at Lerryn, “on a tide”, sailing up and rowing back. There is to me a 
tremendous sense of age about Lerryn — if I were painting some 
thirteenth or fourteenth century incident, I would be content to take 
Lerryn water-side, with the old bridge, for background; just as it is — 
indeed it has probably altered little since those days. 

‘Bevil was back from Oxford part of the time, but we didn’t see much 
of him. He was on the water all the time — sailing, sailing, sailing. 

‘Mouse has asked to be taken back to Fowey some day soon, which is 
a good sign — but I fancy, on the whole, he liked the Lizard best. To be 
sure he went there first, and we had better weather there, but the 
wildness, freshness, and strangeness of the Lizard, its grandeur and 
sparkling air, probably impressed him more than the slightly 
sophisticated Fowey; and he liked the simple, friendly people, who were 
all so nice to him and let him run in and out of their places, and had him 


to tea, and called me “Mr. Kenneth”, as I was known to them four-and- 
twenty years back. But the cliffs are not really safe for children, so I shall 
not hurry to take him back till he’s a good deal older. 

‘By the way, I thought “Lady Good-for-nothing” excellent, and quite 
in Q’s best and finest manner. 

‘Since we got back from Cornwall we have been very busy fitting M. 
out for school and getting him off. The joy and pride of a complete new 
outfit of clothes — including even “Eton” jacket and trousers for 
Sundays — no doubt mitigated the pangs. At any rate he made the great 
plunge last Monday, going off very manfully and composedly and, from 
what we hear, he is falling into the ways of the new life very well. It is 
very quiet here now without him. 

‘I hope your influenza is all over by now and that P. M. has emerged 
from the trial all new and shiny, and that the boys continue on their wild 
careers without check or hindrance. Blewbury is slow in waking up after 
the winter, but the farmers are all busy and happy, for it has been grand 
farming weather for weeks and both fruit and crops look most promising. 
The place itself is a mass of blossom and colour. 

“The enclosed lobster is for Jerry, in memory of the past lobsters that 
died nobly in a good cause. Alas, I never see a lobster now in this inland 
village. If I were to meet one walking on the downs, I would fall on his 
neck with tears of joy, and I would lead him gently home, and we would 
not part again, never, never. 

‘With warmest regards and the best of good wishes from both of us to 
all of you. 


‘Ever yours sincerely, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘Boham’s, 

‘Blewbury, Didcot, 
‘Berkshire, 

‘England, 16th Aug. 1911 


‘DEAR PURVES, — Thank you very much indeed for the beautiful 
Maxfield Parrish colour print you sent me — the pie picture. It is a noble 
piece of colour, and I am glad indeed to possess it. Of course it ought to 
have been acknowledged long ago — and your two letters — and there is 
also Mrs. Purves’s letter to E. and the two Print Collector’s Quarterlies, 
the five magazines, and the gift of photos. 


“We never expected you to write at all during your terrible heat-wave. 
How thankful you must have felt that the boys were away. Here we have 
been having a bit of a wave too, in our own small English way. People 
have been crying out, of course — but, to me, it has been the most 
glorious summer that I remember. I never saw such colour in the crops 
— burnt to a fierce tawny red. What is getting serious is the drought — 
practically no rain in these parts for two months, and no sign of it. The 
farmers are hard put to it to find food for their beasts, and sheep are 
fetching wretched prices in the market. 

“We are staying on here quietly, for the present, for Mouse’s summer 
holidays. He seems quite happy and contented here which is as it should 
be. When he is older, perhaps, he may find it a bit dull. He brought home 
good reports, and says he liked it from the first day. 

“We had several pleasant trips to Oxford before the hot weather set in. 
Since then it has not been possible to make any expeditions — at least it 
was possible, but it would not have been very wise. I take a siesta, 
foreign fashion, from 2 to 4, and later, get up on the downs, where there 
is generally a breeze. I hope soon to get some boating on the Thames; but 
since I last wrote to you, our life has been most uneventful. Not even any 
fairs as yet. Owing to the coronation, when we poor country folk spent 
all our hoarded pennies in decorations, &c., the dates of all the village 
fetes and fairs have been fixed for us late in the summer as possible, to 
give us a chance of saving a few more pennies for shows and 
roundabouts. But when we get our harvest money, we shall be rich again, 
and the fun will begin. Then we will ride on noble steeds of wood, with 
their names painted in gold on their necks (they are all named after 
famous racehorses of old time), and shy for cocoa-nuts, and swing till we 
are sick — at least I shall be sick. 

“Well good-bye for the present. This is not a real letter. Perhaps later I 
shall have something solid to tell you about. Some wild village orgie — 
or “harvest home”. 


“Yours most sincerely, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘Boham’s, 

‘Blewbury, Didcot, 
‘Berkshire, 

‘England, 20th Sept. 1911 


‘DEAR PURVES, — The sad news of the deplorable tragedy at 
Fowey has no doubt reached you; but you will naturally be anxious for 
all particulars, so I am sending all that appeared in the Western Morning 
News, in case no one else has done so. We have not yet had any letters 
from Fowey about it. Please keep the cuttings if you want to. 

‘I loved Atky — in perhaps a selfish way first of all because all his 
special “passions” appealed to me — boats, Bohemianism, Burgundy, 
tramps, travel, books, and pictures — but also, and I hope and believe 
chiefly, for his serene and gentle nature, his unfailing good humour and 
clear, cheerful spirits, and his big kind heart. But you know all these 
qualities of his as well as I do. And you are mourning him too. 

‘Again and again, in imagination, I get my boat at White-house Steps 
and scull up the river by the grey old sea wall, under the screaming gulls, 
past the tall Russian and Norwegian ships at their moorings, and so into 
Mixtow Pill, and ship my oars at the little stone pier, and find Atky 
waiting on the steps, thin, in blue serge, with his Elizabethan head; and 
stroll up the pathway you know, to the little house above it, and be 
talking all the time and always some fresh whimsicality. I had a letter 
from him a very few weeks ago, telling of a Yachting Dinner they had 
just had — he, apparently, in the Chair — and his spirits seemed as 
buoyant as ever. 

‘Well, I will not write more just now. I feel as if we had all suddenly 
grown much older. All, that is, except Atky. He couldn’t do it, he didn’t 
know how. 


“Yours, KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘Boham’s, 
‘Blewbury, Didcot, 
‘Berkshire, 

‘8th Feb. 1912 


‘DEAR PURVES, — Nothing that we had this Christmas delighted us 
more than the Dennison box of notions. Sending off parcels is no longer 
an agony and a running about all over the house — rather a delicate 
delight. 

“We are alone here once more, Mouse having departed school-ward, 
undaunted and in high spirits. We have excellent accounts of him and his 
progress. I had a line from Q. just the other day. The Boy had been 
elected to the “Leander” Boat-Club — the premier rowing club of 


England — which I suppose is a great compliment for so young an 
oarsman. He stroked one of the two trial eights this year, but he is not in 
the “Varsity” crew — at least up to the present. I fancy he may be a trifle 
light as yet — those boys run to such a size nowadays. On Latin and 
Greek and such trifles the father was silent. 

“We have been having some bitter weather lately, but it’s all gone now 
for the present, and Mud is King once more. We hang on for a bit, and go 
South when it is nearly sure to be fine. 

“We had rather an interesting time in Brittany in the late autumn and 
saw a lot of new country and new things, but, to me, that is not the South 
and therefore — nothing. You’ve got to have the Alps to the North of 
you before the air begins to have the right feel in it. 

“You see I’ve no news, — and indeed this is the dead time of the year 
here. Even the farmers have little to do. 

‘I hope Mrs. Purves and the rest of you are well and lively, and having 
lots of opera and such good things, which your noble city provides so 
plentifully. 

‘I will write you a better letter next time — perhaps something will 
have happened — just now we’re hardly thawed out after the recent 
frost. 


“Yours most sincerely, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘The Fowey Hotel, 
‘Fowey, 
‘Cornwall, 8th July 1912 


‘DEAR PURVES, — First, let me formally acknowledge receipt of 
your two letters, 25th May and 8th June, and of the copy of the Century, 
with its charmingly written appreciation of Maxfield Parrish and of the 
treasures which decorate your new room. We have been away from home 
for some five weeks — first Dorsetshire, in a little old sea-town called 
“Lyme Regis”, chiefly known through being enshrined in one of the 
novels of Jane Austen, and then, for a fortnight, here. Fowey is 
prosperous, cheerful and full of smiling faces. More steamers up the river 
than I have ever seen and the jetties working all night as well as all day. 
Many inquiries after you all, from all classes, and a general feeling of 
having come home. Q. and miladi are going very strong, the Boy has 
been at home for a week, but is off again to camp as an Artillery man. 


Phelps walks down the road at precisely the same hour every day and 
Canon Purcell enters the Club at 6.45 p in as usual — and begins abusing 
the Government, and the Regatta is beginning to loom very large on the 
horizon. So you see that, whatever happens in outlying portions of the 
globe, Fowey holds on to its own old way and always will. 

“We have been up to Rosebank — a sad sight rather, with its empty 
rooms and bare walls. Miss Marston is still there, alone, but has taken a 
flat in London, whither she will move in the autumn. The place is for 
sale, not to be let, and I don’t think it will sell in a hurry — it’s not 
everybody’s house. The pictures sold badly — the water-colours were 
much faded by the sun and spotted by damp, and the dealers in a body 
stood aloof. But the books did well. The enormous stock of clocks, 
barometers and binoculars (I believe he had 45 telescopes alone) fetched 
very little. We have been having consistently beastly weather throughout, 
and have to-day rather suddenly determined to get home to-morrow, 
starting by an early train. So this letter will be a bit truncated, from 
pressure. I will try and do better next time; and in Berkshire I may 
remember some more “Fowey bits” to tell you. Meantime, we want to 
hear all about the Hospital Fair, and the dresses, with nothing left out. 
And I don’t see why we shouldn’t meet near Paris, next year — and here 
too, with luck. Fowey and Paris have both their good points. 


“Yours ever sincerely, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘Boham’s, 

‘Blewbury, Didcot, 
‘Berkshire, 

‘England, 8th Aug. 1912 


‘DEAR PURVES, — Your letter of the eighteenth of July has been 
before us for some days, and all its talk of next year seems to bring your 
migration to these shores once more very near indeed. After all, in the 
month of August, when lamps are once more lighted for dinner, “next 
year” is a pretty near thing, isn’t it? Certainly we ought to be able to 
come together in Paris or elsewhere, wherever you settle upon 
eventually, and as for Fowey, that ought to be a sure thing. We don’t 
want much tempting to skip off down there. You won’t find any change 
to speak of, a shop or two has moved or blossomed out, the cloak shop 
has shifted further into town, but Varco will still greet you from his shop 


door at the comer. Miss White will smile at you through the fruiterer’s 
window a little lower down, the hotel bus, crashing down the hill, will 
shave your toes as you skip for safety into the little bar-door of the Ship, 
and when you reach Town Quay, and sit on the same old garden-seat out 
side the “Institute”, with the same old men on either side of you, it will 
be as if you had just closed your eyes there for an afternoon nap and 
opened them again. 

“We met Climo one day in the street, as usual hawking a basketful of 
delightful, blue-black squiggly lobsters. We had some lobster talk and 
made a sort of a rendezvous later, on the other side, to renew the subject, 
but we quitted prematurely and it never came off. 

‘Q. is more full of work than ever at present. A book of original verse 
coming out, another anthology, and a novel. You really mustn’t take it to 
heart, by the way, if they don’t write to you. They never write letters to 
anybody. For myself, I don’t think I have ever seen so much as a pothook 
or a hanger of her Ladyship’s; as for Q. I sometimes have to bother him, 
for introductions, or information of some sort, and when he replies, 
which he always does promptly, he gives me a half-sheet summary of the 
latest gossip — in shorthand. I fancy that professional writers nearly all 
hate letter writing. The style is different and that makes it difficult for 
them. The amateur finds it easier. Lamb was good at it, to be sure, and 
Edward Fitzgerald — but in a sense they were amateurs. 

“Well, I am getting prosy, and had better stop. All good wishes to all 
of you. 


“Yours very truly, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘Boham’s, 
‘Blewbury, Didcot, 
‘Berkshire, 

‘ll th July 1913 


‘Mv DEAR PURVES, — Many thanks for your letter of the 3rd. Of 
course we are immensely disappointed to hear of the very small 
probability that exists of your being able to get to England; and we are 
deeply sorry to hear that you are so pulled down and all the rest of it. But 
I want to say at once and right away, that what you are doing is 
absolutely the right thing, and the only thing, and the thing to make you 
fit and well again in the shortest possible time. You have got to “slack” 


as if you were in for a prize for it. Not only must you not think to-day of 
what you will do to-morrow, but you must not think in the morning of 
what you will do in the afternoon. In fact, you mustn’t think at all, but sit 
in the sunshine and let things just happen before your eyes and don’t ask 
yourself why they happen, or any other conundrum. Nature will do her 
work all right, if she’s given the chance and a free hand. 

“We shall probably start for Fowey on the 16th or 17th as we have got 
to be back here about the 26th, to get ready for our journey to the 
Highlands in the following week. We continue to have excellent accounts 
of Mouse in every way. I wish we could bring him to Fowey with us, but 
that may not be. 


“Yours most sincerely, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘Boham’s, 

‘Blewbury, Didcot, 
‘Berkshire, 

‘12th December 1913 


‘DEAR PURVES, — Ever since our return from Scotland I have been 
reminding myself almost every day that a letter was due from me to you; 
and lo, here is Christmas almost on us, and the letter still unwritten. 
Fortunately I have other letters still more overdue, and that reflection 
somehow seems to cheer me amazingly. I wanted particularly, first of all, 
to thank you most warmly for your very kind, thoughtful invitation to 
Mouse to come and see something of Holland under your auspices. Had 
he been kicking his heels here, at a loose end, I would have jumped at the 
opportunity; but the fact is, it would have abruptly cut his Highland 
holiday off suddenly, and the boy was so enjoying every hour of it, and 
so eager to be allowed to stay there till the last possible day — which 
indeed was what we did — that I hadn’t the heart. I wish you could have 
been with us; we were in places which were almost fantastically 
beautiful, even for the Highlands, and some of it only recently opened up 
to travellers. 

‘I was greatly pleased when I heard about Q. and the new Book. It is 
just one of those graceful and delicate compliments which it is such a 
pleasure to receive and such a privilege to be able to pay; and it will bind 
you to Fowey by yet one more golden link. The book has been 


exceedingly well noticed over here, I am glad to see. I sometimes think 
he is at his best in that sort of work. 

‘I wish you had been with us the day before yesterday, when we were 
returning from London after a day’s Christmas shopping. It was “Cattle 
Show Week”, the annual orgie of the country farmer in London, and our 
carriage was crammed with a jovial crew of Berkshire farmers, their 
wives and children, laden with toys for the children left at home. They all 
came from two primitive little villages about five miles from here, and 
when we parted at Didcot we had invitations to visit them all and see 
their houses — no one apparently lives in anything later than Elizabeth, 
and they feed their pigs out of Staffordshire slipware dishes and chop 
wood in the woodshed on Jacobean stools with carved legs — at least 
that is what I gathered, in the course of the journey. This country really 
gets older and more primitive the longer one lives in it, and the Berkshire 
farmers are, in a sense, a race apart — prosperous, well-to-do, living a 
jolly life, but among themselves, and intermarrying among themselves 
and keeping up their old habits and customs. 

‘I wonder if you ever read The Scouring of the White Horse by T. 
Hughes, the Tom Brown man? It was written, I suppose, about fifty years 
ago, and gives, in a small way, a rather faithful picture of life in these 
parts — as it is now, because of course here fifty years amounts to just 
nothing at all. 

‘I was calling lately on a farmer in a neighbouring village, and I asked 
him about a certain house supposed to be haunted — we have lots of 
haunted houses about here. He said he wanted to investigate the legend 
himself, so he went to the oldest inhabitant, but found him scornfully 
contemptuous. “Ghostesses?” said he, “I don’t hold with no ghostesses. 
Cos why? Lookee here. If so be as they’ve gone to the right place, they 
don’t want to come back; and if so be as they’ve gone to the wrong 
place, whoy, damme, they won’t lat un.” Probably a chestnut, but he said 
that was what the old fellow said. 

“When we went to Newbury Fair a month or two ago — and a very 
jolly fair it was — I went to see a very beautiful old house which is now 
after many vicissitudes in the hands of a furniture dealer. (It is right on 
the “Bath Road”, so they get a lot of motor-car custom.) He showed me 
an old room they had recently reopened; it had become unpopular and 
been bricked up because a certain highwayman had hanged himself there 
in the eighteenth century and seemed unwilling to quit the scene 
altogether. The staple he hanged himself from is still there all right. The 
house had a secret chamber, or “Priest’s” Room, as well, but I preferred 


the Highwayman’s room, it was practically untouched since the incident, 
and much more “grooly ‘We have a house near here where, on one night 
in the year, an old woman knocks at the front door, and on being 
admitted walks quietly upstairs and disappears. They always let her in all 
right. They don’t mind. When a thing has been going on for a thousand 
years or so you begin to get used to it. I wish we had something of the 
sort at Boham’s, but though we’re old, I’m afraid we’re not “classy” 
enough, the house being a simple one of the farmer type. 

‘I hope you continue to have good accounts of Jack. At any rate he is 
in “Christmas Country”, as one always regards Germany somehow, and 
that is a sort of consolation for his absence. 

“Well — I must bring this rambling screed to a close. You know all 
our good wishes and best thoughts are with you, you fellow citizens of 
Fowey, which is “no mean city”, and perhaps some future Christmas we 
will have a private joint-stock lobster-pot of our very own, and haul it up 
and eat the proceeds thereof on Christmas Day. 


“Yours most truly, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘Boham’s, 
‘Blewbury, Didcot, 
‘Berkshire, 

‘24th January 1914 


‘DEAR PURVES, — That was a truly noble volume that you were so 
very kind as to send me this Christmas, and thank you ever so much for 
it. It is a remarkable book — I never possessed a copy of it before — I 
read it, I suppose, before I was twenty and never since — when it arrived 
I began turning the pages over and found myself insensibly immersed in 
it for the rest of the evening. That’s just it, I suppose — it’s pre- 
eminently readable — and that’s a spell many writers would give a 
thousand pounds to discover. Perhaps it’s the only thing that really 
matters. 

‘The holidays are just over, and we are in a state of unnatural peace 
and calm. The day before yesterday I took Mouse up to town, had him 
“vetted” by the dentist, filled him up with a solid British Luncheon at 
Simpson’s in the Strand, and fired him off by train along with two 
carriage-fulls of comrades in misfortune all adorned with a somewhat 
forced gaiety. Boys don’t like going back this term, because it’s the 


dullest of the three, and there is nothing particular to look forward to, and 
Christmas holidays mean many domestic joys and much home comfort, 
after which school looks a little bare and blank. 

‘The portrait of P.M. that you sent with the book was much admired 
by everyone here. He is a credit to the lot of us. 

“We are rejoiced to hear that you are really so very much better in 
health. This must make your whole outlook upon things very different. 
But you must take life a bit easy. 

“Rundownedness” is quite a specific complaint, and a bad one; and 
it’s apt to be the patient’s own fault too. 

“This is only a brief and very belated note to thank you warmly, which 
I do once more, for your kind and much-appreciated present. 

‘With all regards, and every good wish for the year now fairly 
launched. 


“Yours very sincerely, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


‘Boham’s, 
‘Blewbury, Didcot, 
‘Berkshire, England, 
‘18th Feb. 1915 


‘DEAR PURVES, — We have been genuinely distressed at learning 
from your recent letters of the very poor time you have been having in 
the matter of health, and can only hope that the slightly more cheerful 
note in Mrs. Purves’s postscript is still justified. And then on the top of it 
you had business troubles and worries — it all seems very hard. Well, 
one can only remember that troubles mostly pass, sooner or later, and 
that, when one has sailed into smooth water again, perhaps the pleasant 
harbour and its sunny shores look more smiling and peaceful on account 
of the breakers left behind. 

“We very deeply appreciate all the kind and sympathetic things you 
say about our position in this appalling war. I was pretty sure how you 
both would feel about it, but your kind words made pleasant reading. 
Your people may feel sure, that their many manifestations of sympathy 
— and by this I mean both instinctive sympathy and reasoned sympathy, 
for there have been many evidences of both — sink deep here, and will 
not be forgotten. The English are taciturn and ungushing — also their 


papers often say foolish and tactless things — but they remember all 
right. 

‘It is strange, isn’t it, and also most puzzling, how a great and 
prosperous nation can pour out its blood and treasure simply for the 
privilege of being Slaves — and of Enslaving? 

‘Our little village has played up well, sending some seventy men out 
of a total population of less than 500 souls. I think there has been a 
certain amount of nonsense talked about the recruiting. From all I have 
seen I should say that men have come in splendidly — and are still 
coming in; and good stuff too. We missed getting down to Fowey for a 
few weeks after Christmas as I had counted on doing, so I’m not in a 
position to give you any gossip from Town Quay, for though I’ve heard 
from Q. once or twice, on business, he was quite silent as to local affairs, 
except as to recruiting, which had been taking up all his time. So you 
probably know more about the place than I do, for you see a local paper 
and I don’t. Also I don’t go into Oxford as of old. One misses the boys, 
and it’s sad to see the river deserted, and have nobody playing the 
garden-ass or the giddy-goat. Oxford has played up well and no mistake. 

‘In London, when we run up for the day, things seem to me to be 
going on very much as usual. Of course we are not there at night, when 
things may be quieter than of old, but during the day it seems as busy 
and bustling as ever. I generally go to some sort of afternoon 
performance, and it is exceedingly difficult to obtain seats. 

‘The “veterans” of Blewbury have started a Volunteer Defence Corp, 
and we drill, in the evenings, in a beautiful great timber-framed thatched 
barn — like my own, only three times as big. The rats run in and out of 
the thatch along the rafters, and the barn cat, who ought to be attending 
to them, sits on wheat sacks and reviews us with great delight. He is 
having the time of his life, for he thinks that these drills are specially got 
up for him, to brighten the monotony of his long dull evenings. The 
corps have elected me their Commanding Officer — the cat concurring 
— because they said I was the most martial-looking of the crowd, and 
there I agree with them; they were careful to add, however, that it wasn’t 
for any other reason whatever, and that also I can fully understand. 


‘E. keeps pretty well. 

‘In normal times we should now run away somewhere where it was 
dry and sunny, with a cheerful restaurant or two in the foreground; as it is 
we have to stay at home and talk about the places we would have gone to 
if we could. 


‘I hope the boys are all flourishing and doing well in their respective 
pursuits and careers. P.M. will, I suppose, be careering schoolwards 
daily, and fairy tales are laid aside for facts. We also wish to be warmly 
remembered to Jerry, who would really weep if he knew how long it was 
since I saw a lobster, and we are of course anticipating a really better 
account of yourself, for your case is one that has always responded most 
hopefully to a complete rest, which is what you talk of trying, and which, 
after all, is a cure for nine maladies out of ten. 

‘Mrs. Purves, I note, keeps up her indomitable spirits, which are 
worth exactly £1,000,000 a year. 


“Yours most sincerely, 
‘KENNETH GRAHAME’ 


Mr. Purves died shortly after this last letter was posted. 


CHAPTER XIV. FOLLOWING THE SUN: (PART I) 


THERE was no true comparison of course for, to Kenneth Grahame, 
Cornwall was the place, the only place, whither the jaded went when 
weariest. Cornwall was as certain as Heaven was certain when a man 
was weary of earth. 

But at intervals he wanted that ‘Old Master’, the sun — wanted 
‘beggars, fleas and vines’. And he went to Italy for all four of them. And 
of the sun he wrote: 

‘Solis et artis opus: thus smiled the friendly legend from the dial upon 
me sitting among the vines hard by the swift Rhone; and there was 
something cheery in the text, no less than in the feel of the warm sun 
striking hard between my shoulder-blades. For a month past I had been 
impaled on an Alpine peak; set hip to haunch, too, with an athletic, 
unperceptive humanity, the male part of it mostly in orders; hounded 
about by guides with the eyes of wolves; and insulted by blatant boards 
in advertisement of “Lawn-tennis ground and English Chapel”. And it 
was but now, as I sprawled in flowers, that I began to realize how the 
mind may starve and pine in glacial surroundings. Poet and novelist alike 
are wont to insist on the superiority of nature in a large-paper copy, with 
a plenitude of margin, totally uncut, and the merest dribble of text. They 
think small things of you if they catch you stretching in soft grass, with 
the dumpy duodecimo you are so fond of — the little fat book crammed 
full of human life, a Rabelaisian chuckle oozing from its every well- 
thumbed page. Yet Nature is capable of brutalities, as well as man; and in 
her excessiveness, be it in volcano, glacier, earthquake, or whelm of 
snow, she must — if we are to look facts in the face — be evened with 
the colliery, the leprosy of suburban brickfields, the devastating network 
which the railway-spider ejects abroad. 

‘““There is surely,” saith Sir Thomas (of Norwich), “a piece of divinity 
within us; something that was before the elements, and owes no homage 
to the sun.” We have all of us far too good an opinion of ourselves to 
deny the pleasing impeachment. And yet, after fully allowing for the 
divinity, we are conscious of a residuum of very solid stuff, that must 
needs look thankfully to the sun as very master and lord. Solis et artis 
opus: ’tis the work of solar heat and Nature’s fashioning thumb, and it 
will ever throb sympathetic to anything that, like itself, is of Art and 
Him; to anything the effect of him St. Francis hailed as Brother Sun. 
Nay, it is frankly glad to lay by its divine element and own its debt to the 


old maker that draws out us funguses in this damp alluvial under-world, 
and ripens us till we rejoice to be alive. For, like Hesperus, he also 
bringeth all good things: as I realized when, in strolling through the little 
town, sweating and happy, I chanced upon a real cat. True, she fled my 
approach on the wings of terror. Still, she was no vision, but good honest 
cat. In the courtyard of the hotel, a grave old mastiff bitch smiled 
permissively, while the children lugged forth her puppies one by one, and 
the merry brood of younglings tumbled in the dust together, two-legs 
claiming no vantage over four-legs. And later, when the bedroom candle 
flickered timorously down the passage — was there not, in yonder 
painted chamber, the most authentic and the most bloody among ghosts? 
Aloft there, these several elements had not been. Cats may have their 
failings, but they are not born fools, and before those icy altitudes they 
prefer a level where the mellow shine, as it soaks into their fur, recalls a 
happy past to them, and they behold themselves walking divine in Egypt, 
duly worshipped as they should ever be. And as for ghosts, what self- 
respecting spook could put up with the ceaseless clumping of nailed 
boots, at one in the morning? Along a corridor that should rightly — at 
that hour — have been all his own? Even the poor human worm had 
been used to turn in his sheets, and sleepily damn the dumpers ere he 
snored again; and, a sensitive spectre in his place had been driven wild. It 
was annoying to reflect that all the while I had gone lingering on above 
the snow-line in the futile expectancy of getting, somehow, “braced”, the 
sun was saving up these genial comrades for me here! 

‘We forget too much that, like all good fellows, he is essentially 
responsive. Treat him well, and he will treat you well. Consequently, we 
abuse him for nine months of the year as an absentee, and the three 
others we challenge him with umbrellas and straw hats, insult him with 
Statistics in The Times, accuse him of unnatural alliances with gipsy 
comets: behave, in fact, as if this sober-sided and steadygoing director of 
our very limited company were himself of the race of these same bushy- 
pated eccentrics, and portended woe! Now, if we would only meet him 
half-way: if we would treat him to sun-dials, loggias, patios; dot our 
Regent Street pavement with little green tables; stud our walls with bits 
of Robbia’s craft so apt and strange, he, being our brother and our helper, 
would call more regularly than he does, and stay a little longer every 
time. Truly, here, as everywhere, we persist in the shy British mistake of 
leaving all the overtures to the other party. As I sat there, the old fellow 
was silently at work on a masterpiece of his, in an environing wilderness 
of clustered grapes. They on their part were imbibing and storing his 


every particle: so that in each fast-mellowing globule a tricksy spirit was 
making ready some day to spread his filmy wings, and flash through the 
brain of man, kindling as he went — what high thoughts, what passions, 
what poems yet undreamed? The potentiality of the place was 
overpowering. Was it not by sun-gendered sprites of just such a nativity 
that our own rare Herrick was finely touched to his fine issues? And 
might not this vine-clad slope be the cradle of a thought that should 
create an epoch? If it should hap, His were the gift, and His the glory! 
The great poet, singer, artist, our master, ever original and ever new, 
whose cult and whose system shall not have their day nor cease to be!’ 

Kenneth began these southern truancies when quite a young man and 
he saw Rome in the days of the contadini and when, in the Piazza di 
Spagna, still lingered some of the characteristics that Shelley knew. Still 
on the Spanish Steps were to be seen the ciociari and ciociare — the 
models who, loafing picturesquely, waited some Angelo who might hire 
them and meanwhile ogled English tourists and sold them gay flowers of 
all colours. A trove of one of these early Italian visits is a plaque, a blue- 
and-white della Robbia, a Madonna and child, picked up in Tuscany to 
be treasured for years and to have a final resting-place between the 
windows on the outside wall of 5 Kensington Crescent. There it still is, 
unless the house has been pulled down since last I passed by. It was an 
aesthetic joy to Kenneth and a source of displeasure to Sarah Bath who 
came of chapel folk. 

In post-war years Kenneth Grahame’s chief concern in Rome was to 
find unorthodox places wherein to eat and, afterwards, to wander among 
palaces and churches hoping ever that in the firmament of Rome some 
new and exquisite shooting-star might, on his turning an unfamiliar 
comer, disclose itself to him in the vaulting shape of a hitherto unknown 
fountain. 

For he loved running water, from a yard of pump splashing into a 
horse trough to a ton of sparkling Thames tipping into Whitchurch weir 
pool, and he could truly say: ‘Water first of Singers’, or 


“Water brown, water bright — 
Pearls and swirls that sever; 
Running water’s my delight 
Always and for ever; 

Let it from the chalk go peep, 
Let it from the limestone leap, 
Let it off the granite steep 


Pour, or from the mill be; 
Sunshine’s daughter, 
Running water 

Was and ever will be.’ 


But fountain water was the best of all especially if it ran to the 
expression of a rare fancy in chaste and chiselled stone and leapt, in 
Roman sunlight, against some inspired background. Then was he 
enchanted indeed. And, best of all the lyrics in marble, he loved the 
delicate and jocund grace of the Fountain of the Tortoises — the Fontana 
delle Tartarughe. Its frivolous jets, its sponsoring tortoises (to whom 
bare, bronze youths for ever give ‘leg-ups’ into the brimming basins) 
delighted the eternal boy in him. He loved too The Barcaccia — the boat 
that Father Tiber bore to the foot of the Spanish steps on the waters of 
the great flood of 1598. Pietro Bernini translated that shallop into stone 
and, into it and out of it, runs the Trevi water — the best water in the 
world; (so men say who know not, of an August day, the small fern- 
fringed spring that bubbles out of the granite on the high, purple rigging 
of Battock in Angus). 

There was also the Fontana di Trevi concerning which there is a 
legend fostered by the romantic (and also by the Municipal Authorities 
who periodically shut off the water to cleanse the basin). The legend is 
that those who leave Rome and who desire to return to her must throw a 
coin into the basin by moonlight and over the left shoulder. And by 
moonlight Kenneth Grahame would sometimes, of his good nature, 
accompany a party of pretty American girls who desired to throw their 
dimes into the water and be sure of a trip to Europe next fall. He would 
sit, a silent figure, in that shallow amphitheatre of stone which sweeps 
about the fountain, lulled by the cool splash of it, by the semi-silence of 
the night, and by the intonations of the nymphs. 

Another fountain that ‘kept still the poet’s dream’ was that system of 
four that have, since time began, perpetually played in the great square of 
Peter. It is said, I know not on whose authority, that the Kaiser, after 
attending a Papal Function at St. Peter’s, paused without to inspect his 
guard of honour. This duty accomplished, he waved an imperial hand 
towards the sparkling and immutable four and he said, ‘And now they 
may turn the water off.’ 

Kenneth Grahame met most of the eminent archaeologists of Rome 
and, learning of them, became an excellent guide to the more unusual 
sights of the city. Miss Beatrice Harraden has said that he seemed ‘to be 


able to make the past and the present known to his companion without 
appearing to transfer the information from himself to the one benefited’. 

But Rome, to him, was not entirely the place of fountains, quaint 
eating-houses and the grandeur of the Past. He was wondrous fond of 
toys and sweets; the marrons-glaces of “The Golden Gate’ were never to 
be passed by unbought, and it was a serious sorrow that he was rarely in 
Rome during the hot weather, during the delicious season of the cream 
and the water ice. There were, however, for consolation, the vendors of 
paper-butterflies and of floating-geese, the latter artfully launched in the 
basin of the Medici fountain, the former fluttered in the air (oh, but alive) 
by the magician who dealt in them until they were transferred from his 
skilled fingers to the hot and chubby paws of small purchasers. 
Whereupon the bobbing geese (they were never ducks) and the 
tremulous butterflies became, to the woeful disappointment of the 
cherubs who had parted with their pocket money, as devoid of animation 
as a tinned tongue. 

When in Rome he lived at the Hotel des Princes in the Piazza di 
Spagna, the centre of English life in Rome since the days when 
travellers, who did the ‘grand tour’, used to park their carriages in the 
square. He loved the sunshine on the Spanish Steps, a ‘song in stone’ he 
called them, even when unadorned by the baskets of the flower-sellers 
and the colour and fragrance of rose and violet, lily and carnation. He 
would climb to the top notes of the song and find there the Trinita de’ 
Monti and the Pincio. And he would sit and see sometimes the glory of 
Rome, but more often would he watch the swans in the little toy lake 
below the water Clock playing ‘up tails all’ just as did the swans below 
the bridge at Whitchurch. 

Among the restaurants that he was happiest in and whither he took the 
friends he wished to entertain, was the Ritrovo dei Poeti — the Meeting 
Place of the Poets. Wandering in the flower market he found the little 
wineshop whose lintel bore this intriguing title. He entered and found the 
place to be as good as its word. Although partly filled with capacious 
market women greasily eating macaroni and washing it down with 
tumblers of raw red wine, there sat apart, sipping, sipping, a company of 
a picturesque and even a romantic appearance. A group they were of 
dark young men with unkempt locks and blue or bristly chins. They wore 
floppy ties and wide sombrero hats; so like the Cafe Royalists of Regent 
Street were they that Kenneth began to fumble for the half-crown that 
one or other would, recognizing him, forthwith borrow. They were quite 
obviously poets. 


But to be certain he inquired of the market women. These daughters 
of Flora laughed loudly and derisively. 

‘Poets?’ they cried ‘Dios, no indeed, they are a party of Neapolitan 
umbrella-menders — if he looks outside the Signore will see their 
bundles and their baskets upon the steps.’ And so it was. But Kenneth, 
anxious that the Ritrovo dei Poeti should be justified in its name, invited 
to lunch with him there, a real poet, the American Ambassador, Robert 
Underwood Johnson, and, himself to make a second (it takes two poets 
to make a Ritrovo), the thing was, for all time, accomplished. And the 
red Gensano wine was pronounced, by both bards, to be admirable. 

He would haunt also the Ristorante Concordia and eat fettuccini 
Concordia — the flat macaroni which is the attraction of the place. He 
found his host there to be an ex-Garibaldino and that the restaurant cats 
were friendly and sociable. There was also the restaurant run by Russian 
refugees where a Russian Princess, in diamond earrings, made the 
omelette which an Archduke served to you. And when you asked for the 
bill you were begged not to mention it. So you dropped what you thought 
was right into an earthenware pot and went out into a squalid street 
where socialists and soldiers continually shot at each other. 

Kenneth Grahame took small part in the social activities of Rome; he 
was a lion who had little wish to be lionized. Yearly, it is said, towards 
the end of their stay, Mrs. Grahame would lead her husband to a table 
covered with visiting-cards and suggest that some of the calls might be 
returned. Yearly he would answer, ‘I have no cards with me. Have you? 
‘— ‘No.’ 

“Then let’s leave it over till next year.’ 

And that was the end of that. 

But in spite of this aloofness, he had one friend in Rome whom he 
visited again and again, and that was the Bambino — the sacred 
Bambino, the miracle-wrought, the miracle-working, Babe of the Ara 
Coeli. (Now did not St. Luke’s self return from Paradise, as lately as in 
medieval times, to paint that little face so finely sculptured in the sacred 
olive wood by another saint, temporarily restored to earth for that very 
purpose? Why, of course, yes.) 

The Bambino (‘that good little fellow’, Kenneth Grahame would 
affectionately name him) is just the size of a real infant. He lives in a 
crystal case sunk behind the High Altar. There He stays save when He is 
brought out to be seen by His adorers or to heal the sick. For as a curer of 
illness the ‘good little fellow’ is facile princeps. Accompanied by three 
priests, He will go in His carriage-and-four to attend the houses of sick 


people, to lie, for a moment, beside the sufferer and so downstairs again 
to be driven home to His Church of the Ara Coeli by His respectful 
ministers. His head is crowned with the tiara given Him by the Canons of 
St. Peter’s. His dress blazes with gems; His little person drips with 
gleaming chains of pearls and emeralds and blood-red rubies. Upon His 
wrist winks, in brilliants, the most adorable little diamond wrist-watch. 
At His feet lie His letters which reach Him from all parts, letters from the 
sorrowful who beseech Him for a miracle, letters from the grateful who 
rejoice that a miracle has been done. 

There was once a wicked countess who coveted the Bambino for her 
very own. So she caused a facsimile to be made of Him in secret. She 
then feigned a sickness and implored a visit from the Holy Child who, 
with His gorgeous attendants, duly arrived at the palace of the wicked 
one. Then when the Babe lay, as prescribed, upon the bed, the priests, on 
the plea of the ‘patient’s’ sudden and desperate illness, were pursuaded 
to step into the ante-room. In a moment the change was made. 

Anon the holy men drove home in the golden carriage-and-four. But it 
was the toy, the gemmed simulacrum, who sat facing them on the front 
seat. 

In the middle of that night there was some one who sobbed bitterly 
outside the great door of the Church of the Ara Coeli. The sleepy vergers 
at last heard and, clank, clank, they turned their big keys, they threw 
open the heavy doors. There, in the cold white moonlight, stood a little 
jewelled figure, the exquisite little form of the True and Heavenly 
Bambino, crying ever so bitterly and beseeching, His little hands 
outstretched, to be restored to His own. 

But what became of the kidnapping countess I do not know and 
perhaps it does not matter. For has not Kenneth Grahame personally said 
that in all the best stories there is naught except essentials? But the 
Bambino was his friend and, upon his writing-desk at Pangbourne, still 
stands, where it has always stood, a beautiful likeness of the ‘good little 
fellow?’ who was at Kenneth Grahame’s elbow until the end. 

In Rome, in 1921, the American Ambassador, Mr. R. U. 

Johnson, asked him, ‘Will you not let your mind play about the 
subject of Keats and write a five-minute tribute to him for the centenary 
of his death which will occur on the twenty-fourth of February? You can 
readily find some special topic, such as Nature in Keats’s poetry — 
anything that strikes you in thinking of him. We are relying on Sir 
Rennell Rodd and yourself to represent England in the Anglo-American 
celebration of this poignant event.’ 


The answer was in the affirmative and the talk was delivered. The 
actual speech I cannot find. But its gist said how easily John Keats might 
have heard his nightingales on the rural heights and twilit copses of the 
hamlet that, in those days, his native Hampstead remained. As ‘a tribute’ 
it was a great success and the speaker, preserving strictly his time limit, 
caused his audience to ask for more. Thus it happened that the English 
Ambassador, Sir Rennell Rodd (now Lord Rennell), addresses:— ‘Dear 
Sir (sic) 

Kenneth Grahame’ and induces him, knight or no knight, to deliver ‘a 
discourse or a lecture or a reading’ at the Keats-Shelley Literary 
Association. Of this I am fortunate in having the MS. Its title is ‘Ideals’ 
and its readers may decide for themselves which of Sir Rennell’s three 
alternatives it exactly represents: 

‘Among the various instincts which govern this poor human nature of 
ours, in its affairs of social converse, I suppose one of the very strongest 
is the passion — for in some cases it really amounts to a passion — for 
imparting information to other people. 

‘So very violent is this morbid craving, so universal, so unsparing of 
either age or sex, whether of the imparter or the impartee, that it is 
difficult to say what might not become of a world in which it should 
succeed in obtaining the mastery — what attempts at mutual extinction, 
what bloodshed, might not eventually ensue. Fortunately the race is 
gifted with another powerful instinct, another passion almost equally 
overmastering — the sullen dislike we all feel for being fed with facts, 
our dogged determination not to be made the vessels for their storage, the 
demand we all automatically make that they shall be instantly taken 
away and dumped — if they must be dumped — on somebody else. 

‘This instinctive repulsion of ours seems to apply, strangely enough, 
to facts alone, to the things that really are and that really matter, and not 
at all to the things that really aren’t and that really don’t matter. For it is 
undeniable that we will listen long and listen gladly to any quantity of 
fiction — and not necessarily first-class fiction either. Poetry, too, we can 
stand — at least some of us — to almost any extent; and neither poetry 
nor fiction need be new and unfamiliar. Indeed we have usually a special 
welcome for old friends. The one thing we do not want, apparently, is 
truth — truth in the guise of solid facts and figures. Almost any fiction 
will do, so long as it is really fiction. To speak out quite honestly, we like 
jolly lies and plenty of them. 

‘Many thoughtful persons have doubtless ere now noticed, and 
perhaps deplored, the existence of those two rival passions; and 


philosophers will have recognized that the second of these — the revolt 
against information — is, after all, merely one of those sound instincts 
by which the human race defends itself against possible extermination — 
that it is a sort of moral phagocyte. For our purposes to-day, however, it 
will suffice if we content ourselves with the simple reason, that we 
dislike facts so much because they insist on taking up the place and the 
time of other things that we like better. 

‘This aversion from the acquiring of exact information is most 
glaringly evident in the case of the very young; but perhaps this is only 
because it is on their hapless heads that the information-hose discharges 
its stream of contents with the greatest force, directness and continuity, 
and because they are weak and defenceless, and also less skilled and 
subtle than we are in evading it. Children as such, indeed, do not reject 
the acquiring of facts as such, in anything like the same degree as we 
fact-weary ones of larger growth — as any of us well knows who has 
been cornered suddenly by some child of seven who has acquired a 
mastery of, let us say, All the Flags of All the Nations, and insists on 
telling us them. As a matter of fact, children are far more patient, far 
more receptive, than we, under the sousing, pitiless hose of information. 
Indeed, curiosity being the main motive-power of a child’s mind, the 
passionate need for knowing the how and the why of everything will 
often drive him to acquire laboriously such a mass of facts on one subject 
or another as should put us elders to shame — which it frequently does. 
No, the child has no such strong distaste, as we others have, for 
information in itself, but there are moments when even he rebels; and the 
reason for his attitude must be sought elsewhere. 

‘I suppose that the most obtuse, the most conventional of 
schoolmasters, finding Smith Minor’s receptive faculties tightly closed 
against information on the subject of, say, Greek grammar, is not such a 
fool as to suppose, either that he is wilfully obdurate (which is indeed 
unlikely, Smith being quite ignorant of the subject and therefore without 
prejudice or prepossessions, for or against), or that Smith’s mind is an 
empty chamber, free of all furnishing, the door of which merely sticks 
and refuses to open. No, he knows his Smith too well for that. The 
trouble to the master is, that he knows Smith’s mind to be fully occupied 
already. As he puts it himself, the boy, just when he ought to be 
attending, is always thinking of something else. 

‘That, M’lud, is my client’s case. Smith is thinking about something 
else. And about something far rarer and braver, we may be quite sure, 
than even the most irregular of verbs. 


‘Of course Smith’s mind may be unworthily occupied — with cricket 
averages for instance; but this is not so usual as is commonly supposed. 
Away from the actual games themselves, a boy’s mind is by no means so 
taken up with them as some of his depictors would have us believe. 
What, then, is he thinking about? 

“We may adopt the Socratic method of inquiry, and begin by asking 
ourselves what he is not thinking about. Well, of course he is not 
thinking about his work; we have agreed as to that already. Nor is he 
thinking about his indifference to work, his consequent place in his form, 
and whether the Governor will jaw him and make him swot during the 
holidays; for these would be obvious thoughts, and dear Smith never 
wastes the precious hours of classtime in thinking of the obvious. Neither 
— when we proceed to judge him by our baser selves — is he likely to 
be thinking about women, for instance, their merits and demerits; 
because he knows nothing whatever about them, and what’s more, he 
doesn’t want to. For the same excellent and sufficing reason, he is not 
thinking about the various methods, honest or otherwise, of making 
money. No; in place of occupying itself with all these things, that seem 
so natural to us, his mind is up and away, in a far, far better world than 
this, a world wherein matters are conducted as they should be, and where 
he is undoubtedly the best man there and is being given a fair chance at 
last. He is, in fact, pursuing his ideals, and his mind is fully occupied 
with them. If the real had anything half so fine to offer him, the real 
would doubtless get its chance with him; but, as we all know, it hasn’t. 

‘But now I seem to hear the objection, that I have deceived you, that I 
have let you down. At the mention of ideals, you looked for me to trace 
and follow some of those rare and passionate visions which have taken 
our great ones by the hand and led them from crag to crag, from height 
on to further height, till they have reached Olympus itself and brought 
back to level earth some of its sacred fire. And instead of this I am 
offering you, it would seem, the wayward, self-indulgent daydreams of 
an unconcentrated and purposeless boy — dreams he will grow out of or 
will shake off when the time for action is at hand — dreams which are no 
help to his self-development, but a real hindrance. Ah, but can we, dare 
we, attempt to draw a strict dividing line between the wayward dream 
and the high purposeful ideal, to pronounce exactly where one leaves off 
and the other begins? Is it not indeed of the essence of both, that we are 
carried away by them into an intenser, finer, clearer atmosphere than this 
earth can possibly offer? Most of such visions, it is true, come to 
nothing; only a very, very few achieve actual concrete results. But this is 


only because actual artists, shapers, makers, are scarce, while dreamers 
are many. It is no disparagement of the dreams themselves that only a 
very few of the dreamers have the power, or rather the gift, to harness 
their dreams with mastery and bend them to their imperious will. 

‘And when we are tempted to speak somewhat contemptuously of the 
wayward fancies of a boy, let us ask ourselves seriously whether we ever 
entirely lay aside this habit of mind; whether we do not all of us, to the 
last, take refuge at times from the rubs and disappointments of a life 
where things go eternally askew, in our imaginary world where at any 
rate we have things for the time exactly as we want them? I hope to 
pursuade you that this is really so — that in each and all of us the real 
and ideal planes, so to speak, are co-existing and functioning constantly 
side by side. 

‘In childhood, the simplest and most usual form of ideal may be 
described as an image projected by the young mind on a sort of white 
screen of its own — the image of something, somebody, or somewhere, 
which on the one hand it knows doesn’t and can’t exist, something 
frankly impossible to realize, and which it is therefore free to make as 
wilfully fantastic as it pleases; or on the other hand it may be a case of 
some thing, place, or person shortly to be seen, and of which it would 
fain construct a simulacrum beforehand. Of this latter class of ideals, two 
things may with certainty be predicted — that they will be fantastically 
unlike the reality when it arrives; and that they will almost certainly be 
far finer, nobler, and better, that is because they are ideals. 

‘Let us take the very simplest case we can think of — the case, let us 
say, of an inland-bred child who is told that next week he is going to the 
sea. That child does not say to himself, “Very well; next week and not 
before, I shall know all about it, about this mysterious wonder, this thing 
of such divine possibilities. Till next week, therefore, my mind must 
remain a blank on the subject, my judgement must be entirely 
suspended.” No, he forthwith proceeds, every minute of the intervening 
days and almost every minute of the nights, to project on his mental 
screen images of all he fondly hopes the sea to be, of all the strange new 
delights he dreams of finding there — all wildly fantastic, all utterly 
unlike the real thing, and all of course far more beautiful and bewitching 
than any actual sea-coast that was ever foaled. That is why so many 
children appear to be disappointed at their first sight of the sea. “Is this 
all?” they say. You see, there was so much more on their screen! 

‘Or take another equally simple case — the expected arrival of some 
hitherto unseen relation — let us say a Grandmother. Again the child 


does not say to itself, “All right, when grandmother actually comes 
along, and not before, it will be time to size her up. Probably she will be 
a fair to average grandmother. It doesn’t do to expect too much in these 
days. At any rate, I must just wait and see.” No, emphatically. On the 
mental screen is immediately thrown a fairy grandmother, unfairly and 
unnaturally gifted and shaped. That is why some children appear to be 
disappointed at first sight of their grandmothers. For the consolation of 
any grandmothers who may have been hurt by some such cool reception, 
may I remind them that their only rivals were their ideal selves, and in 
such a contest it is surely no shame to be worsted? 

‘Of course the fantastic quality of these mental-screen pictures that I 
am insisting on may be more or less so, according to the amount of 
information the child may already possess on the subject, either from 
oral information or from reading. There is a good instance of this in that 
very popular book of a year or two ago — The Young Visiters. The child- 
author had evidently never been to London herself, but must have heard 
a good deal about it from others, from time to time. Much of this she 
probably forgot, but certain things, certain salient things, naturally stuck 
in her memory. Accordingly the London that her heroine reaches is 
mainly a compound of the Crystal Palace and the private apartments at 
Hampton Court, lightly tricked out with an hotel, a hansom-cab, and a 
policeman. It is an ideal London, of course — does it not include 
unlimited strawberry ices and a Prince of Wales always accessible to 
persons of very low extraction? And yet, though ideal, not so very 
fantastic a London, after all! 

‘The most usual form, however, which this dream-habit takes is that 
of the possible acquisition of personal property, in the shape of presents. 
Almost anything is possible in a present; and a child reaches this world 
so very naked of everything of its own, that with the first dawn of 
consciousness comes the passion for private ownership, and even an old 
jam-pot that is shared with none other is encircled with a halo all its own. 
The approach, therefore, of every Christmas Day or birthday means 
much wistful dream-creation of ideals that rarely materialize — could 
not, indeed, be materialized, many of them, outside of the Arabian 
Nights. The real things that do in fact materialize, those presents which 
we purchasers carry homewards at nightfall, weary of foot and dubious 
of mind, or smugly self-satisfied and confident, as the case may be, are 
sometimes, alas! — through nobody’s fault, I most readily admit — very 
far removed from the pathetic, timid (yet greatly daring) hope of the 
recipient. Let us be very thankful, we elders whose duty it is to do the 


right thing on these occasions, that we do not know — that fortunately 
we can never know — the full beauty and wonder and magic of those 
presents we ought to have given! 

‘In such young ideals there is often a fashion, and the fashions are apt 
to change from time to time. When I was a small boy, both I and most 
other boys of my own age and period, the mighty mid-Victorian, were 
wont to indulge in a day-dream of wildest audacity, to wit, that on some 
wonderful morning one would be awakened by the sound of a pawing 
and a crunching of the gravel outside, that one would spring from bed 
with beating heart, would fling wide the lattice-window and looking 
down would see on the carriage-drive a neatly attired groom holding the 
bridle of a peerless pony, a cream-coloured pony — it was always cream- 
coloured — with a long flowing tail (it always had a long flowing tail). I 
find, after delicate and tactful inquiry among boys of the present 
generation, that much the same daring dream is apt to haunt them as 
birthdays draw near — with a slight difference due to the change of 
fashion mentioned above. They too hope to be awakened by that same 
crunching of gravel outside; they too expect to spring delightedly from 
bed and fling the casement wide. What their enraptured eyes, however, 
are now to look down upon is a peerless cream-coloured motor-car with 
a long flowing wheel-base; or at the very least, a snorting and quivering 
young motor-cycle. The visions, you see, are essentially the same; and 
doubtless the latter is as rarely realized as ever the former was. 

‘Now you will have noticed that each of the instances I have given 
were taken from the fancy-realm of childhood; deliberately so, for the 
reason that the child-dream is the more simple, clear-cut, and vivid. But I 
will now ask you to believe that these instances might nearly as 
effectively have been taken from the mental processes of one of 
ourselves. It is true, that for us mystery and awe and wonder spring up no 
more at the mention of sea or lake or great mountains; but which of us, 
even to-day, when about to visit some new far-distant city or country, 
does not form, sometimes deliberately but usually almost unconsciously, 
a picture of it, more or less vivid, beforehand? And do we not nearly 
always find in our past imaginings, when we take the trouble to refer 
back to them, just those two touchstones of the ideal — a fantastic 
unlikeness to the real thing, together with a special beauty nowhere to be 
actually found? I suppose that all of us here can remember our coming to 
Rome for the first time in our lives, and the preconception of the place 
that we brought along with us. Do we not all remember, when we 
reached Rome at last, the same two things — the absence of that 


strangeness which I have called the fantastic element and which 
somehow we cannot keep out of our imaginings, and secondly, the slight 
touch of disappointment that even the beauty of Rome was not just that 
particular beauty that we had caught a glimpse of through the magic 
casement of our idealism? 

“To pass to the next of my simple instances — the occasional (only 
occasional), slight disappointment of the child at first sight of the long- 
expected relative. Of course by this time we are well aware of the 
superlative and abiding charm of our grandmothers; or else we have 
learnt by sad experience not to expect very much from any of our 
relations. But indeed this instinctive craving for a finer type of humanity 
than we actually find around us is the most widespread of all forms of 
idealism, and is very significant — indeed enormously significant. Some 
little time ago the natural explanation would have been, that in our 
nature, now sadly degenerate, there still lurked some sub-conscious 
recollection of a better age when we were to our present selves as our 
present selves are, say, to a marmoset. To-day we do not admit 
degeneracy; and therefore hold it to be but a part of the mysterious 
subliminal “urge” which has thrust us up from protoplasms to marmosets 
and such, and from them to ourselves of to-day. The fact remains, that 
the feeling is there, in the man and woman as in the child, and we can put 
this to the test at any time by examining our own feelings as regards our 
hero of the hour, be he statesman, soldier, poet or what not, when met in 
the flesh at last. Would we not nearly always — now I am asking you for 
great frankness and a most naked self-examination would we not nearly 
always have liked him to be — well, at least just a little different, a little 
finer, a little more after the pattern we could so easily have made him 
ourselves, if we had only been the Almighty for five minutes? Well, it is 
just because we are all idealists, and all paint our dream-heroes 
instinctively as finer than they are, that we can recall to mind so very few 
heroes we could not have improved upon. Indeed, I suspect that it is only 
popular actors who successfully pass the test, and face the daylight as 
confidently as the footlight. 

“The Greeks, who were in a way greater idealists than we, were also 
idealists of a more practical sort. By this I mean that, having arrived at 
their ideals, they were satisfied with them, and thereupon proceeded to 
set them forth, to display them, nay more, to perpetuate them as the final 
ideal in bronze, marble, and so on. In their theology and their literature, 
again, still satisfied with the ideal they had arrived at, they produced the 
demi-god — the man made perfect as they saw perfection, very flesh of 


our flesh, always essential man and yet a god too, or at least a divus, one 
whom, while hailing him at times as a brother, you were also free to 
worship as a god — if you wanted to. Now we Northerners would never 
have done all these things, even if we had had the particular genius or 
technical skill; because we are never satisfied with our ideals, never 
reach even a temporary finality, must always be breaking our moulds, re- 
fusing our metal, entreating our public — which is of course the world 
itself — to wait a little bit longer, till we can give them the real thing at 
last. And meantime we give them nothing — or at least so very little! 
This, I think, marks the eternal difference between the South and the 
North; and to bear this in mind may be of some assistance to us Northern 
students on our way through the galleries of Rome. 

“Which is the method of idealism of most benefit for the race? That of 
the South, which arrives, attains, achieves, and then — well, remains 
there satisfied, advancing no more, but yet bequeathing so great a 
legacy? Or that of the North, which never arrives, achieves but little, yet 
knows no limit to its flight? It is a big subject, but one we must not 
pursue to-day. It is enough for our purpose to realize that we are all of us, 
young and old alike, always (though perhaps unconsciously) on the look 
out for the half-gods, hoping to come upon them at last in the forms of 
our heroes. Only, we, know a little too much, while children never 
despair. And so the disappointment, alas, is usually the child’s; yet not 
always. Their standard being less rigid, they find their half-gods more 
easily than we do; and I hope we have all of us enjoyed, in our time, 
looking on at the innocent and pretty spectacle of a child in the full tide 
of his hero worship. 

“We come now to the last of my illustrations — the child’s ideal of 
personal property, of those wonderful possessions which he dares to 
dream may possibly come his way, through the medium of some happy 
stroke of Fortune, of an Arab jinn suddenly emerging out of a bottle, or 
of a fat and elderly godfather suddenly emerging out of a train. Now it 
may be perfectly true, that a cream-coloured pony no longer says very 
much to any of us at our time of life. But — but — now remember, we 
are in the confessional to-day — but — how about that cream-coloured 
motor-car? And is not that car of our dreams a Super-Rolls-Royce, and is 
there another one on the high roads of Europe that can compare with it 
for speed, for perfection of springs, for immunity from breakdowns? 

“Then again, there are some men to whom I should much like to put 
this question privately, as soon as I knew them well enough — at about 
what period of your life — was it when you were, say, 30, or 40, or 50 — 


that you sadly but finally laid aside that vision of the ideal steam yacht 
— the wonderful vessel in which you were wont to visit all the ports and 
harbours of the world, to lie off tropical islands or breast the long 
Atlantic rollers, all on the same evening, over the last pipe or even when 
snugly in bed? But perhaps you have never really laid up your steam 
yacht, you still stick to it through thick and thin, and you always mean 
to? If so, you are fortunate indeed. Never let it go. It costs nothing, it has 
no rivals while afloat; but once it has struck on the rocks of fact and 
foundered in deep water, it can never be raised to the surface again. 

‘This class of vision, which in the case of a child I call the dream of 
ownership, in adults frequently takes the form of asking oneself what one 
would do, if one came unexpectedly into a large fortune? I mean how 
would one spend the money thus happily and easily acquired? I do not 
suppose there is any one who has not played with this dream at one time 
or another, and whose dream has not been composed, as usual, of the two 
elements of the fantastic and the ideally beautiful, dreams of altruism and 
of world-reform. Fantastic they do not seem to be at the time, all those 
splendid larks we are planning to have; and as to our world-reforms, 
why, there would be little trouble or sorrow left anywhere if dream-notes 
could be honoured on presentation. But supposing that, once in a way, 
the fortune does really happen to come along, and you find yourself at 
close grips with a Banker, a Solicitor, and a Stockbroker, seated opposite 
you at the same table, grimly determined that you shall not make a fool 
of yourself if they can prevent it — how many of your fantasies and your 
altruisms will those matter-of-fact gentlemen leave you possessed of, 
when they have quite done with you? Well, we can only hope that, as in 
the old fairy tale, a few gold coins will be left sticking to the bottom of 
the bushel-measure, and that so your idealism may not have been 
altogether in vain. 

‘But perhaps the most usual shape which the cream-coloured pony 
assumes in grown-up dreams, is that of the ideal house, estate, country 
property, always just the right period of architecture, just the proper soil, 
just the correct distance from town, and furnished, equipped, staffed and 
managed, just as we, and we alone of all people, could do the thing if we 
had the chance. Now this is never an ignoble dream, for nothing 
responds so generously to care, love, and expenditure, as a noble house 
or estate, or fastens itself so closely about the roots of the heart. In this 
dream, fantasy almost disappears but beauty has fullest and finest play. 
Few unworthy desires find room for growth here, and one may even end 
a wiser and a better man after the enjoyment of a mansion only built in 


cloudland. Sometimes, indeed, it is no question of ideal sky-building at 
all; for the place may be in actual existence, may even be ancestral, and 
long known and loved as such, and passed away from us perhaps by 
some hard turn of fortune but be still within reach and possibly some day 
obtainable — and then your dream may be in truth a noble ambition, 
shaping and driving you towards fine ends, as all true ambitions must. 

‘This contemplation of the ideal house, the house of our secret 
dreams, leads us by a natural step to the subject of the dream-city, the 
City Celestial or the New Jerusalem as dreamers of old time were wont 
to call it; and here we find ourselves at once on a wider platform, and on 
firmer and surer ground — if one may use such terms of dream- 
architecture reared in cloudland. For here the child rarely busies himself. 
The subject is too ambitious for him, and he generally knows but one 
town familiarly, if that. The grown man on the other hand, and the grown 
mind — indeed the best and rarest minds of each generation — have 
never been ashamed to occupy themselves constantly and openly with 
this game of ideal-town-planning. To our forefathers, as I was saying, the 
New Jerusalem remained really visionary, literally in Cloud-land; and it 
is of such a Celestial City that we get occasional glimpses and flashes in 
the writings of such poets as Crashaw, for instance. But in the early 
sixteenth century we have Sir Thomas More, the keenest and most 
penetrating mind of his age, devoting a whole book to the working out of 
the practical details of such an ideal city as might be given actual earthly 
shape and form forthwith, if Tudor Statesmen would only have the 
necessary moral courage and vision for the task — for you will 
remember that the governance of the rest of the island of Utopia is based 
on that of the capital city, and shaped and directed from it. Again, in the 
pleasant prose romances of William Morris, there is nearly always an 
ideal city, of which not only are all the details given with almost 
wearisome particularity, but sometimes we are supplied with an actual 
plan, with (I think) points of the compass and a scale. This is doing the 
thing properly, for if a real city calls for such guidance, how much more 
an ideal one? Camelot was another ideal city, and Tennyson once at least 
turns aside from the incidents he calls his Idylls, to draw a vivid picture 
of the city of magic that Merlin built for Arthur. But you can all 
remember instances for yourselves; my point is merely that we need not 
be ashamed of dreaming on from our ideal house to our ideal city, when 
we find ourselves dreaming in such good company. 

‘But may not the dream habit be a possible hindrance to the practical 
side of life? This is a fair question, and a serious one, because it is the 


most dangerous thing in the world to affect to despise or ignore the so- 
called practical side of life — in other words life itself, as it has got to be 
lived. The answer is, of course, that there are no two sides to life. Life is 
not like the Public School of to-day, with its classical and modern “side”, 
and you choose, or your father chooses for you, probably wrong in either 
case, which side you had best “go on”, as their jargon has it. Life has 
only one side to it, and can only be lived in one way; but, as we all know, 
that way demands constant re-actions and recuperations. Accordingly, 
from time to time we go to the hill-tops, or to sea-coasts, or into retreats, 
or we (some of us) go on the spree, as it is vaguely but pleasantly called. 
It is all the same — all re-action in one form or another. Well, dreams are 
but re-action from life, and the easiest, the most accessible form of 
healing re-action that there is. For your hill-top may disappoint you, and 
your sea-coast be too stuffy or too expensive, but the mountain air of 
dreamland is always recuperating, and there Apollo and all the Muses, or 
at least Pan and his attendant Fauna, await you. 

‘What, then, is the conclusion of the whole matter? Is it not that we 
are all idealists, whether we would or no? And that we are all idealists, 
chiefly by virtue of our waking dreams, those very imaginings which we 
are so ashamed of, and so reluctant to speak about, which we sternly 
discourage in others, but which all the same we secretly cherish to the 
very end? For in these dreams we are always better than ourselves, and 
the world is always better than it is, and surely it is by seeing things as 
better than they are that one arrives at making them better. This indeed is 
what “vision” means, and one knows that “without vision the people 
perish — Not — stay as they are; not even — go backwards. But — 
perish, from the anaemia of no ideals. 

‘But now you may say again, as at the beginning, that I am playing 
you false; for I was asked to try and entertain you, and here I am almost 
preaching — the favourite vice of English writers. Why should I talk, 
you may fairly say, about making the world better, instead of frankly 
claiming that dreaming and idealizing are in themselves the most 
delightful pursuit in the world, far surpassing even the shooting of big 
game in Africa so invariably resorted to by disappointed heroes of lady- 
novelists? Why not simply urge that ideals should be resolutely pursued 
for their own sake, however far they may lead us up into the empyrean of 
thought, and quite regardless of whether they may finally result in actual 
achievement in terms of this world’s work? Well, that is a perfectly fair 
objection; for, after all, possibly the present world is neither very much 
better nor very much worse than it has always been, and possibly never 


will be. But I would submit that after all it comes to very much the same 
thing, whether we think of ultimate consequences to the world or not. 
For if we are perfectly honest with ourselves, we must admit that we 
always do the thing that we really like doing, for the sake of the doing 
itself. If in addition we achieve something definite, so much the better, 
for ourselves and for the world. If not — and it is not given to every one 
to achieve — at least we shall have had our ideals.’ 

Perhaps, to talk of ideals, the post-war Rome that Kenneth Grahame 
knew in his later years was not the ideal Rome. It had lost its old charm 
without yet acquiring the modern order and grandeur of open spaces and 
new forums, mounting into the sunlight, which Fascism has brought 
about today. Yet I think (though no record remains) that the child who 
once declaimed Macaulay to the windy pines of Windsor missed little in 
the Land of the Lays that would please him — neither the lower reaches 
of Tiber, down to Ostia, the forests of fir and pine beside the sea, the 
lakes of Bracciano and Nemi, nor the still waters of ‘reedy Trasimene 


CHAPTER XV. FOLLOWING THE SUN: (PART II) 


IN the ledger wherein Kenneth Grahame, when young, wrote down his 
youthful thoughts and verses there is occasionally a quotation. Among 
the latter I find this one from his Horace: 


‘Solvitur acris hiemps grata vice veris et Favoni, trahuntque siccas 
machinae carinas;’ 
which he translates, rather roughly, thus: 


‘Gone are the snows and April come is she 
The West wind blows and, down loud beaches, we 
Once more our prows propel to their blue sea.’ 


No doubt the Mary Ellen was in his thoughts when he wrote and yet it 
may not have been so? He may have had in mind some of the blind 
unreason of his ‘wayfarers’ for ‘lands that are warmed by another sun’ 
(not the Cornish one), he may have been dreaming of shores where the 
young Persephone arrives soon after Christmas. 

Anyhow, as soon as he parted from the Old Lady and her exacting 
service, he would yearly fit four springs into one year. A sort of solar 
pub-crawling, a movable feast of flowers which, beginning in early 
February with a waft of almost nuptial lemon-blossom in a Sicilian 
orchard, saw secondly the wistaria at a Roman window and a dazzling 
cherry-tree on the Campagna, and came thirdly to Orta in the season of 
Narcissus. And so home, just when the swifts arrive at Pangbourne and 
the mays and lilacs push through in the lock-keeper’s garden beyond 
Whitchurch weir-pool. 

It was in Tuscany that, as a youth, Kenneth first fell in love with 
poetry and the South. Some relatives had a villa among the blue hills and 
there he spent a holiday. It was there that he saw first the large, mild- 
eyed oxen, their horns wreathed with flowers and vines, placid yoke- 
mates who drew Vergilian wagons heaped high with purple grapes. There 
he saw the dark-faced, bare-footed youths tread out the vintage in the 
tireless old fashion in vogue in the days of Auster, when — 


‘In the vats of Luna, 
This year, the must shall foam 
Round the white feet of laughing girls 


Whose sires have marched to Rome.’ 


And there he saw the fierce watch-dogs in the courtyards eat grapes as 
though, said he, they were the very pards of Bacchus. So, likewise, in 
Venice he was more amused than surprised when he met three enormous 
mastiffs who adapting their diet, it seemed, to their domicile ate the 
blades of oars. The dogs lived in a beautiful garden in that rather 
gardenless town. The garden was separated from the canal by a broad 
hedge of ilex. The passing gondolieri, merry souls, would playfully 
thrust their oars through the hedge. Whereupon the great dogs, seizing 
the blades, would crunch them up as though they did but eat biscuit. 

Kenneth leaning upon his window supposed that oars were cheap in 
Venice? The watermen assured him that the amusement of three parties 
(themselves, the mastiffs and el illustrissimo Signore) was cheap at any 
price. Once, leaning far over from his window the better to see the tug- 
of-war, he dropped his pocket-book of bank-notes and a mastiff seized it 
and seemed to be about to bolt it. But, like any Shylock, the ban-dog 
went behind a camelia tree and there he buried it. And presently its 
rightful owner, coming downstairs, dug it up again. 

Florence is in Tuscany and in Florence are the pictures of Fra 
Angelico and other godlike men of old. And, said the dogmatic young 
Englishman, Italy has the noblest artistic past in the world yet that 
nobility is crowned by II Beato Fra. 

Among the early thoughts that Kenneth has jotted into his 
confessional ledger I find this one: ‘The smells of Italy are more 
characteristic than those of the South of France. A change of smells is as 
cheering as a change of air, cooking and custom.’ This entry interests me 
as it shows a glimmering or germ of the truth of smells which Mr. 
Kipling was later to make his own in Lichtenberg and Some Aspects of 
Travel. 

But when I think of Kenneth Grahame’s attitude towards Italy I am, in 
spite of myself, partly reminded of John Leech’s ‘jowly’ little boy of the 
1850’s, he who when offered sixpence to say what he most admired in 
‘that temple of industry’, the Crystal Palace, replies without 
hesitation,’ veal-an’-’am pies an’ the ginger-beer, give us the sixpence’. 

For, again and again, crops up throughout the records that I have of 
his Italian wanderings, an artistic love of the table and the bin. There 
was, for instance, the red Gensano wine so jovially tippled at the Sign of 
the Ritrovo, in the Campo di Fiori, that most manly stuff which went so 


well with white Parmesan cheese and Mortadella sausage. Simple things 
all but oh, how excellent! 

And born of them, somehow I see the poet who enjoyed as one of the 
good companions in Stevenson’s archaics: 


‘Brave lads in olden, musical centuries 
Sang, night by night, adorable choruses, 
Sat late by alehouse doors in April 
Chanting in joy as the moon was rising!’ 


And again I am reading of him, how that driving with a party in 
Tuscany he happened upon a village fair. Fairs and circuses were always 
occasions to Kenneth, but this fair beat any Berkshire ‘Veast’ by far. For 
here, beside the high road, sat vagabonds who roasted chickens on spits 
over wayside fires of wood. The ravishing smell of the roasting went to 
his head like music. The call to eat was irresistible. And the chicken that 
ensued was pronounced to be the best ever man tasted since Noah came 
out of the Ark. 

And, later, I find the big man drawing his chair in to a salad so 
marvellously coloured (red and gold it is and mottled in cool greens and 
purples) that for a moment he hesitates, his horn spoon lifted, to disturb 
such a masterpiece. The moment was, I suppose, but a brief one. Fresh 
sardines too and sweet potatoes compete for his attention, upon another 
occasion, with a cathedral — and successfully. For, as he said, cathedrals 
knew how to wait — this one indeed had already waited five hundred 
years. 

And at Bologna he sees with interest the Mortadella sausage alive 
upon the hoof in lovely babyhood. So chubby and so rosy are those little 
cock-nosed piglings that they remind him as they run of those pink-sugar 
mice with the string tails that ‘one used to buy in Torquay And, in 
Perugia, he shows a Lamblike enthusiasm for porchetta. Porchetta, the 
whole hog, the full-grown pig, stuffed with rosemary and, on saints’ 
days, roasted whole in gargantuan ovens. On these red-letter mornings 
Kenneth Grahame, strolling, would stop on cellar steps and, peeping 
down into bake-houses, would sniff luxuriously and, later, linger where 
on long tables, a pig to a table, the porchetta was exposed for sale. He 
was the ready purchaser then, and, come dinner-time, the true, full-fed 
appreciator of Perugia and its saints — St. Francis and St. Bartolommeo 
and the rest of them. 


In Naples his attentions are divided between the Castel dell Ovo, the 
embodiment of the enchanted egg on which Virgil (the magician) made 
the safety of the city to depend, and ‘a most delicious lunch’ at one of the 
neighbouring trattorie; ‘fresh anchovies and a most delicate white wine’ 
are as unforgotten as are the frescoes by Giotto in the chapel of the 
Castel. 

Perugia, Siena and ‘sweet Assisi’, cities set upon a hill, were always 
the loadstones to him. In the latter city the thornless roses, the roses that 
lost their thorns under the benign influence of St. Francis, were ‘just the 
roses for St. Andrews’ Lang’. And he quoted: 


‘Had cigarettes no ashes 

And roses ne’er a thorn 

No man would be a funker 

Of burn or whin or bunker 
There’d be no need of mashies 
And turf would ne’er be torn 
Had cigarettes no ashes 

And roses ne’er a thorn.’ 


And, being in Florence at the time of the Palio in Siena, a party was 
made, a motor-car hired and the fiestas attended. The Palio delle 
Contrade are famous feasts. They are held in the public square, the 
Piazza del Campo, in July and August annually. They date from the 
Middle Ages and they commemorate victories and the Virgin. They were 
initiated as bull-fights. But, in the sixteenth century, races on mounted 
buffaloes were instituted and the bull-fighting ceased. Since 1650 the 
festivities have centred round a pageant and a fancy-dress horse race, 
three times round the stony and precipitous square, to win a palio, or 
banner. 

Siena is divided into contrade, or wards, each one having a distinct 
title — The Giraffe, the Goose, the Wave and so on — each one with a 
chapel and a flag of its own. And each one living up to the truth laid 
down long ago by the schoolboy Kenneth Grahame in the Chronicle of 
St. Edward’s School in Oxford, namely that ‘it is very difficult to feel 
friendly towards a rival’. 

There are seventeen contrade and, yearly, ten of them, chosen by lot, 
may enter one horse to compete for the palio and be galloped lame on 
the pavement of the Piazza. 


A lady who went with the Grahames to Siena that summer day writes 
of the outing: ‘It was a lovely drive in the cool of the morning and, 
though we reached Siena early, the steep narrow streets were already full 
and grey-and-green soldiers were everywhere diverting the traffic. Bands 
of performers, in costume, waiting the word “go”, strolled here and there 
in the medieval designs, velvet, satin and lace, of Michael Angelo. 
Windows and balconies, in the immense grey square, were “hung with 
garlands all”, the stands were crowded and gay, the sky was blue as 
cornflowers, carabinieri, mounted and on foot, were noisily clearing the 
course and, just as we got to our seats, the bells in the Campanili began 
to ring. In the distance one heard fifes and drums and then the 
processions trickled round the comer and into the square. 

‘Each contrada has its own procession and its own thirteenth-century 
costumes. Each marched, men-at-arms, halberdiers, drummers, “nimble 
and naughty” pages, behind its own cognizance. To each procession were 
two gonfalonieri, bearers of banners, defiant fellows who tossed their 
enormous gold-fringed standards aloft juggling with them, in challenge, 
as easily as winking, and flapping them like signallers on Salisbury 
Plain. The dresses were as rich as stained glass windows — green and 
white, blue and scarlet, black and yellow. The banners were stiff with 
bullion and slashed with flaming colours. The processions saluted the 
Archbishop’s balcony and moved to their stone seats above the Palace 
steps. There they broke like kaleidoscopes and sat down glowing like a 
garden of flowers. 

‘Marching eight abreast in gala, the children followed linked up by 
garlands of laurel. Lastly came a four-horse wagon. Its postilions wore 
green livery and the tall caps of the Middle Ages. In the wagon was the 
Palio itself — great and old and splendid, guarded by mounted men in 
helmets and bronze armour. The belfries clash and are silent. There is an 
interval for refreshment. 

‘And now the ten runners (previously blessed by the Archbishop 
before the Cathedral’s altar) face the starter. They are of all kinds but 
mostly indifferent. They start and are flogged indiscriminately by their 
jockeys and by the spectators. Hoofs clatter “as if Cheapside were mad 
The race is awarded to a horse who, having unshipped his rider, finishes 
first. On second thoughts this decision is reversed. Jockeys, whip- 
Slashing, attack other jockeys, a dozen free fights ensue and I hear Mr. 
Grahame say, half to himself, “Lisheen Races, second-hand”. A horse, 
called Lola, has won for the Contrada Girafa. 


“The jockey is one Melone who has refused, we hear, to “nobble” 
Lola for a bribe or even to pull her. “Ne anche per millione” (not for a 
million), said the impeccable Melone. Or so declared the men of The 
Giraffe. These go shouting of victory now, “La Girafa e granda, arriva 
al terzopiano!” (The Giraffe is so high that it can see into third-floor 
windows.) 

‘Mr. Grahame was a noticeable-looking man anywhere and here, 
among that Southern crowd, he seemed remarkably so. Heads turned his 
way and a courtly priest approached him and, bowing, paid him the 
compliment of begging that he and his party would eventually accept the 
hospitality of his house which overlooked the street where the winning 
Contrada was later to celebrate victory with a dinner. 

‘Kenneth Grahame was as pleased as a boy and named himself “the 
man who found the key in the horse’s ear”, “And who might he be?” I 
asked. He told me a French fairy tale about a seeker who sought “a 
golden key on a green silk cord”? which unlocked all doors. It was to be 
found in a far city, in a secret stable, and hidden in a horse’s ear. 

‘The feast that we had been invited to witness was laid (a fortnight 
later) in the main street of the Contrada of the Girafa. Tables were laid, 
so as to form one continuous “switch-back” table in the centre of the 
narrow, hilly street. It was spread with white cloths and embellished with 
flowers and regiments of wine flasks. At one interminable end sat 
Melone, the winning jockey. At the other stood Lola, the winning mare. 
She wore a necklace of green apples and seemed, on the whole, to be 
enjoying herself. The illuminations made the warm night as bright as 
day. Great moths fluttered and swooped, a hundred bands played, the fun 
was noisy and grew noisier. Our host handed round china bowls of sweet 
biscuits and glasses of sweet wine. We got back to Florence nearer five 
than four in the morning.’ 

‘The golden key in the horse’s ear’ was one of Kenneth Grahame’s 
conceits. By it he explained his welcome in places where the tourist is 
not usually persona grata. He was familiar, for example, with the Bassi 
in Naples (those ‘under-structural’ dwellings where the poor live, with 
their wretched livestock, in a common gloom) and at Capri of the Quail 
he was on jolly, gossip terms with old women porters who would 
‘remember back’, to please the Englishman, to the very times of 
Tiberius. In Palermo ‘the key’ unlocked the heart of a little, desiccated 
keeper of a wineshop whom Kenneth christened ‘Mr. Venus’ vowing that 
he was the identical taxidermist of Our Mutual Friend. 


In the tavern under the four judas trees the ‘Barone’ (Kenneth was 
prompt to receive courtesy titles in Italy — the English ambassador 
dubbed him knight, as we know, and here, in Palermo, he was Baron) 
would sit and sip the gold Marsala till closing-time, pledging the 
aristocrats of the place — the tailor, the tinker, the candlestick-maker. 
And then, bowing his buone notte to the company, he would stroll to feel 
‘the Boulevart break again to warmth and light and bliss’. 

If a stranger enters that wine-shop to-day and calls for a beaker of the 
best he will be served from the choice of the ‘Barone’, from the cask still 
known as the Cask of the Englishman. 

Palermo is the place of puppet shows and to one of these, given 
specially for children, Kenneth Grahame, as the English Interpreter of 
Childhood, was earnestly invited. The show bore the promising nursery 
title, The Damnation of Judas. And when the hero hanged himself and 
was finally engulfed in an inferno of flames, the little audience, which 
had been twittering like a flock of delighted sparrows throughout, went 
wild with enthusiasm. Judas was encored again and again; indeed, said 
the guest, had Judas betrayed his Master a hundred times, he would not 
even then have satisfied fully the demands of his admirers. ‘Mr. Punch,’ 
said Kenneth Grahame, ‘will have to take a back seat.’ 

This Art of the Marionettes is one that holds the heart of the artist. He 
may throw it aside for a better-paid employment, but the strings of the 
Fantocci are round his heart and they draw him back to the booths as 
surely as the sea calls the sailor. 

Once at Syracuse, as Kenneth brooded (like the good Arcadian that he 
was) over the deep tranquillity of the Fonte d’ Arethusa, two pretty girls 
near him asked their duenna who Arethusa might be? She could not say, 
but Kenneth Grahame could and did. And to a pair of little princesses he 
told, standing bare-headed and mighty courtly, the old legend of how a 
frightened nymph became first a spring of running water, then, as a 
secret river, how she fled under the sea and, lastly, how she rose again in 
safety to make a happy ending just where the present party stood. 

And at lovely Taormina ‘the key’ admitted him to the orange groves 
where the jewelled lizards run in that bit of long-ago England which is 
still the house and estate bestowed on the first Lord Nelson by the King 
of the two Sicilies. There the English modes of the time of Trafalgar 
were observed in their continuity. And there old manuscripts and relics 
were examined by the author of The Twenty-first of October as likewise 
was some ‘admirable white wine’ which had been forty years in the dark 
and now trickled into the big monogramed goblets ‘like molten 


sunshine’. Somebody quoted as he raised his glass, “It’s Trafalgar Day,” 
said Selina.” “And nobody cares”’, Kenneth Grahame capped him and 
set his beaker down empty. 

Taormina is full of saints and superstitions. Two of the former were 
black. ‘Comme votre chapeau noir,’ a Cockney linguist told a French girl 
at table d’hote. He spoke of San Philipo — Neri and he was right. A 
journey was made to the shrine of the saint which is perched on a high 
rock. 

It was the feast day when San Philipo comes forth on a litter, borne, at 
break-neck speed, by fifty bearers. A slip, a stumble on the part of any 
one of these latter, means failure of the crops. To-day no stumble was 
made and all was therefore well. 

So San Philipo proceeded to ‘cast out devils’. Those ‘possessed’, 
young and good-looking wenches all of them, were bidden to kiss the 
saint and be restored. One refused — for a time — pouting and 
flouncing. ‘What’s wrong with her?’ asked Kenneth, looking at the 
sullening minx. He was told that she would not answer when spoken to, 
that she was, in fact, possessed by a devil of dumbness. ‘““Mum-saucy”, 
that devil’s called in Berkshire,’ said he. 

To country fairs he went when opportunity served, for, though the 
unthinking (but unthinkable) cruelty to the live stock exposed for sale 
revolted him, he could yet listen to cheapjacks and enjoy their jests and 
chaffer with the witty vendors of inanimate merchandise such as paper 
butterflies and flowers. Of the latter, once he said to their stout and good- 
looking contadina, ‘Your bouquets, Signora, are fine enough for a 
church.’ 

‘For a church?’ flashed she, ‘but they are fine enough for a salon.’ 

Perhaps the best bit of keyholing on the part of the ‘golden key’ was 
to admit its bearer to the appeal court of Palermo where Paolo, the 
brigand, was appealing against a sentence of one hundred years’ 
imprisonment which (since capital punishment is not to Sicilian taste) he 
had received for numerous malefactions, including thirteen proved 
murders. 

Paolo was an archdeaconal looking man of middle age, and of a portly 
habit. His complexion was as apple-blossom, he was heavily manacled 
and he was surrounded by a bristling guard which he kept in smiling 
humour by his cheerful sallies and witty conversation. There was no 
public in court except Kenneth Grahame to whom one small soldier was 
allotted as sufficient personal protection for a man so large as he. There 
were the judges (to each of whom ten bayonets made bodyguard) who, 


eventually granting Paolo’s appeal, reduced his sentence to one of ninety 
years. There were counsel for and against; and to each advocate a guard 
of five soldiers sufficed. The well of the court was filled by an army 
corps. In the dock stood, of course, the urbane Paolo who, presently, 
overjoyed by his success, became more amusing than ever and was 
finally led back to jail by an escort now convulsed with laughter. 

I will take yet one more incident of the ‘golden key’. 

It was a rainy day in Brittany; and the Landes are forlorn when it 
rains. A wedding was in process and the guests, hand-in-hand, capered 
through the wet streets of a little town pausing before each wine-shop on 
their itinerary to execute a set dance. The men wore glossy, black, short- 
jacketed suits and low-crowned black hats, wide and heavy of brim. The 
women also wore black dresses banded, on sleeve and skirt, with black 
velvet. They were coiffed with the elaborately goffered Brittany cap and 
an otherwise sombre scheme was enlivened, a little, by gala aprons of 
flowered brocade — rose and gold, silver and blue, green and lavender. 

These folk danced woodenly and without spirit, their faces seemed as 
melancholy to Kenneth as ‘seven years of famine’. They went on their 
way to a private dance-room where the main festivities were to be. 

As at Siena so at Pont Aven. Some one noticed the tall Englishman 
and, addressing him as ‘Mon Colonel’, invited him to take a part in the 
revels. Within doors matters became a little more cheerful. Even so, 
however, the party was only too evidently a frost. 

But of a sudden there was among the guests a dumpy, slatternly, not 
so young woman with a vacant, turnip face. Her sleeves were rolled up 
above her fat, red elbows. She wore no goffered, snowy cap. Her coarse, 
untidy hair strayed, in fiercest carrot, from under a check duster bound 
about her head. No gala apron was hers but, around her ample middle, a 
sack was draped. And yet a glossy-suited swain hastened to take her 
rough hand. And a miracle came. This almost grotesque figure suddenly 
assumed the attributes of a premiere danseuse so agile was she, so gay, 
so animated, so graceful. Her eyes sparkled, her lips smiled. She was 
beautiful. She was a lyric. And the whole party, inspired, followed her, 
first with verve then with abandon and delight. 

‘Mon Colonel’ was charmed and, during an interlude, he sought and 
obtained an introduction. The sylph apologized for her lack of wedding 
clothes. “You see, Monsieur, I was making my dishes, my arms were in 
the water when they fetched me. They had to fetch me because the dance 
was not going, oh, not going at all. And when that is so I must come and 
dance with them for then all goes well indeed. For I love to dance and it 


is I who make others love to dance. In rain and sun I have danced over 
every stone in Pont Aven. I am not always so graceless in my toilet, but 
to-day they would not, could not wait. No moment might I have to 
change my apron, no moment to put on my cap.’ 

‘Mademoiselle,’ said Monsieur le Colonel, ‘your sister is my old 
friend.’ 

‘So, Monsieur?’— ‘Your sister Thalia — for surely you are 
Terpsichore’s self?’ She dropped him a smiling ‘reverence’ and a partner 
claimed her. ‘And, well — anyhow she didn’t deny it,’ said Kenneth 
Grahame. 


CHAPTER XVI. ‘A DARK STAR’ 


WHAT follows is the last address that Kenneth Grahame delivered. It 
was spoken within a stone’s throw of the Thames and to an audience that 
came from near and far to fill a village-hall to overflow. It was the only 
occasion upon which I, his biographer, had heard him speak in public. 
He was over seventy years old. Yet when he stood up under the arc-light 
he was as upright as a man of half his age and his voice was musical, far- 
reaching and young. He named his address ‘A Dark Star’. 

And this is what he said: 

‘I have often wondered vaguely, as from time to time I read fresh 
estimates by the critic of the moment upon the great masters of the past, 
or who are passing now, why it is that finality in this sort of criticism 
seems so rarely to be reached, and how it can be possible for the new 
critic of each succeeding age to put forward a revised estimate and to 
gain some acceptance for it. Surely, I would say to myself, the best 
critics of the day, the leading minds of a poet’s generation, ought to be 
able to lay down such a definite criterion once and for all, that it should 
afterwards be unassailable. For after all, the things that really matter are 
quite definite. Sheer absolute merit, sheer quality, is definite. When we 
open a certain book of plays at random, and come upon such a passage as 


“Night’s candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Walks tiptoe on the misty mountain tops,” 
or we turn a page or two and read — 


“Unarm, Eros, the long day’s task is done, 

And we must sleep,” when we light on such passages, and 
Shakespeare keeps letting fall such consummate trifles as these with a 
careless facility that almost frightens us, so entirely effortless it seems to 
be — we don’t argue, we know. We just say to ourselves, “Well, there 
you are! That’s it!” 

‘Then again originality is quite a definite thing, it can be proved, 
indeed, by exact quotation; and as for novelty, which is much the same 
thing but not quite, being on a lower plane, it is the most easily proved of 
ah. Three instances of novelty, as such, occur to me, which I give in their 
historical order — the “faked” poems attributed to Ossian, which in the 
eighteenth century, by sheer novelty of treatment, almost carried by 


storm the best critical opinion of the day, with the exception of the sturdy 
Dr. Johnson and a few others; and then there is the case of Martin 
Tupper, whose Proverbial Philosophy, couched in a diction and 
versification which at least were something quite new to the reading 
public, had an enormous vogue. Well, these two books are long dead, 
and rightly so, being instances of novelty and little else. But in my third 
instance, that of Walt Whitman, we note a difference. Here we had 
novelty indeed, but we had, as well, original genius of a high order; and 
it is interesting to note that here the novelty was of little assistance to the 
poet, for many readers who loved the matter were repelled by the form. 
Still, Whitman is an instance of what I mean by the appeal of novelty as 
distinguished from originality of genius. 

‘Tf, then, these tests can be so easily applied, and if real genius emits a 
radiance of its own that hardly demands a test at all, how is it that when 
the great critic A. has said his say and classified his man, thirty years 
later critic B. comes along, and thirty years afterwards critic C. each with 
a new estimate, and I am bound to say an estimate which often seems an 
improvement on its predecessor, more especially the one that is nearest 
to our own generation. And yet sheer quality, as such, remains the same 
through all the ages, and you can take a pencil and mark the passages 20 
of sheer poetic beauty in the Iliad or the AEneid as easily as you can 
those in, say, Childe Harold, by Byron, or the Excursion, by 
Wordsworth, or say, The Ring and the Book, by Browning. 

‘It seemed to me, pondering on these matters, that there was some 
missing element in all such criticism, or else in the matter criticized, 
always there, like radium, for instance, but not recognized or not 
sufficiently recognized — at any rate not kept constantly before the mind 
of reader or critic as it should be — and it was my business to try and 
find out what that was. 

‘But I did not find the task so very easy. I thought and thought, but 
what I wanted would not come to the surface and become visible, though 
I was sure it was lurking there all the time. 

‘I knew it was there, because I could perceive the effects though I 
could not identify the cause. Now I seem to have read somewhere that 
astronomers have found that there are certain dark stars — stars, that is, 
which for some reason neither emit nor reflect light. They are in fact 
invisible, and are only known to be there by the influence, the attraction 
or repulsion, that they are observed to exert upon the bodies that are their 
neighbours — their contemporaries in space, if I may so express it. It is, 
in fact, by that pull or push that the astronomer weighs them, measures 


them, gradually sizes them up, so to speak, and eventually gives them 
place and name among the hierarchy of heaven. Something like that was 
to be my task — to identify the invisible cause of an irregularity of 
movement among my literary planets. 

“Then again you will remember how Socrates, with his pupils grouped 
around him in some shady grove in Athens, or by the banks of the 
babbling Ilyssus, would propound to them some such question as this 
very one, and some pupil would reply, “I think, Socrates, that what we 
are seeking may be defined as so-and-so.” And Socrates would reply, 
“Well, that being so, we may fairly conclude that it is also so-and-so, 
may we not?” And, his pupils assenting, he would gently lead them on, 
by easy steps, until he had involved them in a palpable self-contradiction. 
Socrates would then say, “Well, supposing we begin again, and first ask 
ourselves what it is not, and so, by elimination, arrive at what it really 
is?” Now, something like that we have already done to-day. We have 
agreed that what I have called the missing element has nothing to do with 
the sheer quality of the writer, nor with that form of genius which we call 
originality, nor with novelty, for these things we can identify and define. 
By leaving them out, then, it is easier to run to earth the fox we are really 
after. (There is some slight mixing of metaphors here, I know, but, as 
some eminent person has said, the man who never mixes his metaphors 
never mixes anything — or words to that effect.) 

‘Well, I got my fox by his brush at last and pulled him out, and though 
he is not much to look at, I think he is a genuine canis vulpes. What is 
usually missing, I think, in criticism or estimates of past writers, is a 
proper recognition of the special contemporary appeal which almost 
every good writer has for his own actual contemporaries, the subtle 
liaison, the bond between themselves and their actual contemporaries 
only, and never between the writer and later generations. Other bonds 
there are, of course, and plenty, between them and posterity; never this 
particular one. 

‘Perhaps I may also speak of it, this thing that I call the 
“contemporary appeal”, as the “incommunicable thrill”. Other thrills 
there are, which may pass downwards through the centuries, but this 
particular one cannot be communicated by one generation to its 
successor. This thrill exists for its own generation alone. 

‘Of course you may reply, “Oh, but we have always known that. We 
have always realized that a writer, whatever he may pretend, writes for, 
and at, his contemporaries and not posterity, and that his appeal to them 
must therefore be closer and more intimate than to later readers.” Well, 


that may be. But is it always steadily borne in mind by those who 
estimate past work afresh, brushing aside contemporary judgements, that 
to themselves there is and must be something missing, something they 
can never hope to recover, and a very real thing too, something you have 
no business to ignore, as it is too often ignored disdainfully — the 
contemporary appeal. Of course it is true that good literature is an almost 
imperishable thing which continues to glow and to palpitate through the 
generations that succeed its birth; but I am afraid that it is also true that 
literature which reflects very strongly the special taste of the day, such as 
the classicism of the eighteenth century, may become a sort of hortus 
siccus, a collection of pressed and dried flowers, in which the colour is 
still there, and the form, and you can recognize the petals, and stamens, 
and count them, but the first bloom and iridescence is gone for ever. But 
it was not gone for its contemporaries. They got that, but they cannot 
hand it on. Still, it was there at the time and, when it can be identified, it 
will prove to be a fine and precious thing, and poets are entitled to credit 
for it. 

‘I wish I could present my thesis to you in more concise and clear-cut 
terms, and with more comprehensiveness than is to be found in the 
phrases “contemporary appeal” and “incommunicable thrill”; but if you 
will let me give you a few illustrations of what I really mean, my 
contention will perhaps begin to make itself more clear. 

‘Here is one. I remember reading in some memoir or autobiography 
or other — I cannot lay my hands on my authority at the moment — how 
on a certain night in the year 1850 a group of young men were assembled 
in the rooms then occupied by Rossetti, in Chatham Place, by the Black- 
friars Bridge, long ago pulled down. They were all young, all budding 
poets or artists, and the occasion was, that one of them, through his 
friendship with some printer or publisher, had been promised that night, 
as a special favour, an advance copy of a book of poetry that was to be 
published next day, — a book called In Memoriam by one Alfred 
Tennyson, a young poet then rapidly rising in public favour. The 
emissary was sitting at the publisher’s office at the moment, and the 
group were eagerly awaiting his return. It was past midnight when he 
entered at last, waving the magic volume over his head. The best reader 
was then selected, and the remainder of the night was spent in the 
reading aloud of these poems to a silent, enthralled, spellbound audience. 
It was broad daylight, the author tells us, when the meeting broke up at 
last, and he and his friends walked homeward along the Embankment, all 


still silent, still strangely moved and shaken, as if by some new 
revelation. 

‘Now I am not going to criticize In Memoriam, one way or the other. I 
will only ask you to observe that if the most ardent Tennysonian now 
living, and there are still a few such, had by some singular chance or 
accident never read In Memoriam and it were put into his hands to-day, 
he would be surprised and delighted indeed, he would lose no time in 
possessing himself of its contents, but I do not think he would 
deliberately devote the hours of the night to something that could as well 
be tackled in the morning; and I think also that, while delighted, he 
would also be critical. He would compare, and analyse, and dissect this 
dead specimen of a past generation. Those boys of 1850, for they were 
little more than boys, never criticized. They were as it were drunk — 
drunk with the contemporary appeal, drunk with the incommunicable 
thrill. 

‘Remember also that Rossetti and his followers were not, strictly 
speaking, Tennysonians at all. They were the founders of another school 
of poetry, a school that very soon drifted far away from the Tennyson 
idiom. But — they were contemporaries, that is the point of the story. 

‘I will give you another instance, and a very similar one. This time I 
am going to put in the witness-box my own grandmother. When my 
grandmother was a young girl, living at home with her parents, in 
London I think, though I cannot be sure of that, one night a certain mild 
excitement was caused in the house by the arrival of the Edinburgh Mail. 
Now the Edinburgh Mail of those days was carried by a coach and four 
horses, and took some four days to get through with luck and travelling 
hard, so its arrival was something of an event. Well, there were the usual 
business letters for the father, and the long letters of gossip — Edinburgh 
and Glasgow gossip — crossed and re-crossed for the mother, and there 
was besides a dumpy package tied up with string, bearing the label of the 
well-known publishing firm of Ballantyne, and on this, the girl, my 
grandmother, fell with a shout of triumph, for she knew it could be 
nothing else but an early copy of the very latest Waverley Novel — I 
forget which of them it was now — a book waited for throughout the 
length and breadth of England with an intensity which seems strange to 
us now. So when the girl took her bedroom candlestick and climbed 
upstairs to her little room at the top of the house, she managed to carry 
the precious parcel with her, intending to start on the book the following 
day, as early as her domestic duties, which came first in those days, 
would permit her. Arrived in her bedroom, she said to herself, “I wonder 


if it would be very wrong of me if I just took a peep at the first page, 
merely to see how the story begins?” So she stretched herself on the 
hearthrug, with her candlestick on the floor beside her, and cut the string 
of the parcel. And the hours slipped by, and the candle burnt low, and the 
grey dawn began to filter in past the blind, and still the girl read on. And 
the candle guttered in its socket, and the dawn gave way to full daylight 
which took the place of the candle, and still the girl read on, entranced, 
bewitched, possessed and held spell-bound by a touch of the wand of 
him who was already known as the Wizard of the North. 

‘Now let us suppose, if it is not making too monstrous a demand on 
your powers of imagination, that there was actually in existence to-day 
some young person who cared a straw for Walter Scott’s Works and who, 
by chance, had never read one of the best of them. Supposing it came 
into her hands, she would be delighted indeed, but it would be ridiculous 
to suppose that she would lie on the hard boards of her bedroom floor all 
night, like my poor little grandmother. Indeed a great part of her interest 
in the thing would be that which one takes in a literary curiosity. She 
would not be handling a real live pulsating thing, of which you could 
almost hear the heartbeats. But my grandmother was! For her there was 
the contemporary appeal, the thrill at its height. You see, she was one of 
Walter Scott’s contemporaries. 

‘Let us take another instance, and this time we will go a little further 
back. In Boswell’s Life of Dr. Johnson, under the year 1777, we find him, 
Boswell, corresponding with a certain critic on the style of Dr. Johnson’s 
book, Journey to the Western Islands of Scotland. You will remember 
that Boswell took Dr. Johnson a tour through Scotland to try and cure 
him of his prejudice against the Scotch, which he did not succeed in 
doing, and when they got back they each of them wrote a book about it. 
The critic in question had “praised the very fine passage upon landing at 
Icolmkill” but proceeded to disapprove of “the richness of Johnson’s 
language”. Boswell then proceeds to quote the criticized passage, in full, 
in justification of its author: 

““We were now treading that illustrious island which was once the 
luminary of the Caledonian regions, whence savage clans and roving 
barbarians derived the benefits of knowledge, and the blessings of 
religion. To abstract the mind from all local emotion would be 
impossible, if it were endeavoured, and would be foolish if it were 
possible. Whatever withdraws us from the power of our senses, whatever 
makes the past, the distant, or the future, predominate over the present, 
advances us in the dignity of thinking beings. Far from me, and from my 


friends, be such frigid philosophy, as may conduct us, indifferent and 
unmoved, over any ground which has been dignified by wisdom, 
bravery, or virtue. The man is little to be envied whose patriotism would 
not gain force upon the plain of Marathon, or whose piety would not 
grow warmer among the ruins of Iona.” 

‘Boswell continues, speaking for himself: “Had our Tour produced 
nothing else but this sublime passage, the world must have 
acknowledged that it was not made in vain. Sir Joseph Banks, the present 
respectable President of the Royal Society, told me, he was so much 
struck on reading it, that he clasped his hands together, and remained for 
some time in an attitude of silent admiration.” So far Boswell. 

‘Now I want to say here, and at once, that when Sir Joseph Banks 
clasped his hands together and remained for some time in silent 
admiration, Sir Joseph Banks did what was only just and right. For it is 
indeed a fine passage. Written though it be in the rigid, frigid, somewhat 
ponderous style of the period, it is sonorous, well-balanced, beautifully 
restrained, and even deeply moving. English literature owes a great debt 
of gratitude to Johnson, and to others like him — if indeed there be any 
others like him — who have set themselves a severe and lofty standard 
of writing such as this; for such standard is a sort of fixative which keeps 
our language from slipping away, as it always has a tendency to do, into 
a careless slovenliness and inexactitude of expression. We do not read 
them now, neither their style nor their matter please us longer, but their 
works remain to show us with what earnest care, with what reverence 
and regard, the English language used to be treated by those who thought 
themselves worthy to write it. But what I want you to notice just now is 
that if you were to read this passage to “the present respectable President 
of the Royal Society”, whoever he may be, he would probably say, “Yes, 
that is an admirable specimen of a formal and laboured style of writing, 
now happily long past.” He would not clasp his hands together — why 
indeed should he? He isn’t a contemporary, and if he remained silent for 
some time, it would probably be not from admiration, but from boredom. 
He is not moved by the contemporary appeal — he would feel no thrill. 
But Sir Joseph Banks, his predecessor, did and hence he acted in the 
manner Boswell has so faithfully recorded for us. 

‘Here is another instance, from the same source. Boswell tells us that 
Johnson’s Life of Richard Savage, the poet, is (I am quoting now) “one 
of the most interesting narratives in the English language. Sir Joshua 
Reynolds”, he continues, “told me, that, upon his return from Italy, he 
met with it in Devonshire, knowing nothing of its author” (this was in 


Johnson’s early days) “and began to read it while he was standing with 
his arm leaning against a chimney-piece. It seized his attention so 
strongly that, not being able to lay down the book till he had finished it, 
when he attempted to move he found his arm totally benumbed.” 

“You see, poor Sir Joshua came off rather worse than Sir Joseph. The 
respectable Banks only suffered a temporary paralysis of the vocal 
organs, but Reynolds had a limb put out of action in this his first 
encounter with the irresistible eloquence of Johnson. I have never read 
this Life of Savage myself, so can express no opinion on the matter; but I 
do not remember ever having heard or seen this masterpiece quoted or 
referred to by any modern critic or writer or speaker. Yet Reynolds, who 
was a writer himself as well as a consummate artist, was as sound a 
literary critic as any of his critical generation. 

‘Another criticism of the same book, written at the time of its 
publication, concludes with the following passage: “His reflections open 
to all the recesses of the human heart; and, in a word, a more just or 
pleasant, a more engaging or a more improving treatise, on all the 
excellencies and defects of human nature, is scarce to be found in our 
own, or perhaps any other language.” 

‘That criticism, though anonymous, was believed by many to be 
written by no other than Henry Fielding himself. Now when you get two 
men of the calibre of Joshua Reynolds and Henry Fielding writing in this 
manner, you simply dare not ignore them. They carry too much metal. 

‘Before I leave the subject of Johnson I would ask, is he not a good 
illustration, in another manner, of the value of this now lost 
“contemporary touch”? Johnson was, by the unanimous voice of his age, 
the greatest writer of his period. There was no question about it. Gibbon 
was writing, Goldsmith was writing, Fielding was writing, and many 
another; but every one awarded the palm to Johnson. And he was also a 
voluminous writer. To-day, these writings are all dead — dead and 
buried, and have been so for many a long year. The “thrill” has died out 
of them, and, if Johnson’s posthumous fame depended on his writings 
alone, his name would be rarely heard. Johnson lives to us now, and very 
vigorous he is too, solely by virtue of his sayings and doings, chiefly his 
sayings, his table-talk, as reported, and very scrappily and imperfectly 
reported, by Boswell, Thrale, Sir Joshua Reynolds and one or two others. 
Now you will find all these diarists and recorders from time to time 
bursting out in the same way, “Oh if I had only put down more of this 
wonderful conversation, Oh if I could but remember more of all that he 
said that night — if I could but convey to my readers some of the fire 


and power and energy with which he treated this or that subject, then 
future generations might form some faint idea of what a man he was.” It 
is the thrill incommunicable over again. There were evenings at the 
Literary Club, when Johnson had been taking the floor and was in 
specially good form, when the members — distinguished men all of 
them — would walk home, silent and deeply moved, just like those 
youngsters after that first reading of In Memoriam, only able to gasp out 
at intervals, “What a Man!”, or words to that effect. But they all agreed, 
that it was impossible to give to posterity anything more than the merest 
echo of the real Johnson. And we know that they were right. Only his 
contemporaries could feel the real, the authentic, thrill. 

‘Here, however, it is interesting to note, that it is just in our delight in 
these scraps and fragments of talk, whenever evidently reported 
faithfully and verbatim, that we seem to get nearest to his 
contemporaries’ feeling about him; and yet we know that that 
appreciation was based on his writings, not his talk, because naturally 
only a very few of his host of admirers ever even set eyes on the man. 
His writings, however, do not help us a bit, in the way that his reported 
talk does, to get into the skin of his contemporary admirers. They might 
of course help us if we ever read them, but we don’t and won’t — I 
might even say we can’t. I suppose the explanation is that, as compared 
with colloquial talk, all writing has a touch of artificiality about it, and 
the Essayists of the Eighteenth Century deliberately pushed this artifice 
to an extreme — almost as far as the short-lived Euphuists and 
Gongorists of the Sixteenth Century. They meant to be artificial, and they 
were. Really, at times, with Johnson you are not quite sure when you are 
reading English and when you are reading Latin; for example, here is a 
sentence from the Preface to the Dictionary singled out by Boswell for 
our special admiration: “When the radical idea branches out into parallel 
ramifications, how can a consecutive series be formed of senses in their 
own nature collateral?” The enraptured Boswell, heaving up his either 
hand, like the child in Herrick’s poem, declares this sentence to be “the 
perfections of Language”. And so it is, in a way — the eighteenth- 
century way. But not our way. They deliberately thought that the more 
English resembled Latin the better it must be. So thinking, they lost all 
flexibility; we, for our part, cannot and will not stand an inflexible 
language. The great crime of the Eighteenth-century Essayists was that 
they sinned deliberately, sinned against the light. For they were no 
pioneers, like Dante or Boccaccio, in Italy, blazing a track through a 
forest primeval, letting light and air into a dark jungle. No, they had 


before them, or more strictly speaking, behind them, the splendid corpus 
of work turned out by those sixteenth-century writers we roughly 
summarize under the name of the Tudor Translators, including, of 
course, the compilers of the Authorized Version of the Bible, writers of 
an English vivid, virile, picturesque and, above all, flexible, such as has 
never been written before or since, and they turned their backs on it all 
for the sake of a narrow Latinity, cramped and hidebound if, often, 
sonorous. To them the Elizabethans were barbarous, their style Gothic — 
Gothic spelt with a k or a que — and their penalty is that their 
translations lie piled on the floors of dusty garrets, while we can, and do, 
read to-day, with increasing delight, the distinctly less accurate, but 
always vivid and virile, translations of Sir Thomas North, Sir Thomas 
Urquhart, John Florio, and many another. It is strange indeed to reflect, 
that neither Boswell, nor Sir Joseph Banks, nor perhaps even Sir Joshua 
Reynolds himself, would have troubled to so much as glance at a page of 
those high histories which so delighted men like Sir Walter Raleigh or 
Sir Philip Sidney. It is strange too to consider that it was at this very 
period of arid Latinity that the passionate and romantic Ballads of the 
North Country — what we speak of as “The Border Ballads” — were 
beginning, for the first time, to assume literary shape and form. These 
things, I say, are strange, we can only recognize them, and wonder, and 
pass on. 

“To return to my subject, after all what I am really asking for is only 
that critics of to-day, and readers too for that matter, should recognize the 
force of this contemporary appeal and its reality, and in judging past 
work, should try and make themselves as contemporary as possible, so to 
speak, in the hope that they too may catch some faint vibration of the 
particular thrill. They will be the more likely to do justice to their 
subject. I was privileged recently to listen to a young poet delivering his 
apologia, or defence of the work of his particular school of poetry, and 
very interesting it was. To be sure I did not know that any one had 
attacked him, but he appeared to be on his defence, and in the course of 
such defence had to say something slightly disparaging about both 
Tennyson and, I think, Swinburne. This he was perfectly entitled to do, 
nor was he in the least unfair or even severe; but as I listened I could tell 
that he was making no allowance for, indeed probably did not realize, the 
special appeal of these two poets to their contemporaries, who included 
many men just as good as himself. Indeed, he would probably, if 
challenged, have refused to admit that such contemporary appeal 
possessed any value for the critic. Poetic merit, he would probably have 


said, is absolute, not relative. It either exists or it doesn’t. The passing of 
a generation or two cannot affect it. Well, that is true, but my point is that 
it is not the whole truth. There is a good deal of talk in the scientific 
world at present about something called Relativity. Well, I am afraid that 
what I am claiming is something like Relativity in poetic merit. That is, 
that the actual measurements of this merit may vary under varying 
conditions of time or space. But this is much too dangerous a subject for 
me, a layman, to dare to pursue it further. To take the case of Swinburne 
first. Now I dare say that when our young poet was in the nursery, and 
the nursemaid had corrected him on account of some youthful 
indiscretion, such as even young poets sometimes commit, that she 
added to the punishment some sarcastic remarks about the lilies and 
languor of virtue as compared with the roses and rapture of vice; and I 
dare say the young poet, between his sobs, would cry out, “O for 
heaven’s sake, Mary Ann, not that stale old cliche again.” And rightly, 
for by that time it was a stale old cliche and in the mouth of every 
nursemaid. What should he know, by that time, of the wonderful thrill 
that shook the reading world when the “Ballad of Dolores” made its 
appearance in the sixties? 

‘How undergraduates of both universities, even Cambridge, rushed to 
each other’s rooms to shout it and declaim it, how they whooped and 
chortled over it, or dreamed and moaned it, in their sleep, how they 
parodied it and how, alas, they tried to write similar poetry with very 
indifferent success. “Thou wert fair,” this new poet sang, 

‘““Thou wert fair in the fearless old fashion, 

And thy limbs are as melodies yet.” 

Limbs, if you please, in the sixties; up to then, there had been no 
limbs in England. Not a single limb. Now we have very little else, but it 
doesn’t really seem to make much difference, at least not the difference 
we thought it would make in the sixties, when poor Swinburne got all the 
blame for it. Then there was the rest of that wonderful “First Series” of 
Poems and Ballads, with its haunting, almost odorous atmosphere, and 
its medievalism which was yet a new medievalism; and, much about the 
same time, Atalanta in Calydon, with its ringing, dew-sprinkled 
choruses, beloved by dons and scholars even more than they were by 
undergraduates (because they were good enough to be set for Greek or 
Latin verse), those two books made a special appeal to their delighted 
audience of the sixties which they have never made to any later one. And 
of all this our young poet should have been well aware, from the report 
of others, and probably was aware, only, not perhaps counting such 


appeal as a literary virtue in itself, he was not inclined to give its inspirer 
any credit on that account. 

“To turn to Tennyson. Doubtless our young poet, when he was playing 
as a boy in the garden, and wanted his sister to come and have a game of 
lawn tennis, occasionally yelled through the window, “Come into the 
garden, Maud”, because that was a very common catchword of that 
period. (Of course I don’t mean to imply that his sister’s name really was 
Maud.) For by that time a catchword was all that it was. No trace was left 
by then of the — I may almost call it strong wave of emotion, mingled 
with controversy, which flooded the literary world on the appearance, in 
1855, of Maud — not for the story, which is naught, nor for the 
philosophy, which is, if I may say so, naught-er, but for its wonderful 
singing lyrics—” O let the solid ground “Birds in the high Hall-garden”, 
“Go not, happy day”, “O that ‘twere possible” and, above all, “Come 
into the garden, Maud”, which the best critics of the time hailed as a 
perfect specimen of a flawless lyric, capable of standing the severest test 
that meticulous criticism could apply. And indeed it would be difficult to 
suggest alteration, substitution, elision, or change of a syllable in this 
passionate yet most restrained lyric. What recollections it brings back, 
even to quote a line or two of it: 


‘“All night have the roses heard 

The flute, violin, bassoon, 

All night has the casement jessamine stor’d 
To the dancers dancing in tune, 

Till a silence fell with the waking bird, 
And a hush with the setting moon.” 


But fine as the sheer quality of this poem is, its contemporary appeal 
was, by all accounts, transcendent. This is the second time to-day that I 
have had to produce Tennyson as a witness, and this is not because I am 
specially addicted to Tennyson above other poets, but because Tennyson, 
in a quite remarkable way, gave voice to the thought and feeling of his 
own period, to an extent, I believe, never known in any other English 
poet. I should like to read you a short passage which I came across lately, 
in Mackail’s Life of William Morris, illustrating this. It is a quotation 
from some reminiscences written, some thirty years later, by a man who 
was an undergraduate at Oxford in 1855: 

“Tt is difficult for the present generation to understand the 
Tennysonian enthusiasm which then prevailed both in Oxford and the 


world. All reading men were Tennysonians; all sets of reading men 
talked Poetry. Poetry was the thing; and it was felt with justice that this 
was due to Tennyson. Tennyson had invented a new Poetry, a new poetic 
English; his use of words was new, and every piece that he wrote was a 
conquest of a new region. This lasted till ‘Maud’, in 1855, which was his 
last poem that mattered. I am told that in this generation no University 
man cares for poetry. This is almost inconceivable to one who 
remembers Tennyson’s reign and his reception in the Sheldonian in’55. 
There was the general conviction that Tennyson was the greatest poet of 
the century, some held him the greatest of all poets, or at least of all 
modern poets. 

I would add that we all had the feeling that after him no further 
development was possible, that we were at the end of all things in 
poetry.” 

“There the quotation ends. But I want you to notice that last sentence. 
Many years ago, I found myself sitting at dinner, or rather at the close of 
dinner, next to Francis Turner Palgrave, the poet better remembered as 
the compiler of the well-known anthology, The Golden Treasury of 
Songs and Lyrics, perhaps the best-known and most popular anthology of 
English verse. And I remember his turning to me and saying: “Now, you 
are a good deal younger than I am, and I want you to tell me, is there any 
real merit at all in any of these new writers whose names I hear so 
frequently, there is a young man called Stevenson, for instance, and 
another called Kipling. Is there really any lasting worth in what they 
write, or are they just the fleeting fashion of the day?” Well, I did my 
best to give him a resume of the qualities of these two writers, and I 
ventured to suggest that, if he could spare an hour or two, some evening, 
to the works of either or both of them, I thought he would not find his 
time had been wasted. He only shook his head rather sadly, “My interest 
in English Literature,” he said, “stopped short at Tennyson. He was to me 
the culminating point, and I didn’t care somehow to go on any further. I 
have never read the later writers.” You will find the same sort of idea — 
this idea of the finality of Tennyson — in books such as Edward 
FitzGerald’s letters, and in various Memoirs and Reminiscences by 
famous men who were contemporary with Tennyson or slightly older. 
They all wanted to stop there. They didn’t want any more, they didn’t, 
indeed, see how there could be any more. Now by this time I think we 
may consider Tennyson to be pretty fairly ranked and placed. However 
high his merit, he is not Shakespeare and he is not Dante. But when a 
poet can make so tremendous an appeal as that to his own age, surely he 


is entitled to some special good marks for that thing alone, in addition to 
the marks he earns for intrinsic merit. And these men, who held 
Tennyson so high, were no fools. Brilliant men, nearly all of them, and 
just as good critics as those of the present day. But really to attempt to 
justify the taste of the Mid-Victorians is considered to-day to be an 
offence in itself, just because they wore side-whiskers and crinolines, I 
should say, of course, side-whiskers or crinolines, because naturally they 
didn’t wear both at the same time. But I dare not say more on this 
subject, as, although I wear neither, I am a Mid-Victorian myself. 

‘I may, however, just add that I am frankly puzzled by this special 
claim to finality, put forward by Tennyson’s contemporaries on his 
behalf. I don’t remember it being made in the case of any other poet. 
When Wordsworth, for instance, had somewhat slowly succeeded in 
getting his merit recognized for what it was, you never find the little 
band of enthusiasts who had championed his cause from the first, 
claiming that they did not want, or, indeed, expect, any further progress 
in English poetry. When Byron, again, took the literary world by storm in 
a day, when Johnson dominated it for years, when Pope was hailed, by 
his contemporaries, as easily the leading expression of contemporary 
taste in verse, or, to go further back if you like, to Shakespeare and even 
to Chaucer, who stood almost alone in his time, still you never find any 
of the special backers of these poets proclaiming that they never wanted 
anything better, and, what’s more, wouldn’t read it if they got it. I say 
again I frankly can give no explanation of it. Is it possible that there was 
more than a touch of self-complacency in the composition of the Mid- 
Victorian — self-righteousness, as we should call it in another 
connexion? Or is an even simpler explanation the right one, namely that 
they were suffering from satiety, from a sense of Repletion? 

‘In this connexion, I am reminded of something I once read about 
George Eliot in her later years. An acquaintance told her that he 
proposed to bring so-and-so to call on her the following Sunday, adding, 
“a very interesting person, whom you will be glad to include in the 
number of your friends George Eliot, however, did not seem to be 
enthusiastic at the prospect before her, and merely observed plaintively, 
“Don’t you think that we have most of us got enough friends?” And I 
remember how that esteemed writer and gentle spirit, Walter Pater, 
having, in the kindness of his heart, undertaken to dine with an 
undergraduate at his lodgings, felt it his duty to admire warmly 
everything that the lodging-housekeeper’s taste thought most fitting in 
decoration — the oleographs on the walls, the repp curtains, the veneered 


walnut furniture and so on. This continued till the end of the meal, when 
the dessert was placed on the table in a service of more than usual Mid- 
Victorian atrocity. Pater was heard to murmur, “Pretty plates, pretty 
plates — only they must not make any more.” Perhaps then the Mid- 
Victorians were merely thinking that, for the time, they had had enough 
poets, that Nature mustn’t make any more, that they wanted a rest; for 
there certainly were a lot of poets knocking about, in those palmy days. 
‘For instance, among many others, there was Robert Browning, who, 
in that same year, 1855, published his Men and Women in which some of 
his most famous work appeared. But I am dragging Browning in here, in 
order to be able to remark, that there never was a great English poet who 
had less of that quality which I am calling the contemporary appeal than 
Browning. As Browning’s thoughts were peculiarly his own, so was his 
language; and really it was not till his admirers, very sensibly, formed a 
Society to, so to speak, unload Browning stock on the market, that he 
could be said to have got a real public hearing. The experiment was 
entirely successful. The public always like a Prospectus with a good list 
of Directors; and Browning was thenceforward accepted as a recognized 
National Poet. Now it is interesting to note, unless I am quite wrong, that 
since the time I speak of (the Browning Society was founded in 1881) 
Browning’s position with the British Public has hardly changed at all. As 
soon as they eventually placed him at all they placed him high, and he 
remains at the same level. Had he possessed more of that quality of the 
contemporary appeal, he would certainly have been ranked higher in the 
forties and fifties, and if we hold that it is a poet’s business to appeal to 
his own generation first, and future generations afterwards, we shall 
reluctantly have to refuse to Browning those special extra marks which 
we are allotting to-day. George Meredith was in much the same boat as 
Browning, intensely individual (I am speaking here of Meredith the 
poet), thinking his own thoughts and expressing them in a special 
language of his own that he was determined to use and no other, he was 
like a man writing for his own private enjoyment only, and he was never 
in close enough contact with his contemporaries (except a few of them of 
course) to evoke that answering thrill. But, I can hear you say, do not 
these two instances go to shatter your own argument? For if you admit, 
as no doubt you will, that both Browning and Meredith at their best 
reached a higher level than Tennyson, and yet never gained that contact 
with their contemporaries that you seem to value so much, doesn’t it 
amount to this, that your “appeal”, your “thrill”, is merely popularity — 
popularity, the cheapest thing on earth, the thing most unworthy of notice 


or regard on the part of any serious writer? Now in my reply I would ask 
you to observe, that in the few instances I have taken as illustrations of 
my theme, I have confined myself to writers of such assured and 
acknowledged position in the world of letters as to make them 
independent of mere popularity, even if they possessed it. There were 
scores and scores of other writers, men of fame in their day, whom I 
could have quoted as instances of intense contemporary popularity, if 
that had been what I was after, writers, too, actually more “popular” in 
their day than the great men I have quoted. Indeed, of these last, Scott 
was perhaps the only one who was really “popular” in the widest sense. 
He was read by high and low, educated and ignorant alike. Johnson, as a 
writer, was only “popular”, naturally, among educated people, and as for 
Tennyson, why, he never, in spite of “The May Queen” and “Locksley 
Hall”, achieved a tenth part of the “popularity” of Longfellow. No, 
popularity is not the same thing. Moore was a good example of a popular 
poet. A writer of verse always melodious and refined, free of the 
slightest trace of subtlety or profundity of thought, a man personally 
popular in himself, knowing everybody worth knowing and going 
everywhere, the darling of the humblest parlour that could run to a 
cottage piano on account of his Irish Melodies, he was popularity 
embodied. Nor is vogue. Vogue differs from popularity in that vogue 
always contains some hint of fashion. One reads so-and-so because the 
best people all read him. It’s the thing to do, that’s vogue. Samuel Rogers 
was the great instance of vogue in the last century. Rogers was rich; 
Rogers entertained; and Rogers wrote of his travels in Italy, and the 
Grand Tour in Italy was still the fashionable thing and he could afford to 
have them illustrated by Turner. 

‘Before leaving these occasional instances of really great poets who 
nevertheless made little or no contemporary appeal, one cannot refrain 
from glancing at the case of Keats, in some ways the most singular of 
them all. One would have thought that a generation which, wearying of 
classical severity and perpetual Latinism, had already begun, however 
reluctantly, to welcome that change of thought and manner of expression 
represented best by that group, then known as the Lake Poets, or 
“Lakers”, would have welcomed Keats in his turn as only a fuller and 
more sensuous development of the new manner. But it was not so. The 
change, the rate of progress, was too rapid for the public, Keats was 
ahead of the taste of his time, and it was not until a generation later that 
public appreciation began to place him on that pinnacle where he has 
since remained. But it was then too late for any one to feel the 


contemporary appeal, the real authentic thrill. By then Keats had become 
a classic, and a classic is something we criticize and even dissect. We 
feel our own thrill, of course, but that is not the same thrill that would 
have gone through the whole reading public of, say, the year 1820, had 
Keats instantly come into his own. 

‘But the latest example of this sort, in date, that I dare to quote is that 
of Samuel Butler, author of Erewhon and several other now very well- 
known books, who died only as recently as 1902. Butler, for reasons 
which were partly his own fault, for he refused to tackle the public and 
the book-market in the same way that other men did, certainly made no 
contemporary appeal. His first book, remarkable, original, and also 
amusing, as it was, fell flat as regards the public, and thereupon Butler 
deliberately declared that he would write no more for his contemporaries 
to read, but only for posterity. This is how he puts it — I quote from the 
well-known Notebooks of Samuel Butter: “If my books succeed after my 
death... let it be understood that they failed during my life for a few very 
obvious reasons of which I was quite aware.... I had money enough to 
live on, and preferred addressing myself to posterity rather than to any 
except a very few of my own contemporaries.... I have addressed the 
next generation.” Those are his own words. 

‘Now you would scarcely think, would you, that it was in the power 
of any writer to say who should read his published works and who 
should not? It is for the reading public itself to settle that, and the reading 
public is both wilful and capricious and, above all, resents being dictated 
to on such a matter. Supposing the public had said, “We’re going to read 
Erewhon and Erewhon Revisited because they are jolly good books, and 
we don’t care a hang for what old Butler says”; what could Butler have 
done then? The odd thing was, that it all fell out exactly as Butler had 
predicted. During his life, except from the very few who knew, he 
received little public notice or appreciation. Directly after his death, the 
next generation — the very next generation, as he said, not any dim and 
misty future generations, took him up warmly, especially the young 
reading men, and I think we may say now that every thoughtful young 
man has read, or is reading, the works of Samuel Butler. Had he been 
living and writing now, there would have been plenty of contemporary 
thrill, so far as any one could thrill at all about such a rather cold-blooded 
and very perverse, though brilliant, writer as Butler. As it was, like that 
very different person, Keats, he just missed his market by some thirty 
years. 


‘Just one other illustration that I came across the other day in support 
of my claim that this contemporary appeal should be treated as an 
enduring fact of value, and not merely a fleeting opinion of the moment. 
Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch, King Edward the Seventh Professor of English 
Literature at Cambridge, writing on a kindred subject, the special appeal, 
not of books, but of certain places, has the following passage: “Even 
their worst enemies will admit that Oxford and Cambridge wear, in the 
eyes of their sons at any rate, a certain glamour. You may argue that 
glamour is glamour, an illusion which will wear off in time; an illusion, 
at all events, and to be treated as such by the wise author intent on 
getting at truth. To this I answer, that, while it lasts, this glamour is just 
as much a fact as The Times newspaper, or St. Paul’s Cathedral, just as 
real a feature of Oxford as Balliol College, or the river, or the Vice- 
Chancellor’s poker and, until you recognize it for a fact and feature of 
the place, and allow for it, you have not the faintest prospect of realizing 
Oxford.” You see I am only claiming for certain books what Sir Arthur 
claims for certain places: that unless you recognize a certain element for 
a fact and allow for it, you will not fully realize the book. 

‘Now as I draw near to my conclusion, I seem to hear some of you 
saying, all this is distinctly depressing, for what you maintain amounts to 
this, that in the case of many masterpieces of bygone days, we must not 
expect to detect the finest essences, to savour the fullest bouquet, 
because the time for that, you say, is over and gone. That, indeed, is true 
enough, but then we have our consolations; when a genius arises to-day, 
who makes also a particular appeal to his own times, why it is we who 
get the full benefit of that, as against succeeding generations. We have no 
right to expect to have it both ways; to expect to sit in the first row of the 
stalls on the first night of all the masterpieces of time as well as our own. 
Another consolation is, that there is a range of poets, who, from a certain 
joyous quality blent with freshness and simplicity, never have dated 
themselves and apparently never will. Their appeal is probably as fresh 
to-day as when their works first appeared. I have no time to-day to do 
more than indicate the names of a few of that happy band. Herrick is I 
think the most striking example; Robert Burns, Shelley, perhaps Andrew 
Marvell, have this dateless quality; and of course there are others which 
all readers will like to supply for themselves. 

‘I hope, then, that by this time I may have succeeded, by observing 
and noting, after the astronomical fashion, the action of an invisible 
object on its neighbours suspended in literary space, in making evident 
the existence of my “dark star”, as I have called this influence, the 


contemporary appeal, which unrecognized or not sufficiently recognized, 
has so often affected, even deflected, literary judgement. Illumination of 
the surface, full visibility, we could not hope for; that was postulated 
from the first. By force of the evidence alone can the thing be perceived. 
And though I fear that many of you will say that this is no solid body but 
rather a will-o’-the-wisp, yet there may be some who will be inclined to 
admit, not only that this is a real little planet enough, too small to be 
seen, though big enough to disturb and deflect others, but also that there 
may be other such asteroids poised invisibly in our literary firmament, 
and awaiting detection. As long as the canons of literary criticism remain 
so vague, so varying, so easily disturbed, the discovery of such “dark 
stars” must help, however slightly, to make critical judgement more 
exact. and the mind of the reader more easy and, I may add, more 
interested. The professional critic may be left to look after himself, but 
each one of us owes to the reader, and especially to the young reader, 
every help and assistance, however small, it is in his power to bestow. 

‘One last word, I fully recognize that everything I have said to-day in 
the course of our rambling talk, for it has only been a talk after all, 
though a very one-sided one, is highly controversial, and I suppose there 
is hardly an opinion I have expressed which some one or other of you 
would not be disposed to question or at least to qualify. Believe me, all 
that does not matter one bit. It is never the differences that matter; it is 
the agreements that matter. And we are fully agreed on the essential 
greatness of those past masters of literature, on whose work I have 
touched to-day, and profoundly grateful to them for the legacy they have 
bequeathed to us.’ 

As we went out into an October evening some of us looked back. The 
lecturer stood, white head and shoulders high, among those who 
congratulated. He seemed as one who heard with a polite indifference. 


CHAPTER XVII. ‘SWEET THEMMES, RUNNE SOFTLY 
TILL | END MY SONG’ 


ALASTAIR GRAHAME died in 1920 and in 1924 his parents left 
Boham’s and came to Church Cottage, Pangbourne. Pangbourne, as is 
Blewbury, is in Berkshire, but otherwise the two villages are not alike. 
Blewbury is on the downs, Pangbourne beside the Thames. Blewbury 
remains ancient, Pangbourne tends to become modern. In Blewbury the 
traffic is confined to the sheeted thoroughbreds who pass, once or twice 
in twenty-four hours, as demurely as any Victorian ‘crocodile’; all day, 
through Pangbourne, the Oxford road roars unceasingly. Blewbury is 
‘archaic’, Pangbourne is ‘arty’, almost as Hampstead is, and the summer 
river is gay there with pleasure craft, from the steamboat for fifty to the 
cushioned canoe for two. Pang-bourne possesses a Literary, Dramatic 
and Musical Guild, and Blewbury makes do with lark song and sheep- 
bells. 

But, standing one day on top of a Blewbury down, Kenneth Grahame 
saw the silver of Thames water ten miles away. And in a waterless land, 
of a sudden, he was homesick for the River. And therefore he came home 
there again to ‘end his song’. 

For he loved the Thames and he loved also a garden. And Church 
Cottage was within three minutes’ walk of the river and its garden was 
no cottage garden at all (not that Church Cottage was a cottage) and its 
lengths of manorial lawn ended in an amphitheatre of smooth turf 
backed, in half circle, by huge old jackdaw-haunted elms. A secluded 
and dignified place suggestive of pastoral plays and, incidental to its 
dignity, of Kenneth Grahame himself. Its tool-shed was unique too — the 
old village lock-up, a squat, circular building with a pepper-pot roof and 
a grille-window; once the temporary abode of drunks, disorderlies and 
similar malefactors, now it became the place of spades, forks and 
potatoes. 

There was, of course, no ‘approach’ to Church Cottage though it was 
(and is) what auctioneers describe as ‘a small gentleman’s residence Its 
owner, its amphitheatre, and its door-bell were its three most noticeable 
features. The door-bell was a great, ship’s bell purchased at Falmouth. It 
bore the name ‘Rosarian’ and its tone was, so it seemed to me who am 
unaccustomed to ships’ bells, of a quite singular beauty and as musical 
as the hounds of Hercules. 


There was also an upper garden, a close of tall red poppies, peace and 
flowering fruit trees. At certain hours this terrace was a favourite resort 
of its owner. Therefore the elderly gardener was requested to respect, at 
such seasons, his employer’s privacy—’ Mr. Grahame wanted to be free 
to sit there and think,’ he was told. ‘And what likelier place for free- 
thinking could he want?’ agreed the good fellow, leaning upon his spade. 

And sometimes, when tired of thinking, he would make a lyric there 
to the address of one or other of the birds in the leaves. Here, for 
instance, is one with a cock bullfinch for theme, a bullfinch who was not, 
of course, dead except by license of poetry: 


QUIS DESIDERIO? 
(To a Dead Bullfinch) 

Wanting now the song of you, 

Piper gay in vanished Springs, 

We, the lovers long of you, 

Lay you now where no bird sings. 

Hushed the flutings strong of you: 

Very still those striving wings. 

Little Orpheus, say, for you 

Did some small Eurydice 

Chirp below, and pray for you? 

If indeed some lyric-she — 

Bride one happy May for you — 

Dwelt with dark Persephone, 

Then it scarce seems wrong of you 

If you fled and left us here 

Tuneless all the silent year, 

Wanting still the song of you! 


And so the summer days went by, and yearly, as we have seen, 
Kenneth Grahame followed them leisurely south with the sun and the 
swallows and only came home again when the big apple tree, outside his 
library window, stood as pink and as white as an April bridesmaid. 

They were quiet years those ultimate ones spent by the river — the 
years of a man who is now well enough content to sit in the shadow and 
see the view down the valley. For the days began to mark him down. The 
silent twenty-mile tramps must become strolls of a mile or so, no more. 
Meals too must be restricted to what, for a trencherman of his inches, 


seemed the ridiculous minimum. Both deprivations were borne with 
philosophy and without complaint beyond a boyish, rather pathetic, “Do 
let me have something to eat, Bourdillon?’ whenever his doctor called. 

Yet, though one placid day was much like another, life was still the 
jolly thing — old books and bindings, birds in the garden, a stroll, the 
dressing of a salad, the summer pageant of the boats. And occasionally 
routine would be varied by a voyage down-river to Mapledurham to take 
tea with two friends of whom he was fond because they were young and 
lived, by letters, in a caravan and gave him, surreptitiously, cream ices to 
eat which tasted better now that he had been forbidden them (and 
vanished quicker) than ever before. 

Occasionally also the Literary Dramatic and Musical Guild was not to 
be denied. Its local lion must roar. And, being a good-natured Hon, he 
quite often did. A lecturer would be introduced by him in a ten minutes’ 
speech that filled the village-hall. Or perhaps a picture show would be 
declared opened — and the art of the painter depicted from a finely 
original aspect. Moreover, it was to the Guild and its supporters that the 
last of Kenneth Grahame’s rare lectures was delivered — that ‘Dark 
Star’ which was the subject of the previous chapter. 

Pangbourne is not far from Oxford and to Oxford, always dearly 
loved, Kenneth Grahame would go to enjoy a fair or a market, or, 
laudator acti, to decry the cut of the modem undergraduate’s trousers, to 
poke about in Gothic comers, to purchase the latest necktie for his 
personal wearing. 

For he was always interested in his clothes. To the end he was as 
delighted by a new and successfully tailored suit as is a debutante 
supposed to be by her first party dress. To a lady who wished to choose a 
tie for him he said, ‘A man’s tie and a man’s tobacco are what he alone 
can choose.’ In this case however he accepted the deputy, approved her 
choice and, I am told, actually wore the same. 

Children ran in and out. Annabel, as epicure as Kenneth himself, 
pleased him well by her genuine appreciation of the picnic basket he had 
packed (in The Wind in the Willows) for the Rat and the Mole. Before she 
went to school she had made Kenneth vow to her that he would, when 
the holidays came, lecture to the Pangbourne children on animals. But 
Annabel died during her first term. And her friend, without Annabel to 
listen to it, never gave his lecture at all. 


On the 25th of June 1932 the Lewis Carroll centenary, held at 
Bumpus’s book-shop in London, was attended at the urgent wish of its 


promoters. Of the younger generation of writers present many looked at 
Kenneth Grahame (thus the youth of the hamlet may have gazed 
curiously at the returning Rip Van Winkle) and wondered who the big, 
white-haired man might be—’ Kenneth Grahame? Surely he’s older than 
that?’ 

On the evening of an ensuing week, the evening of the 5 th July, he 
came home from the holiday river; he mixed his salad, enjoyed it, and 
soon he took The Talisman and went to bed. And presently, The Talisman 
fell to the floor, for Kenneth Grahame was gone to sleep. He was in his 
seventy-fourth year. 

When a famous man is passed from us his fellow men speak of him 
and make his many memorials. Some say this and some say that. Some 
speak with a personal love, many with beauty, all with reverence. 

Of innumerable letters I will quote three only, that of a child: 


Pangbourne Lodge 
‘DEAR MRS. GRAHAME, — I hope these flowers will comfort you 
as I am sorry you are unhappy. 


‘Love from 
‘PENELOPE’ 


And from that of Miss Ann Spencer Watt (who had lived, as maid, 
with Mr and Mrs. Grahame for many years) I take these words: ‘I’ve so 
often compared other people with Mr. Grahame and wondered why there 
were so few real Gentlemen in the world.’ 

Lastly, in a letter, written by Mr. Graham Robertson, I read: 

‘... he wrote what he wished when he wished and he wrote no more 
than he wished, and this very fastidiousness will probably win him an 
enduring name. 

‘The pictures of Leonardo da Vinci are less prized for their beauty 
than because only about five of them exist; if the lost poems of Sappho 
were found it would be a serious blow to that lady’s reputation; in fact 
nothing can obscure an artist’s merit like over-production. In Kenneth 
Grahame’s work there is no need to winnow the wheat from the chaff; he 
has left us nothing but the purest golden grain, and his mere handful of 
writings have swept round the world on a gathering wave of love and 
admiration for the man who would give nothing short of his best, and 
whose best is, perhaps, about as near perfection as may be compassed by 
our poor mortality. 
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‘Now he has gone from beside the much-loved river. Now he has 
traced to their source the windings of another river, that River that “went 
out from Eden Of printed words these which Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch, 
writing from Fowey, addressed to the Editor of The Times, seem to 
express, in obituary, all that is called for here concerning Sir Arthur’s old 
friend and to be, in epitome, what I have meant this book to be — a 
picture of Kenneth Grahame: 

‘In the obituaries of Kenneth Grahame one misses (though friendship 
may be exacting) full recognition of his personal charm and the beauty 
— there is no other word — of his character. This, of course, could be 
divined in his books, few, yet in their way, surely, classical; but he 
avoided publicity always, in later years kept deeper retirement under a 


great sorrow; and so, perhaps, as these books must by their nature have 
attracted many readers towards a further intimacy of which he was shy, a 
word or two about him may be acceptable to them and pardonable by his 
spirit. One does not, anyhow, wish to go out of this world without 
acknowledging one of the best things found in it. 

‘He came to these parts and to this house (from which he was 
afterwards married) a little more than thirty years ago; convalescent from 
a severe illness. Lazy afternoons at sea completed his recovery and made 
me acquainted with a man who combined all enviable gifts and yet so 
perfectly as to soften all envy away in affection. Noble in looks, yet 
modest in bearing; with flashes of wit that played at call around any 
subject, lambent as summer lightning, never hurting, and with silences 
that half-revealed things beyond reach of words, he seemed at once a 
child and a king. Withal he was eminently a “man’s man” and keen on all 
manly sports: a man, too, who — as Secretary of the Bank of England — 
knew much of practical affairs and could judge them incisively if with 
amusement, while his own mind kept its loyalty to sweet thoughts, great 
manners, and a quiet disdain of anything meaner than these. I must 
remember him as a “classical” man, perfectly aware of himself as “at 
best a noble plaything of the gods”, whose will he seemed to understand 
through his gift of interpreting childhood.’ 


THE CHILDREN’S ADVOCATE: KENNETH 
GRAHAME by W. M. Parker 








THE charm that is Carroll and the charm that is Barrie — yes, but these 
charms are already taken for granted. But the charm that is Grahame is 
not, perhaps, so popularly known and acknowledged. For the satisfactory 
education of the very young child, at least three courses of child books 
should be introduced into the elementary classes in every school 
curriculum — nay, it should be made positively compulsory by Act of 
Parliament. Beginning with Edward Lear’s “Book of Nonsense,” there 
should follow a course of “Alice in Wonderland,” “Through the 
Looking-Glass,” and “Peter Pan,” and then a final course of the classics, 
Thackeray’s “The Rose and the Ring” and Stevenson’s “Child’s Garden 
of Verse.” It is inconceivable to think of a youngster passing through 
childhood entirely unfamiliar with these wonderful reflections of the 
child mind and the child’s way of looking at things, and not the least 
important channels for conveying these reflections are the works of Mr. 
Kenneth Grahame. 

Mr. Kenneth Grahame was born in Edinburgh in 1859, the son of the 
late Mr. J. C. Grahame, advocate, and great-grandson of Archibald 
Grahame of Dalmarnock, Lanarkshire, and Drumquhassil, Stirlingshire, 
and Glasgow. After being educated at St. Edward’s School, Oxford, he 
was for some fifteen years acting secretary and secretary to the Bank of 
England, but abandoned London for a country life in 1908, and has lived 
mostly in Berkshire. It is interesting to note that he served seven years in 
the London Scottish. (For these biographical facts I am deeply indebted 
to the courtesy of Mr. John Lane (the original publisher of Mr. Kenneth 
Grahame’s books), from whom I obtained them.) 

Three years after his first published work, “The Headswoman,” a 
short satirical tale, there appeared a veritable harvest of a quiet mind in 
the essays called “Pagan Papers.” He leisurely scatters these fugitive 
essays on our lap with a freedom, an abandon, a health that might be the 
envy of the gipsy, the vagabond, or any open-air vagrant as well as of the 
assiduous bookman who knows his Nature from books. “The Rural Pan 
(An April Essay)” is superlatively beautiful in its conception and writing. 
A personal touch of humour increases interest in “Marginalia,” where the 
author records how, in a certain book, he once drew on one side of the 


page a number of negroes, “swart as sucked lead-pencil could limn 
them,” and how easy it was by a touch of the pen to change “battle” into 
“bottle” in a reference, in his Roman History, to the battle of Magnesia. 
Suggestions of Elizabethan prose embroider the ideas embodied in “Deus 
Terminus” and “Of Smoking.” The Stevenson outlook is happily 
captured in “Loafing,” and the bloom of “The White Poppy” is as deeply 
tinged with pure prose poetry as is “The Fairy Wicket.” 

“An Autumn Encounter” with a scarecrow shows grotesque 
originality. A certain rude revelry in Pan and in things Pagan is contained 
in the jubilant essay of “Orion.” — it is the irresistible clarion call of the 
cloven-hoofed, the horned, the goat-like figure of Pan as symbolised in 
the star, Orion — the Hunter. 

It was by his far-famed “The Golden Age,” however, that Mr. 
Kenneth Grahame’s powers rose to pre-eminence. It was hailed by 
Swinburne as “one of the few books which are well-nigh too 
praiseworthy for praise.” He remarked that “the fit reader finds himself a 
child again while reading it. Immortality should be the reward — but it 
must have been the birthright — of this happy genius... Praise would be 
as superfluous as analysis would be impertinent.” That criticism places 
Mr. Grahame very high indeed, but by no means too high. Any one who 
is capable of revelling in the music and beauty of the elements will 
readily understand how Swinburne would appreciate, for instance, “A 
Holiday,” with the magnificent rush and sweep in the opening 
description of “the masterful wind and awakening Nature.” It is in this 
first scene that Mr. Grahame introduces us to the little girl, Charlotte, one 
of the four children who form the character-group in both this book and 
the almost equally superb “Dream Days,” the other children being 
Edward, Harold, and Selina — not to speak of the unobtrusive part of 
brother played by the author himself in the first person singular. The 
idiosyncrasies of each child are clearly presented without any undue 
insistence on the part of the author. Who has not heard of the intolerable 
tyranny of the Olympians, the grown-ups? “Children heed no minor 
distinctions. To them the inhabited world is composed of the two main 
divisions — children and upgrown people; the latter in no way superior 
to the former — only hopelessly different.” The brother, in the first 
person singular, remarks to Edward, “I never can make out what people 
come here to tea for. They can have their own tea at home if they like — 
they’re not poor people — with jam and things, and drink out of their 
saucer, and suck their fingers, and enjoy themselves; but they come here 
from a long way off, and sit up straight with their feet off the bars of 


their chairs, and have one cup, and talk the same sort of stuff every 
time”; to which Harold adds that society people come out into the 
garden, and pat his head—” I wish people wouldn’t do that” — and one 
of them asked him to pick her a flower. “The world, as known to me,” 
says the brother of the first person singular, addressing his readers, “was 
spread with food each several mid-day, and the particular table one sat at 
seemed a matter of no importance.” But Olympian tyranny o’erleapt 
itself when Harold “found himself shut up in the schoolroom after hours, 
merely for insisting that 7 times 7 amounted to 47. The injustice of it 
seemed so flagrant. Why not 47 as much as 49? One number was no 
prettier than the other to look at, and it was evidently only a matter of 
arbitrary taste and preference; and, anyhow, it had always been 47 to 
him, and would be to the end of time.” 

In the pages of these two books we live over again our erstwhile 
manly attitude of revolt and our glad, precipitate escape to day dreams, 
for, “as a rule, indeed, grownup people are fairly correct on matters of 
fact; it is in the higher gift of imagination that they are so sadly to seek.” 
The cycle of the seasons forms an ever-present background to whatever 
incident takes place, whether it be when the evening church service is 
shorter than usual because “the vicar, as he ascended the pulpit steps,” 
dropped two pages out of his sermon-case; or whether it be when, in his 
made-up story to the new curate, on whose “spooning” with Aunt Maria 
he had been ordered, by Edward, to spy, Harolds fictitious burglars are 
said to have “vanished silently into the laurels, with horrid implications!” 

Then in “Dream Days” Mr. Kenneth Grahame takes us so near to the 
tender hearts and wondering minds, the adventurous spirits and 
whimsical humours of children that after we have read the last words of 
the book we feel we have to rub our fists against our eyelids or pinch 
ourselves at some part of our person to realize if we are really awake in a 
material world or if it be true that we are once more the children of 
fleeting days of glory. Who is not the richer spiritually for having read 
“Its Walls were as of Jasper,” 

“The Magic Ring,” and “The Reluctant Dragon” in “Dream Days”? 
Mr. Kenneth Grahame draws upon a furtive, insinuating winsomeness, 
and the tablets of his memory are deeply engraved with words and notes 
of sweet music that chime again and again the rose-winged hours of 
eternal childhood, be it in “Pagan Papers” or in “The Golden Age,” in 
“Dream Days” or in his latest book, “The Wind in the Willows.” For the 
most part, Mr. Kenneth Grahame’s backgrounds are, first, a pastoral 
landscape that is replete with here a saturnalia of whirling leaves and 


there an orgy and riot of spring-blossom on the laughing hedgerows, and, 
secondly, a quiet pleasaunce with visions that lurk among the garden 
shadows, and dance upon the lush grass and round the mignonette or the 
meadowsweet — a homely, old-world seclusion at peace with its 
sometimes noisy, inhabitants. The muse that presides is a jealously- 
guarded Mistress of Ceremonies, and childish homage will brook no 
intrusion into her hallowed precincts by hopeless outsiders; but often 
after a day of sunshine the evening light announces a change, and banks 
of dark cloud loom in the distance and stealthily steal up from the 
horizon. Of course, there may always be the chance, in Mr. Kenneth 
Grahame’s books, that the Olympian “gulfs will wash us down,” but it is 
far more frequent that in children’s company “we touch the Happy Isles.” 
Even on a day of pitiless rain there are pranks enough and to spare to 
while away the time in forgetful mood, absorbed in make-believe 
argosies and pirate escapades, in visions of dream palaces, or in the 
quaint spectacle of Harold as a muffin-man “ringing an imaginary bell 
and offering airy muffins of his own make to a bustling, thronging crowd 
of his own creation.” 

Mr. Grahame’s humour is light and subtle, yet shining clear as a 
crystal. His prose combines in an exceptional way an unrivalled 
spontaneity of vision with a mature command of the most gracefully 
resilient style imaginable. Not only so; there is woven into the prose- 
texture innumerable tenderly poetic imageries and figures of speech that 
entrance and enthral to the utmost degree. Had one been unaware that he 
was one of the elect few who contributed to that famous illustrated 
quarterly of the eighteen-nineties, The Yellow Book, one might have 
guessed as much, for at that period he must somehow have caught the 
bright, happy lustre from that Yellow Book, the golden hue of sunshine 
that permeates all his work. In fine, the “bright-enamelled” pageantry of 
Nature when related so harmoniously and so intimately, so nearly and so 
humanly to child-life must ever ring a responsive echo in us — that is to 
say, if beneath our breasts a child’s heart beats out its exultations and its 
despairs, if in our minds a child’s imagination plays out its long games of 
delight and hides those sensitive, hidden sufferings that only children and 
the child-like among us experience in their journey, be it ever so rough, 
through the world towards the ultimate Hills of Joy. It is on the crest of 
these Hills that Mr. Kenneth Grahame has erected his triumphal arch, and 
upon its rich stonework are inscribed the indelible letters to be seen by 
all who come there to understand — The Triumph of the Innocents. 
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St. Cross Church, Oxford, adjacent to Holywell Cemetery — Grahame’s final resting place 
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